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Don’t get me started
by Harry Gumboot

I missed the Lismore CSIRO ‘Drop-in 
Session’ after damaging yet another 
a rim while attempting to negotiate 

Lismore City Council’s pothole-retention 
program.

By the time I’d changed the wheel, had 
the tyre appraised as “technically dodgy” by 
a North Lismore mechanic, and dropped 
the thankfully steel rim at a South Lismore 
engineering firm to be repaired, I’d decided 
to head home. 

Which is how I found myself parked at 
the junction of Caniaba Street and Three 
Chain Road contemplating the large 
expanse of empty flat land to the north and 
west of the Lismore Airport.

Lismore, as the local Mob will tell you, is 
a natural retention basin. The confluence 
of two water courses directly opposite the 
CBD means that during medium to major 
floods, and depending on which receives 
the most rainfall, the Wilsons River can 
impede the flow of Leycester Creek and vice 
versa.

Four acquaintances of mine lost aircraft 
when the backed-up Leycester Creek 
flowed that way and dumped them 
halfway to Coraki. Anyone who can read 
a topographical map can see that part of 
town is a floodplain.

My solution before we do anything else? 
Create a large channel immediately west 
of Lismore airport to divert Leycester 
Creek floodwaters to Loftville Creek south 
of Lismore. By “large” I mean up to five-
metres deep, 50 metres wide at its base, and 
100 metres wide at ground level. 

It would require new bridges on Kyogle 
Road, the Bruxner Highway, Caniaba Road 
and Three Chain Road, but I suspect that 
would still be cheaper than 10 to 12 dams 
in the upper catchment.  

At around five kilometres in length, the 
excavation would provide 2.5 million cubic 
metres of fill for retardation works in other 
places, eg the western side of Molesworth 
Street. 

Later that week, after picking up the 
repaired rim, I was enjoying a coffee – 
as we “lefty extremists” do – in one of 
Lismore’s many fine eateries when I noticed 
an LCC Councillor at an adjacent table. I 
took the opportunity to ask them about the 
flood channel.

Their answer? “It wasn’t included in the 
terms of reference for the CSIRO study.” 

Imagine my surprise when a couple 
of days later a LLC document showing 
proposed Employment Growth Areas 
on the same patch of ground west of the 
airport popped up on social media. 

As the Romans – who were pretty good 
at moving water around – would say: Cui 
prodest?

Common sense be damned

A friend told me that 
her daughter is going 
on a hiking holiday 

with her father, and she won’t 
join them because she is 
needed at home, looking after 
various pets. 

My instant reaction was, 
she should go with them, she 
misses out on the fun and the 
change of routine. 

I admired her calm reply 
that it was impossible for her 
to leave her responsibilities 
for three weeks, and that 
she could not possibly ask 
someone else to do what she 
did. I realised that what she 
represented was a mother’s 
love. 

She was the mum in the 
family and stuck to her 
duty of caring for all who 
belonged to the household. 
The same care she bestowed 
on her husband, and more 
than anything, on her 
daughter. And it was that 
love for her grown daughter 
that made her rejoice in the 
prospect to see father and 
daughter travel together.

This kind of devotion is a 
mother’s prayer, the prayer 
for the daughter’s happiness 
from the moment she was 
born. I long for the kind of 
deep emotional connection 
between mothers or fathers 
and their children. Why I 
long for it – it seems the only 
love that is felt in every cell of 
your being as being the truest 
and most enduring love. 

If love belongs anywhere and 
sung from an eternal source 
of belonging, it’s here. If it is 
unattainable, lies dormant 
or neglected, someone hurts. 
And that someone is not just 
the daughter, or the son. A 
mother without the touch of 
her adult daughter’s love that 
may be expressed only in little 
gestures yet mean so much, 
will start to yearn for the days 
when the child was still in her 
arms.

She knew about the 
bittersweet Goodbyes, one 
by one, that accompany the 
growing up phase, in stages 
of letting go and facilitating 
the independence that was to 
come all along. 

With increasing 
independence there is 
something else that grows – 
a parent’s feeling of love that 
is and always will be about 
giving more when you feel 
you can’t, going the extra 
mile when you feel like you 
deserve a rest. 

Once a mother, always a 
mother. Motherhood is a 
sweeping field of flowers 
that stretches across a never-
ending expanse, giving joy 
– under a clear blue or a grey 
sky.

A mother does not give 
up, she holds on to the tune 
of her heart. The heart that 
shares every moment of life 
with the heartbeat of her 
loved ones. 

I realise that fathers can 
feel the same devotion and 
tender parental love, and it 
would interest me to know 
what precious feelings fathers 
experience when their grown 
son or their daughter agrees 
to go on a holiday with them. 

Like some things that only 
become better over years of 
good use, and that we cherish 
because they have been with 
us for a long time and served 
us well – I think that, as we 
grow together and learn to 
deal with life’s fluctuations, 
you behold a treasure that 
ages beautifully – something 
that lasts because it is crafted 
well and loved well.

A mother’s blessing shines 
through the shifting sands 
of filial relationships, taking 
care that the family thread 
holds firm. However close 
it may be to thinning under 
certain stressful situations 
that could potentially mean 
a relationship breakdown, 

severing family ties with a 
mother around who is tightly 
holding on to the thread like a 
life buoy, is near impossible. 

It can be hard on the 
mother – or father, depending 
– to negotiate the tightrope 
to protect the one true thing 
that is the deepest promise of 
love on earth – with eyes fixed 
on the silvery horizon. 

To persevere with patience 
and stamina and an 
unwavering belief that love 
quietly waits in perpetuity, for 
a mother’s love can never be 
shifty, it is a solid eminence, 
yesterday and into the future 
– that makes you feel safe.

Mum stands for being 
settled and secure while the 
child is searching, testing, 
venturing. One moves 
outward and forward while 
the other is the constant, 
looking inward. Giving birth 
– the act of birthing a new life 
– is equal with bringing on 
the variation of change. 

The next generation 
consolidates the continuity 
symbolised by the mother in a 
metaphysical play of opposing 
forces – motion and stillness 
– where one cannot exist 
without the other and exists 
only through the other. 

