When a flower grows wild?

Rejoice, celebrate, a coalition of creatives,

Inspire, delve, contort the emotions,

Retract the barriers, allow contest, refute the bias.

Hey, | feel your passion.

Gutsy not ‘a gutful’, on a limb with other budding shoots.
A parallel universe, different, difficult, our kind of people.
We are the journey.

Not the opiate of the masses - AFL/NRL/NBL/Super Rugby.

Writing, musos, opera, art, glass - extruding the mind.

Lost causes against the convict class who still smear their bigotry and violence on this land.
The struggle for creativity and exceptionalism embraces hidden places.

Mediocrity flows through the veins of the cabal.

Mainlining with the fairy twice a week

It will always come!

We must make its pathway and nesting spot bigger, brighter, bigger, bigger, bigger!
Put up lights!

It can’t stop coming!

We're special! Nobody else has one, do they?

We love our kids.

We love our town.

Fairy floss is great, good for the kiddies and the mums
Let’s build a barrier (with lights!)

Anyone seen those seeds?

That blot on the landscape, history prospered until death intervened.

A blot, so what? Live with it! We can’t see it!

Custodians, no, that’s for other towns, landlords.

Orwell did it - rubbing out the events, the artists, the openings, the RECORD.
It never was.

In the ploughed land, the Commons, new seeds fall on the welcoming tilth of the
community, as the frail pass and become our depth.

The pestilent Singapore daisy stetches its threads across the furrows and refuses to
succumb.

Where are the gardeners to nurture the sprouts and purge the blight?

When your eyes are closed the vision is endless
Cars, cars, cars.

L When a flower grows wild
It can always survive
Wildflowers don’t care where they grow (Dolly Parton)



No problems. The Strait of Hormuz isn’t in Queensland.

No people with flowers, no trees, no connection.

To Country.

The people of the bunya harvest, silent echos, the axe fell quiet long ago.
Hard to tell the difference between sap and blood.

Here’s the fair-dinkum story, all true!

Rent - Go top dollar. Oh shit.

From the absentee landlords, where is Eumundi again?
Non-committed invisibles melding the town and CBD rentals.

Like an invisible web, extinguishes that slight glimmer of a good day.
‘Meanwhile®, no, won’t work, wasn’t invented here.

Chugwater Chili*? never heard of it. Could have been here.

The ‘winds of change’ reality: inception; creativity; harvested; nurtured, between the rocks
and hard places flow the love and blood of community. Today.

We look backwards at the figs all day, have done for over a hundred years. Our blood.
Bruce came, the town coalesced around a short lead and just bought a duck.

Let’s make a bureaucracy, no reports. Here are the minions.

Commons? Do the community think they own this?

It’s got fairy dust on it.

And the bus conductor hasn’t changed.

2 https://habitat.org.au/national-alliance-meanwhile-use/
3 Jean, Renee. Chugwater Chili at 40: How five families came together and saved Chugwater, Cowboystate
Daily, August 10 2026 (www.cowboystatedaily.com )
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