Endurance and discipline, 
even sacrifice, therefore 
belong to a mother. As 
the mother I represent the 
fixed part in the family 
architecture. I am the 
mountain, the keeper – 
recollection, reflection and 
rest make me strong and give 
me clarity and energy, all 
contained within.

by Antoinette Ensbey

When Pauline Hanson said 
domestic violence is a two-
way street, for once I had to 

agree. 
Our clients are parents of both sexes 

whose kids are with the other parent or 
relatives; the 5% or so, one or both of 
whom don’t get it, that two happy homes 
are better than one unhappy one. 

It makes my day when I’m sent a 
photograph of mum and laughing 
children at the contact centre; or when a 
father shows us some of him and his boy 
finally together after years of separation.

Humans can be cruel to each other 
in many ways. Some should not be 
anywhere near children, not without 
appropriate treatment. As Dr McCardell 
tells me her mother Vera said, “A human 
mind in the wrong hands is a dangerous 
thing.” Court-ordered treatment of such 
a mind, rehabilitation and so on, can, 
and sometimes does, turn damaged 
people into role models.

We’ve been busy. On Sunday, 
trolleying bits of flood-art fence through 
mud, I put my lower back out. On 
Wednesday I’m first before Her Honour 
for a Compliance and Readiness 
Hearing. I enjoy that, she on the bench, 
me alone at the bar table, client behind 
me, everyone else on a screen on the 
wall. 

We get our trial date, then a 
quick walk to the Local Court for a 
frivolous AVO Application dismissal. 
Afterwards I text my client, “Application 
Dismissed!” There’s no reply.

That done, back to the office for an 
Interim Defended Hearing, before a 
Senior Judicial Registrar on Webex. 
My client’s hospitalised, with a 
medical certificate until Monday, so it’s 
adjourned to then.

I have a marking of 2pm for a 
sentencing at Murwillumbah. The 
charge is breach ADVO with emotional 
text messages. We’re last on. Her 
Honour isn’t impressed with my letters 
from professionals saying he’s changed 
his life around, and gives me a stern 
lecture on victim blaming.

As she leaves the bench, adjourning 
sentence to Friday, I hear Her Honour 
say sotto voce, “…CCO”. I assume this 
means she’s considering a Community 
Corrections Order and reassure my 
client he’s not going to prison.

On the way home, near the top of the 

last hill from Cawongla, from where 
you see Lismore laid out before you, I 
fall asleep, to be woken by sideswiping 
generously soft scrub, and am back on 
the road wide-awake. 

In the empty office is an urgent 
Affidavit I scan, file and serve the sealed 
copy on the other parties before lower 
back pain (feeling unsupported – Louise 
Hay) meets electric blanket.

On Thursday we work late. Squid 
comes and realigns my spine. On 
Friday I rise early, shower, eat a warmed 
Swedish sourdough cinnamon and 
cardamon scroll, make a mug of coffee 
to drink on the way, and am back in 
Murwillumbah for the sentencing. 

On the way, my frivolous AVO client 
calls from Clarence Correctional Centre 
but the line cuts out.

Her Honor has saved us until last. 
The CCO she’d mentioned was not, for 
some reason, in my papers. He’d been 
on one at the date of the offence, so she 
had to resentence him for breaching that 
as well. 

It looked bad. Deciding against home 
detention, she finally imposed what 
we used to call a suspended sentence, 
hanging over him for a year.

Synchronistically, the abovementioned 
Vera, 56 years ago on the other side of 
the country, twice a week for two years, 
taught me yoga. At $5 a year.

For a fuller version see, and please 
feel free to share, the forthcoming 
Chapter 19 of Shiva’s Garden II at: 
johnadams150712.substack.com

by S Sorrensen

It feels weird. I mean, 
I’m standing at the 
front of the train – 

right at the front – where a 
driver should be. But there 
isn’t one. There’s just me. 
Looking forwards through 
the front window, I pretend 
it’s a windscreen and I’m a 
train driver. Down a dark 
hole deep under Sydney we 
go! And we’re going fast! 
Toot toot!

But I’m not really driving. 
No-one is. No driver. I 
know this is normal for 
many people in the city, but 
for me it’s a little freaky.

My fellow travellers 
appear unconcerned at our 
driverless predicament. 
They sway in sync with 
the train’s rocking, most 
holding phones to their 
unconcerned faces, some 
balancing laptops on their 
laps, typing, concerned 
about office stuff. No-one is 
talking. All is quiet, except 
for the hum and rattle of 
the train.

A female voice cracks 
the silence: “Next stop is 
Victoria Cross. Doors will 
open on the right side.”

She sounds friendly, and 
it’s helpful information. I 
feel like saying thank you. 
But the friendly helpful 
woman doesn’t exist. She is 
digital. She is synthetic. She 
is not human, despite her 
voice. She is a humanless 
voice on a driverless train.

This is a new 

phenomenon, the 
humanless voice thing. 
Until 170 years ago, no 
human had ever heard a 
human voice without the 
speaker being present. The 
human voice only came 
from humans who were 
there. Language, therefore, 
is intimate.

Over the millennia of 
human evolution, the 
nuances and mysteries 
of human consciousness 
became embedded in the 
sounds we make. From 
birth, maybe even before, we 
hear our mother’s voice, and 
in it is care, safety, love. As 
we grow, the human voice 
informs our humanity: “I’m 
sorry”, “I love you”, “I miss 
you”.

Language is the soul 
sounding. It is our thoughts. 
We listen, we reply, our 
voices creating a shared 
reality. I hear you; you hear 
me. You are here; I am here. 
Voice is human-to-human 
contact in real time. 

Or it was.
“Doors closing. Please 

stand away from the doors.”
There are words, but no 

speaker. Her friendliness, 
the sweet lilt to her voice 
– a lie. The message is not 
from a human. Language is 
leaving the human domain 
and moving into the digital. 

The new drivers, though 
not alive and mute, use 
human words to beguile 
the listener into comforting 
compliance. Train 
conductors (and drivers) are 

gone, their jobs swallowed 
by technology, their voices 
lost, their language stolen.

The humanless voice is 
everywhere: an AI podcast 
sends me to sleep; my 
bankbot guides me through 
the seven options; Miss 
Google directs me to the 
Japanese restaurant; Siri 
tells me the gyozas are good 
there. (Sometimes I say, 
“Thank you, Siri.” Siri says, 
“You’re welcome.” Oh dear.)

Pools of water beside the 
tracks reflect tunnel lights 
that flick by as a hundred 
humans speed through 
230-million-year-old 
sandstone lying under 500 
billion litres of water in a 
train driven by a computer 
with an inhuman human 
voice. We are now under the 
harbour, which is dribbling 

in. No worries.
“Next stop is Barangaroo. 

Doors will open on the 
right side.” A reassuring 
voice. No worries.

Inevitably, language will 
lose the emotional potency 
and complex intimations 
it has acquired through its 
long gestation in humanity. 
It is being usurped by 
a hustle of technology 
railroading a driverless 
capitalism ever deeper into 
the darkness while we forget 
how to hear people, forget 
how to talk to people.

Unconcerned and heads 
down, all intimacy stripped 
from the sterile words 
that now pushpull us here 
and there, we sway to the 
automated rhythm, we sit 
silent, we text, we post. 

Next stop is…

Legal writes
by John ‘Sindhu’ Adams

A momentThe deepest 
promise of love

DV etc in Barbault’s Basket

by Lisa Lucken

I was blessed to be invited on a 
holiday (my first without my own 
kids) to Vanuatu with my bestie. A 

place I knew close to zero about. 
Well! This country has soccer as its 

national sport, and I was lucky enough to 
be there during the last few days of the 
men’s World Cup. So many flags!

On the morning of the final game, 
everywhere there were groups holding 
their Spanish flags, and I made sure our 
driver, Eddie, gave happy honks to them 
as we passed. 

He even managed a commiseration 
honk for a couple of sad Argentinian 
fans walking along the roadside.

In Vanuatu, it seemed all villages, 
small, large and remote all have a space 
(often next to their communal gathering, 
eating and worship space) to play 
football, usually with two sticks stuck 
in the ground to mark the goals. I was 
impressed by how well many of them 
played in thongs! 

In one village, I saw only one child 
wearing lace less soccer boots. They had 
their own rules and argued over “bad” 

plays (in Bislama, one of their main 
national languages). My heart could only 
feel joy at how happy they seemed. 

Whether I had the chance to pause and 
watch them, or we were simply driving 
by, it was wonderful to connect with 
locals over their love for their teams, the 
terrible roads (which made it feel scarily 
like home, except they drive on the right-
hand side), and the invasive weed species 
taking over their otherwise incredible 
countryside. 

The locals are also fighting a seemingly 
impossible battle against rising land 
and property prices, development and 
environmental neglect.

In all this, I saw communities and 
people who share everything with one 
another. If you can afford to buy a car, you 
buy something that fits as many people as 
possible so everyone can share the travel. 

A village of 200 people might have 
only two houses with solar panels and 
batteries, allowing others to charge their 
phones. All abilities were embraced and 
everyone could contribute.

These felt like an understated people. 
It took them a while to warm up, but 
when they did… pure hearts! And this 
familiarity made my holiday feel surreal. 

These wonderful people mostly looked 
different, but they could have been our 
Lucy or Lewis or Carol or Ruben. 

At the end of every day, people gathered 
in their marketplaces and community 
spaces and, in the fading light or by 
lanterns, the (mostly) women sat by the 
fires preparing food and caring for small 
babies while the children played football.

I will be trying to send shoes to two 
villages we met people from, so watch 
this space…

The bay of Port VilaThe bay of Port Vila

Finding home in football in Vanuatu 

Suite 4/8 Slade Street, Goonellabah NSW 2480

For appointments, call 
02 6621 5121 or 0484 076 120

Email: info@rainbowhealthcentre.com
Web: rainbowhealthcentre.com

Satellite clinic now available on Thursdays 
at Birth and Beyond, Nimbin

Nimbin Post
Open 8am – 5pm Monday – Friday

• BANKING  • MOBILE PHONES 
• IT SUPPLIES  • BILL PAYING

• WESTERN UNION  • GIFT CARDS
Mail leaves at 2pm sharp

Locally owned and operated

https://johnadams150712.substack.com
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There is a popular 
meme on-line that 
shares a beautiful 

interpretation of the Chinese 
character for “medicine.” 
It depicts the character as 
being made up of “plants or 
herbs” at the top and “music 
or happiness” at the bottom, 
suggesting that medicine 
combines the healing power 
of herbs with the restorative 
qualities of music. 

Although this is not 
the character’s original 
etymological meaning, many 
people appreciate its poetic 
symbolism. Interestingly, 
the character represented in 
the lower part of the meme 
can be read as both “music” 
(yuè) and “happiness” (lè), 
reflecting a long-standing 
linguistic connection between 
the two.

This association between 
sound and healing is 
reflected in practices 
within Traditional Chinese 
Medicine (TCM) and qigong. 
One example is Liù Zì Jué, 
meaning “The Six Healing 
Sounds,” an ancient qigong 
practice in which six specific 
vocal sounds are linked with 
the internal organs and the 
Five Elements: Wood, Fire, 
Earth, Metal and Water. 

The six sounds are Xu, 
associated with the liver 
and the Wood element; 

He, with the heart and 
the Fire element; Hu, with 
the spleen and the Earth 
element; Si, with the lungs 
and the Metal element; 
Chui, with the kidneys and 
the Water element; and Xi, 
with the Triple Burner, a 
TCM concept describing 
three functional regions 
of the body involved in the 
movement and regulation of 
qi and body fluids.

The earliest known written 
record of Liù Zì Jué dates to 
the 6th century CE, when the 
Daoist scholar and physician 
Tao Hongjing (456–536 CE) 
described a breathing practice 
using six vocal sounds in his 
text Yangxing Yanming Lu 
(Records on Nourishing Nature 
and Prolonging Life). 

How to practise
Today, many instructional 
videos on Liù Zì Jué are 
available on YouTube and 
other on-line platforms. 
Beginners may find these 
demonstrations helpful for 
learning the correct breathing 
techniques, mouth shapes, 
and body movements. The 
Simon Blow Qigong YouTube 
channel has a helpful video 
on this practice titled ‘Six 
Healing Sounds Complete 
Practise – Liu Zi Jue’. 

Begin by standing 
comfortably with your feet 

shoulder-width apart. Keep 
your spine upright, relax your 
shoulders, slightly bend your 
knees, and let your arms rest 
naturally by your sides. 

Close your eyes gently 
and take a few calm breaths 
through the nose to relax the 
body and settle the mind. 
Feel your feet connected to 
the ground and allow your 
breathing to become slow and 
natural.

Before starting the six 
sounds, take a few deeper 
breaths. Breathe in through 
the nose and exhale gently 
through the mouth, releasing 
tension. Return to relaxed 
nasal breathing before 
beginning.

The six healing sounds are 
practised in sequence, with 
each sound combined with 
breathing, body awareness, 
and gentle movements. Begin 
with the “Xu” sound for the 
liver, followed by the “He” 
sound for the heart, the 
“Hu” sound for the spleen, 
the “Si” sound for the lungs, 
the “Chui” sound for the 
kidneys, and the “Xi” sound 

for the Triple Burner. Each 
sound is produced during 
a slow exhalation, while 
inhalation remains gentle and 
natural through the nose.

As you make each sound, 
focus on relaxing the body 
and maintaining smooth 
breathing. The movements 
are slow and co-ordinated 
with the breath, helping 
develop awareness of 
the connection between 
breathing, sound, and the 
body. 

After each sound, pause 
briefly and allow the body to 
settle before continuing.

After completing all six 
sounds, gently swallow, place 
your hands over the lower 
abdomen, and rest quietly for 
a moment. You may then sit 
comfortably with your eyes 
closed, continuing to breathe 
naturally and allowing the 
mind and body to return to a 
calm state.

Chi Fung Lee is an AHPRA 
& AACMA registered 

acupuncturist in Coffee Camp. 
Phone 0478-239-298.

by Chi Fung Lee

The six healing sounds

by Magenta Appel-Pye

My new favourite 
food is, 
surprisingly, 

the choko. Depending 
on where you are in the 
world, it is also known as 
mirliton, chayote, chocho, 
and even Buddha’s hand 
melon, and belongs to the 
gourd family. 

Even though chokos 
are fruit, it is classified 
and usually prepared as a 
vegetable. Everyone of a 
certain age remembers the 
days when chokos were 
growing over the outhouse 
in the backyard and were 
in every meal. We shudder 
at the horrific memory of 
having to finish everything 
on our plates, including 
that tasteless, ubiquitous 
overboiled green slop. 

Consequently chokos 
are now undervalued 
and even despised. For 
decades they have been so 
completely banished that 
you can’t even find them 
in the shops. But chokos 
kept families fed during 
the depression, wars and 
economic hardship and 
deserve better, much 
better.

The choko is actually 
regarded as a superfood 
for its nutritious 
properties which include 

regulating cholesterol, 
improving circulation 
and reducing blood sugar 
which is excellent for 
diabetics. 

They are highly 
nutritious, rich in 
fibre, vitamin C, folate 
and antioxidants, and 
also extremely low in 
calories. Their high water 
content helps keep you 
hydrated while aiding 
weight management 
and digestion. What’s 
not to like? Except, of 
course, how our mothers 
murdered them and sent 
them to the sin bin of 
vegetables.

The beauty of the 
choko is its mild f lavour, 
and when used with a 
bit of culinary f lair it is 
amazingly versatile. I have 
a vigorous vine growing 
over my fence and there 
is an abundance of fresh, 
beautiful chokos, so I have 
set myself a challenge to 
use a choko in a meal each 
day while they are fruiting. 

I grate them into 
bolognaises, stir-fries and 
curries. They are lovely 
sauteed with butter, 
spring onions and parsley, 
grilled with butter and 
garlic, baked with cheese, 
battered with cornf lower 
and turned into chips. 
They also make an 

excellent chutney. I par-
boil them and add them to 
salads when they are cool. 
I eat the smaller ones raw, 
like a cucumber. You can 
even stuff them with meat.

Chokos are easy to 
grow and care for, and 
make a lush leafy cover 
for backyard sheds and 
bare fences. Yes, you 
do have to prune them 
back sometimes, but 
the production of food 
you get from one vine is 
incredible.

As we are becoming 
more aware of low food 
miles and potential food 
shortages, it seems a no-
brainer to find a wall 
to plant a vine. With a 
change of attitude and 
common sense – here is 
fresh, abundant, chemical-
free food in your backyard 
for the picking and 
sharing.

What did the sweet potato 
say to the choko? 

“I yam what I yam.”

Oh choko 
by Michael Brooke

The young woman was 
recovering in hospital. 
She had been within 

moments of dying. 
She said that at the instant 

when she was closest to death, 
she experienced a sudden 
understanding, a flash of 
enlightenment – a sudden 
insight into why she had 
become ill, and why she was 
dying. It was the turning point 
to her healing. 

What follows is her 
recounting of the sensation of 
dying; a factual experience of 
returning from death to life. 

“I was aware of this intake 
of air into my body, I felt the 
rush of it and knew it to be 
my last breath. At the very 
moment when I might have 
taken this breath and allowed 
it to go out for ever and ever, 
I had a sudden insight, an 
astonishing revelation that 
gave me an instant, complete 
understanding of my life. 

“Here was my death bed. 
I could feel the stopping of 
everything, my heart slowing 
and a falling away of sensation, 
and the lessening of air in my 
lungs, and the blood in my 
arteries pulsing wearily and 
diminishing, my whole body 
coldly turning away from life 
– the world I inhabited was 
slipping away from me. 

“By chance, sudden as 
lightning, there came a 
realisation. In a heartbeat I 
perceived I could fearlessly 
allow myself to cease to 
breathe. Or I could breathe 
again and again and allow my 
heart to quicken, my lungs to 
fill and I could return to the 
world. By some strangeness of 
fate or will or spirit I was free 
to choose – nihility or life.

“Simple as the breaking of an 
ocean wave upon water, I chose 

at the instant before death that 
I would live. At once I was 
climbing out of a deep well. I 
was frantically scrabbling in 
the dark. I climbed up from 
darkness, up and up into the 
light, coughing, spluttering, 
gasping for air. The nurses said 
I swore like a trooper.” 

Laughing, she clapped 
her hands. “I changed my 
mind – I wanted to live. 
All my problems, trials 
and tribulations, they were 
nonsense. All I wanted was to 
love to be alive – easy as that.”

Her elation was contagious. 
What she’d experienced was 
profound. I wanted more from 
her. Could she go deeper into 
what happened? She replied by 
telling me a story: 

“You see, I was lost… isn’t 
it so, in the great fairy stories, 
there’s always a moment 
when the child who has been 
abandoned on the road or is 

lost in the forest finally just 
gives up? 

“Surrendering to its grief, the 
child falls against something, 
a tree or a stone which is 
actually a giant or a bear, and 
the little one leans against it 
and sobs and the grief, all the 
grief comes out and, in that 
moment, the lost one actually 
leans against the world, 
allowing the world at last to 
support it. 

“And then the tree or the 
stone speaks and it says, 
‘What’s the matter? What 
do you need?’ And the great 
teaching in the fairy story is 
that you must have faith in 
the world, that if you allow it, 
it will be your friend, it will 
hold you, it will answer your 
prayers.” 

It is, as the poet Yeats 
observed, “The world is a 
source of revelation, not a 
problem to be solved.”

At death’s door

by Anand Gandharva

It seems grim: more calamities 
between now and 2030. Fossil fuel 
use becomes sovereign risk. 

Even though states now use AI 
systems, insurance protection fails – 
$2 trillion losses globally ($300 billion 
in Australia), catastrophic floods and 
‘Weather Whiplash Events’, intense 
monsoons, severe Northern Rivers food 
and water security issues regardless of 
new dams, sea level rises, widespread 
fires, loss of agricultural productivity 
and critical labor. 

We will see infrastructure tipping 
points as bridges, energy grids, 
agricultural supplies and shipping 
ports become too expensive to insure, 
followed by debt, mortgage crises and 
lack of homeowners insurance so people 
cannot sell their homes as buyers can’t 
get loan insurance. 

Population and consumption outgrew 
natural regeneration: together we harm 
Earth. Everyday buyers and businesses 
must stop destabilising our atmosphere, 
change how we produce and consume 
food – pay true cost. Life is under 
existential threat.

Farms are under pressure to transition 
to resilient practices with regenerative 
supply chains, that use remaining 
resources sustainably. Producers who 
follow climate-sceptic advice will be 
locked out of supermarket shelves and 
rapidly greening global marketplaces.

Retreats of private capital forces 
central banks and governments to 
intervene before uninsurable property 
defaults. 

Thankfully solutions come: 
Personal Footprint Counters (PFCs) 
automatically inform your telephone of 
purchases’ environmental impacts. 

Investing in regeneration expands, 
but ecological footprints are counted. 
By 2030 the AGI (Artificial General 
Intelligence) era dawns. By 2035 ‘hands 
off ’ ASI (Artificial Super Intelligence) 
systems arrive. Industry grows. 

You choose what you like, but to a 
ceiling – like WWII rationing books, 
so available portions can be distributed 
fairly. In free markets one can still 
buy fossil fuels or barbeque chops, but 
instead of killing animals you may want 
to save by eating cultivated meat, or 
home-grown vegetarian. 

Populist leaders exploit protest 
voters, call Climate Change a hoax, 
don’t mention that export markets 
disappear, romanticise a past without 
global connections or ecological limits, 
praise short-term material comfort over 
long-term sacrifice, pose as defenders 
of democracy, spruik freedom from 
central overreach. 

They take money from vested interest 
to extend use of stranded assets like 
coal, place supermarket profit over 
sustainability as domestic farmers and 
manufacturers operate under strict 
native vegetation laws, biosecurity 
regulations and labour standards, while 
supermarkets still import competing 
goods produced via deforestation or 

uncosted carbon emissions to enter 
tariff-free. 

The blind spot: overseas 
environmental degradation. Mandatory 
Eco-Labelling, the Carbon Border 
Adjustment Mechanism, Downstream 
– or Scope 3 – Carbon Emissions and 
Product Stewardship help, but real 
change is needed: we share one Earth 
and perish from faraway pollutions. 

Remedy: PFCs bridge psychological 
gaps between single lives and planetary 
survival. Net Zero reduces average 
ecological footprints by 80%, from 12 
tons of CO2 per person to 1.5 tons pa. 
See: www.youtube.com/watch?v=YbEFJd-
fJpQ 

The International Court of Justice 
ruled States liable for environmental 
degradation, UN confirmed. 
Prosecutors sue individuals personally 
for violating their director fiduciary 
duties by ignoring climate risks. 

Renewables and eco-friendly food 
don’t beat fossil fuels and cruel 
animal farming with altruism, but as 
alternatives, wind, solar, cultivated 
proteins, home grown tucker are 
cheaper. Smaller footprints are needed. 

Vegan and modest lifestyles overcome 
omnivore excess. See: www.youtube.
com/watch?v=sYbEFJd-fJpQ 

To PFC or not to PFC, that is the question

Magenta says...

Relax Ivana, it’s not all about you. This is a big issue that 
is contemplated at men’s groups, women’s lunches and 
in psychologists’ offices everywhere. Men are not sex 

machines except, of course, for James Brown. And if they are, 
then that’s a worry in itself.

Let me shed some light by sharing some of Leonardo da 
Vinci’s writing:

“About the penis – This confers with the human intelligence and 
sometimes has intelligence of itself, and although the will of the man 
desires to stimulate it, it remains obstinate and takes its own course, 
and moving sometimes of itself without license or thought by the 
man, whether he is sleeping or waking, it does what it desires. 

“Often the man is asleep, and it is awake, and many times the 
man is awake and it is asleep. Many times a man wishes it practice 
and it does not wish to, many times it wishes to and the man 
forbids. It seems, therefore, that this creature has often life and 

Erectile dysfunction Erectile dysfunction 
I finally succumbed to my friend’s advances only to 
find that at the moment of truth, he let me down. Is 
it my fault? It was so embarrassing I feel like never 
seeing him again. Help! 

– Ivana Cockburn, Bangalow

So they say...

with Uncle Norm & Aunty Maj

intelligence separate from man.”
Us women don’t understand the strange, fickle ways of the 

male member. Probably men don’t either. It’s all a mystery. We 
just expect it to work when we want it to. 

Imagine being in the man’s shoes (well, pants) and finally 
seducing his Goddess, having to prove himself, to anticipate 
and please her expectations; his hopes and fears out there on 
display. No wonder some men experience this problem on their 
first try with a new partner. And don’t forget there’s always the 
little blue pill.

Take it as a compliment, be flattered, be compassionate, 
be understanding and give him another go. Not only may 
you be pleasantly surprised, but he will love you even more 
and hopefully treat you with the same respect when you are 
temporarily (hopefully) unavailable.

I started a support group for men with erectile dysfunction. 
It was a f lop and nobody came.

Norm says...

It would seem the stereotypical traits of women being 
caring and nurturing have their limits when it comes 
to this problem. If you feel let down and embarrassed, 

imagine how the hell he feels. 
Ivana, what you have to understand is that although a man 

and his schwanz are conjoined, they often act independently 
of each other.

Try to imagine, if you will, that a man and his penis are 
like our Australian parliament. You have the government, 
and a bunch of independents. 

Your man, in this case, the government, has taken a fancy 
to you, but the independent er, member, has spoken. And 
the penis says ‘no’. 

It might have a head with no brain and an eye that can’t 
see, but his John Thomas, rightly or wrongly, thinks there’s 
something fishy about you and like a good penis (politician) 
should, it’s simply looking out for its owner’s interests.

Nonetheless if you’re both willing to give it another try, 
and drop the ego, I suggest you err… pull the honourable 
member aside and have a frank conversation with it and see 
if you can’t bring it around. 

If all else fails, you might need to take him to the doctor, 
put him up on the hoist and see if he’s got a gearbox 
problem. 

Did you hear about the burglary at the Viagra factory? 
Police are looking for three hardened criminals.

Send your relationship conundrums to:Send your relationship conundrums to:  
magentaappelpye@gmail.commagentaappelpye@gmail.com

NIMBIN HOMEOPATHICS 
– For all your homeopathic supplies  – 

tarangbates@yahoo.com.au

• Structural and neurological integration
• Pain and restriction of movement
• Emotional challenges including 

psychological reversal
• Learning difficulties including dyslexia
• Inherited patterns and belief systems
• Gait system
• Immune system and allergies
• Safe for seniors 

Julia Lincoln: 0434-919-172
KINESIOLOGIST

Over 20 years of experience

I am a caring and 
dedicated psychologist 
offering evidence-based 
therapy, including 
Internal Family Systems 
(Level 2) and EMDR. 

I accept Mental Health 
Care Plans, Private 
Health Insurance, 
Workers Compensation, 
NDIS and Victims 
Services claims. 

Online, evening, and 
weekend appointments 
are available. 

 

suemulcahypsychology@
protonmail.com

0421-901-708

Contact me to learn 
how I can support you.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YbEFJd-fJpQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YbEFJd-fJpQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sYbEFJd-fJpQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sYbEFJd-fJpQ
mailto:magentaappelpye%40gmail.com
mailto:tarangbates@yahoo.com.au
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Aries
This is a period when tapping into your 
deepest creative potential can bring amazing 
insights and a new direction for applying 
your energies. Connect with your heart’s 
desire, because your heart is your personal 
GPS. With Mars, your driving energy 
transiting Cancer from August 12 until late 
September, you are reminded to proceed 
slowly and with caution in following your 
plans.

Taurus
The energies of the moment may bring 
endings and new beginnings to your home 
life and domestic relationships. Your sense 
of belonging, safety, family, and emotional 
nourishment is being reset, opening a new 
chapter in how to create stability from 
the inside out. You may want to shed 
outdated family conditioning and step into 
a more nurturing and authentic emotional 
foundation.

Gemini
This eclipse cycle could bring endings 
and new beginnings to how you process 
information or interact with your immediate 
surroundings. You may feel inspired to enter 
a new study course, ultimately helping you 
in transforming the way you perceive reality. 
This is also an important period to review 
your deeper thought patterns and shed 
outdated mental conditioning.

Cancer
This eclipse cycle may trigger unresolved 
self-worth and security issues bringing 
shifts to how you earn and manage your 
resources on all levels. It could be a quest for 
having more faith in yourself. With Mars 
transiting Cancer from August 12 until late 
September, you may experience some push-
pull dynamics when attempting to follow 
through with your plans.

Leo
The solar eclipse in your sun sign could 
seed endings and new beginnings. A chapter 
is opening, one that asks you to define 
yourself on your own terms rather than 
through the expectations or projections of 
others. Acknowledge your inner drive to live 
authentically and according to your heart’s 
desire without needing to overpower others.

Virgo
Your dreams might provide important 
clues about your soul ’s needs and wishes. 
Surrender what you cannot control and trust 
that all will work out without you interfering 
and trying to micro-manage the details of 
your live. If you experience a setback in your 
creative projects, re-focus and find a way to 
re-kindle your enthusiasm.

Libra
With Venus transiting your sun sign from 
August 7 until September 10 relationship 
themes are back in focus. You could feel like 
needing more time for yourself and your own 
creative projects. Tension might be building 
during the 2nd part of the month when 
freedom and commitment may need to be re-
negotiated. Stay connected with your inner 
core instead of trying to please others.

Scorpio
Align your inner reality with your outer role 
in the world. Being noticed for who you are is 
essential but simultaneously can strengthen 
old fears of being exposed. Believing 
in yourself and trusting in your innate 
resourcefulness is the key to achieving your 
goals.  On the other hand, you might want to 
rethink and re-organise some of your current 
projects.

Sagittarius
This eclipse cycle may bring profound 
shifts to how you seek meaning, understand 
truth, and form your perspective. This is a 
favourable time for conscious growth and 
integrating new information to expand the 
walls of your perception. Examine your beliefs 
and world view; shed old ways of thinking 
that might not fit into your current reality 
anymore.

Capricorn
This eclipse cycle allows for transformation, 
the shedding of what is not essential anymore 
to discover what is lasting and true. Shared 
resources, but also deep psychological 
transformation and intimacy are part of the 
evaluation. There may be shifts in how to 
engage with others, when to invest and when 
to withdraw your energy. 

Aquarius
This eclipse cycle is important for your 
relationships with others; may it be personal 
or professional. Relationships that make 
sense and are solid and satisfying will be 
strengthened, while partnerships that have 
outlived their time may end or need to be 
transformed into a more equally satisfying 
version.  Feeling fulfilled and valued is 
important to everyone’s spiritual development.

Pisces
This eclipse cycle could seed new patterns 
in your everyday routines. Habits that 
feel depleting may need to go as there is 
momentum for establishing a new balance 
between mind, body and spirit. Enrich your 
daily life with creative activities that make 
you feel happy and fulfilled. It is also a good 
period for re-assessing your greater goals and 
making the necessary modifications. 

What’s happening What’s happening 
in the heavens?in the heavens?ASTROASTRO    

FORECASTSFORECASTS by Tina Mewsby Tina Mews

Open 7 days
9am – 4pm weekdays
10am - 4pm weekends

Phone: 6689-1010  Website: www.nimbincandles.com.au

Across
4. Open (to all)?
7. Wrist ornament
8. (Meeting) purpose?
9. (baby?) weed
10. You, for example. Or an 

orangutan.
12. &
14. Tiny sparkling disc
15. Take up a new residence
17. Walking with bravado
19. Number (abbrev.)
20. 3.14159…
22. Followers of the Greek 

philosophy centring simple 
living and shamelessness

23. Author of I know why 
the Caged Bird Sings

26. Nation that launched 
Soyuz & Sputnik (init.)

29. (18 down) for the lobes
31. (Rigid) bracelet

 Down
1. Pakistan’s national 

language
2. Lacking sexual attraction? 

High or low.

3. Film excerpt? Trim.
4. Fundraises for school
5. Long flat pasta
6. Sixty-six feet. Eighty to 

the mile.
9. Hansel’s trail to find their 

way home?
10. Astringent plum
11. Loan (before payday, say)
13. Present moment
14. Lay foot
16. Our integrating psychic 

apparatuses (pace Freud)
18. Call
21. Plain ear jewellery
24. Trumplike Roman 

monarch
25 Viking raider of 

Newfoundland
27. Caravan plus the car 

towing it
28. Charge
30. Post- (video)game 

salutation? Charles’s 
representative in Australia 
(init.)

Solution: Page 34

Questions
1. This happy old guy has 

just turned 100. And he’s 
still working! Who is he? 
Hint: This EGOT winning 
writer, actor, musician, 
director and producer’s 
work has appeared on stage 
and screen for 80 years. Take a bonus point if you can 
say what EGOT means. Photo: Richard Shotwell/AP, 
courtesy of The Guardian

 2. After holding Spain to a nil all draw during the group 
stage matches of their first ever FIFA World Cup, 
Cabo Verde made it to the round of 32. Where is the 
Republic of Cabo Verde? Take a bonus point if you can 
say who knocked them out of the World Cup.

 3. Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart is a towering genius 
of classical music who produced over 800 works in 
his brief 35 years upon the planet. In February 2026 
another seven pieces (for flute and harp) were added 
when a forgotten 44-page notebook was rediscovered in 
the National Library of France after 230 years. What 
nationality was Mozart?

 4. How long has the game of lawn bowls been played?
 5. What five letters can be arranged to make the name of 

a bird and a word that says hello? Hint: one begins with 
E and the other with G.

 6. Which creature, currently upon the planet, has the 
largest eyeball there is? Take a bonus point if you can 
say, within a centimetre, the diameter.

 7. Where on one’s body would one find their costal 
cartilage?

 8. Ten years ago some people were predicting that 
autonomous vehicles would be all over the place in 
10 years, but where are they? In the US, autonomous 
robotaxis have been in commercial operation since 
2020. As of now, how many hires do these robocabs get 
per week in a country of 350 million people? 100,000, 
200,000, 500,000, 1 million or 10 million?

 9. Saw, stone and sword are all kinds of what creature?
10. Is a pademelon animal, mineral or vegetable?

Nimbin Trivia Time
by Eclectus

by Marilyn Devlin

I finally got started in the office… it wasn’t 
intentional, just went in there to find something.  
Although it had been on my list.  I first noticed 
the pile of my brother’s personal papers… I’d been 

wanting to burn them and had been waiting for winter… 
but there’s been so much rain.  It was sunny… so took 
them outside to my little fire pit… and watched them go 
up in smoke.  It felt cleansing.  It was a Scorpio Moon… 
and my brother has been gone for two years.

I also keep my monthly columns…very occasionally 
I look back on them.  I enjoy the photos.  I started 
trimming them, folding and putting them in a folder.  
Not sure if I have the entire 15yrs… could be in a box in 
the garage.

I can be a bit reclusive… don’t put myself out there a 
lot.  I’ve become more so as I age.  I LUV the quiet, the 
natural sounds of life and the beauty of the natural world.

Isn’t that the way to live?

Quiet can be a bit of a challenge… now living in the 
burbs on the coast.  A lot of cars and people.  The ocean’s 
always wonderful… so powerful, so here and now yet so 
ancient.  And so powerfully strong. 

I particularly love when it speaks… it doesn’t do that 
much.  It’s spoken to me a few times.  I figure what it 
says is important.  On a physical level the ocean has been 
roaring… tearing away the beach, making its way into the 
dunes.

Then there’s days when it’s crystal clear and calm… tiny 
waves, still crashing with their white wash.  I love playing 
in the waves.  It feels like home to me… like we have a 
real relationship.  It likes to play as well… but I’m always 
aware of its powerful strength.

2026 is moving on… ticking off the months.  July felt 
big… took me down some deep dark channels… I hadn’t 
felt that level of intensity for some time.  They often touch 
on old, stored body memories of a similar nature.  We all 
have them.  Challenges and difficulties… events that have 
left their impact deep inside of us.

I’ve been involved in a deeper layer of trauma work.  My 
very early years… caught up in the polio epidemic, the 
long stint in hospitals, head on with the modern medical 
system… left its scars.  Over the years they’ve been 
making their way to the surface.

One of them was terror.  And it feels like it sounds… 
it’s powerful.  A paralysing and immobilising fear.  Things 
were done back then that could have been better, more 
conscious, more attuned to what we need… for healing.  
Hopefully we learn… it just seems awfully slow a lot of 
the time.

I embarked on this deeper journey a few years back… 
you can’t rush these things.  You need to be ready and 
have the right space for you.  Something was lost way 
back then… it was me.  Who I was before the trauma 
changed me.

I’ve been taking the steps back to me… since way back 
then.  It’s innate in us this desire to be our authentic self.  
To fit beautifully into who I really am.  It’s the best.

To be given a life is an incredible gift… and we take it 
for granted… like it’s our god given right.  The only full 
way to live is as your self.  That’s an internal journey not 
an external one.

Everything starts within.  The initial sense, the longing, 
the words that rise.  Our discomforts, sense of something 
not right.  The natural understanding we’re granted just 
by having life.

Hope your August is a good one.

Home of Home of 

the Big the Big 

BowlerBowler

NIMBIN 
BOWLO
25 Sibley Street Nimbin 

Phone 6689-1250

Club opening hours
Wed-Sat 2.30pm to close, Sun 8.30am to 4pm 

Bistro open for dinner Wednesday-Saturday
• Open Mic, Wednesday 12th August, 6pm
• Social Bowls, every Sunday from 9am

INFO FOR 
MEMBERS & 

GUESTS

August
We are in the 2nd eclipse season of 
the year with a Solar Total Eclipse 
occurring on August 12/13 followed 
by a Lunar Partial Eclipse on August 
28. Events that happen near eclipses 
take on increased importance and can 
work out unexpectedly. 

They function like energetic portals 
and every eclipse carries a message for 
the world: in Leo it points towards 
changes or crisis involving leaders, 
royalties or leadership in general. 

For example, a similar eclipse 
occurred on August 11,2018, just 
days before the last Australian Liberal 
Party leadership spill. 

On a personal level, those who 
are born around August 10 – 15, or 
whose personal planets are activated 
by the degree of the eclipse (20-degree 
Leo) are likely to feel its effects more 
intensely, often as a time of important 
endings and new beginnings. 

Leo is a fire sign and signifies 
passion, the expression of our personal 
truth, generosity and creativity. As an 
archetype it represents our desire to 
shine as brightly as the Sun and follow 
our own destiny. 

Jupiter and Mercury are also in Leo, 
making this eclipse period a great 
opportunity for re-connecting with 
our authentic self and heart’s desire, 
exploring what is truly important to 
us. 

On the other hand, this can be a 
very emotionally charged and heated 
period during which it is essential 
to find constructive outlets for this 
additional portion of fiery energy. 

 Jupiter is still opposite Pluto 
in Aquarius by sign, highlighting 
the tension that exists between the 
individual (Leo) and the collective 
(Aquarius), or our human identity 
needs (Leo) and an impersonal era 
ruled by technology (Aquarius). 

The outer planetary alignment 
(the ‘basket formation’ between 
Jupiter, Pluto, Uranus and Neptune) 
is still active, making this a time of 
accelerated change for the better or 
worse. 

Venus transiting her own sign 
Libra (from August 7 to September 
11) directs these energies to 
relationships, diplomacy, and the 
building of new alliances. Still, 
care has to be taken as Venus in 
opposition to Neptune can indicate 
the possibility of deception and a lack 
of discernment.

The fiery eclipse will sweep across 

the Arctic, eastern Greenland, 
Iceland, northern Spain, and 
northeastern Portugal, being the first 
solar total eclipse since August 11, 
1999 visible from mainland Europe.

The Lunar eclipse on August 28 
occurs in the early degrees of Pisces 
opposite the Sun in Virgo and 
forms a close square with Uranus in 
Gemini. 

Uranus is the planet of change but 
also disruption and sudden awakening. 
Uranus has been travelling in square 
to the nodal axis of karma and destiny 
since April 27 as a planetary force of 
evolutionary pressure to break old 
forms of perception and drive the 
emergence of new ones. 

In many ways, this has intensified 
an overall awareness of the crossroads 
at which we are standing: do we 
continue moving forward into a future 
without fully understanding where it 
leads, or do we attempt to slow down 
and regain control? 

Pisces is the sign of imagination, 
spiritual wisdom and soul 
consciousness while Virgo at the other 
end is pragmatic and aims at putting 
the correct structures and rules into 
place. 

The true challenge seems to be 
how to preserve humanity amid an 
accelerated technological revolution 
(Uranus in Gemini). 

The Full Moon eclipse reminds us 
that we are embodied beings (Virgo) 
who have emotional and spiritual 
needs (Pisces), and that we are still 
partly in the dark of where we might 
be going (being eclipsed). 

Navigation by the Stars: Personal 
and/or relationship astrology; 

Life cycles and your year ahead 
transits: plans, directions, concerns 

for 2026-2027/8; In person or 
on-line consultations. Phone 

0457-903-957 or email: 
star-loom@hotmail.com Gift 

vouchers available!

Astrology at the Lillifield 
Community Centre:

“Mapping the Cosmos: The Three 
Zodiacs, Ophiuchus, and the 

Lunar Mansions: 
An exploration of the Tropical, 

Sidereal, and Constellational 
Zodiacs and the Moon’s celestial 
pathways” Saturday, September 

5, 10am–4pm at Lillifield 
Community Centre, 4505 Kyogle 

Road, Wadeville. All welcome! 
Information and Registration: 

0457-903-957 or email: 
star-loom@hotmail.com

Hoping August 
is smoother…

Answers
1. Mel Brooks has come a long way since he was born 

on the kitchen table of a Brooklyn tenement in 
1926. He is due back on the big screen next year to 
reprise his 1987 character Yogurt in the sequel to 
Spaceballs: Spaceballs The Other One due for release 
in 2027. An EGOT winner has won all four major 
entertainment awards: Emmy (television); Grammy 
(music and recording); Oscar (film) and Tony 
(theatre).

2. Cabo Verde is an archipelago of 10 volcanic islands 
in the North Atlantic Ocean lying between 600 and 
850 kilometres west of Dakar, capital of Senegal 
and the westernmost point of Africa. Cabo Verde, 
(population 530,000) were defeated 3-2 by Argentina 
after a corner from Lionel Messi resulted in an own 
goal 10 minutes before the end of extra time.

3. Mozart is usually referred to as Austrian but he 
identified, culturally, as German because his native 
tongue was German and he was born in Salzburg, 
then an independent ecclesiastical state within the 
Holy Roman Empire but now part of Austria.

4. Lawn bowls, as played today, dates back to the 13th 
century. The oldest green in continuous use is in 
Southampton where it has been used since 1299 AD. 
There is evidence to suggest that other variations 
of the game have been around since 5000 BCE in 
ancient Egypt where round and slightly biased stones 
have been found.

5. Egret (Egretta or Ardea sp.) and greet.
6. The colossal squid’s (Mesonychoteuthis hamiltoni) 

eyeball is 30 centimetres across! That’s the size of a 
large medicine ball! Still, when you’re half a tonne 
of calamari and there are sperm whales about in the 
inky depths, it pays to keep as good an eye out as you 
can.

7. Joining the front of our ribs to our sternum 
(breastbone) so that we can absorb upper body impact 
without breaking anything important. The pain 
resulting from such impacts is a powerful lesson in 
not letting it happen again any time soon.

8. Waymo, based in California and deployed 
commercially in 10 US cities, are currently enjoying 
500,000 paid hires per week.

9. Fish.
10. Animal. Watch out for them in forested areas; 

they’re not very fast.
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