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[bookmark: _Toc210120925]About this resource
This core texts booklet has been developed to assist teachers in NSW Department of Education schools to create and deliver teaching and learning programs and assessment that align with the English Standard 11–12 Syllabus (NESA 2024). More information is available via How to use the English 11–12 core texts.
[bookmark: _Toc148432929][bookmark: _Toc148433227][bookmark: _Toc210120926]Purpose of this resource
This core texts booklet is not a standalone resource and aligns with the following support materials for the program ‘Reading to write: Transition to English Standard’:
Assessment resources: Assessment – 11.1; Student assessment samples – 11.1; Core formative tasks – 11.1
Programming resources: Program – 11.1
Resource and activities support in Word: Resources and activities – 11.1
Resources and activities in PowerPoint: Phase 2 – reflective writing – 11.1; Phase 2 – In conversation – Dalton – discursive – 11.1; Phase 3a – text annotations – Dalton – 11.1; Phase 3b – text annotations – O’Neill – 11.1; Phase 3b – O’Neill – lyric, persuasive and hybrid writing – 11.1; Phase 3b – In conversation – O’Neill – paradox – 11.1
Scope and sequence: English Standard Year 11–12
Assessment schedule: English Standard Year 11–12.
All documents associated with this resource can be found on the Planning, programming and assessing English 11–12 webpage.
[bookmark: _Toc148432930][bookmark: _Toc148433228][bookmark: _Toc210120927]Target audience
This core texts booklet is created as a teacher resource. It provides the full version of core texts or the full excerpts that are licenced and explored in the ‘Reading to write: Transition to English Standard’ Year 11, Term 1 program.
[bookmark: _Toc148432931][bookmark: _Toc148433229][bookmark: _Toc210120928]When and how to use
The core texts provided can be used as a basis for the teacher’s own programming and assessment processes. Texts have been selected to support teachers as they address the Stage 6 English Standard text requirements in the NSW English Standard 11–12 Syllabus (NESA 2024). More information is available via How to use the English 11–12 core texts.
Teacher note: the blue feature boxes include instructions for the classroom teacher engaging with the resource. These are to be deleted by the teacher before issuing the core texts to students.
[bookmark: _Toc177734515][bookmark: _Toc189750537][bookmark: _Toc206510228][bookmark: _Toc210120929]Opportunities for collaboration
How to use the English 11–12 core texts provides an outline of some of the ways the core texts can be used with colleagues.
[bookmark: _Toc180147746]

[bookmark: _Toc210120930]Core texts and text requirements
A succinct overview of the texts required for the teaching and learning program is provided in the table below. This brief overview provides the name and details of each text, the syllabus requirement being addressed and points of note.
Table 1 – core texts and their alignment to the text requirements
	Text
	Text requirement
	Annotation and overview

	Dalton T (2021) ‘Dear Kath’ in Love Stories, Harper Collins Publishers, Australia. ISBN 9781460760932. The use of this text has been made possible as permission has been granted by Harper Collins Publishers Australia Pty Ltd. The extract contained in this resource is licensed up until March 2029.
	The text ‘Dear Kath’ helps meet the text requirements for English Standard 11–12 as it is an Australian text that is widely regarded as quality literature and explores a range of social, cultural and gender perspectives.
The text contains a range of markers which align to the moderately complex to highly complex level of the Text Complexity scale as per the ‘Literacy: About the general capability’ document which can be downloaded on the General capabilities downloads page of the Australian Curriculum webpage. It provides students with the opportunities to consider enduring human emotions using sophisticated rhetorical devices to portray multiple characters and perspectives. The text also addresses the complex emotions associated with loss and grief, using figurative and idiomatic language, time-shifts and rhetorical devices.
EST-11-01 analyses the ways an author’s choice of language, form and structure shape meaning in texts of different modes and mediums
	This is a discursive text that effectively blends personal reflection with imaginative elements. In this heartfelt letter, Trent Dalton reflects on the life and legacy of his long-term friend and supporter, Kathleen Kelly.
Dalton employs a reflective and emotive tone, conveying a deep sense of nostalgia and gratitude. His choice of language is intimate, which invites the reader to feel the weight of his memories and the significance of Kathleen’s impact on his life.
The structure of the letter follows that of a personal narrative, blending memories with broader themes of social justice and personal growth. This choice allows Dalton to weave his personal experiences with Kathleen into a larger commentary on her values and contributions to society.
The use of a letter format is significant, as it suggests a direct communication with the audience, making the sentiments more relatable and personal. The inclusion of specific details, such as the sky-blue Olivetti typewriter, serves as a symbol of Kathleen’s influence, reinforcing the connection between the personal and the universal themes of love and legacy.
The imaginative aspects of Dalton’s writing enhance the discursive elements, allowing for a richer exploration of how language can evoke emotion and foster connections.

	O’Neill L (2024) ‘The tent village at Musgrave Park’ in Meanjin 83.4, Melbourne University Publishing, Melbourne. The use of this text has been made possible as permission has been granted by Lillian O’Neill. The text contained in this resource is licensed up until March 2029.
	The text, ‘The tent village at Musgrave Park’ meets the text requirements for English Standard as it is an Australian text that is widely regarded as quality literature and it explores a range of social, cultural and gender perspectives.
The text contains a range of markers which align to the moderately complex to highly complex level of the Text Complexity scale as per the ‘Literacy: About the general capability’ document which can be downloaded on the General capabilities downloads page of the Australian Curriculum webpage. It provides students opportunities to engage with a text that explores complex issues and cultural context that encourages critical thinking and deep comprehension. The text considers complex themes and questions cultural expectations and centred perceptions of social status. It explores the multiple connotations that can be inferred from the words ‘home’ and ‘homelessness’ using complex sentences and subtle evaluative language reflecting the author’s viewpoint.
EST-11-01 analyses the ways an author’s choice of language, form and structure shape meaning in texts of different modes and mediums
	In ‘The tent village at Musgrave Park’, Lillian O’Neill reflects on a growing community of people living in tents at Musgrave Park in Brisbane, exploring their individual stories and the broader social issues surrounding homelessness. This text serves as a persuasive piece, using hybrid elements of a lyric essay to blend personal narrative with evocative language. In terms of style, O’Neill employs a compassionate and insightful tone, inviting readers to engage with the personal narratives of the residents. Her descriptive language paints a vivid picture of their lives, evoking empathy and a deeper understanding of their circumstances.
This lyric essay is structured around individual encounters with residents like Jay, Corina and Jimmy, allowing O’Neill to present a variety of perspectives. This narrative approach highlights the complexity of homelessness, moving beyond statistics to showcase the humanity of those affected.
O’Neill challenges the conventional label of ‘homeless’ by critiquing its oversimplification of diverse experiences. She incorporates historical context by referencing Musgrave Park’s significance to Indigenous peoples, broadening the conversation around homelessness to include issues of cultural connection and refuge. Her work offers a nuanced and empathetic understanding of homelessness that calls for greater support and awareness.
Teacher note: this text references trauma and homelessness. See the teacher note in Core text 2 below to determine if this text is suitable in your context.


English Standard 11–12 Syllabus © NSW Education Standards Authority (NESA) for and on behalf of the Crown in right of the State of New South Wales, 2024.
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The following texts are included in the teaching and learning program for ‘Reading to write: Transition to English Standard’ – Year 11, Term 1.
[bookmark: _Toc210120932][bookmark: _Toc148432936][bookmark: _Toc148433234]Core text 1 – ‘Dear Kath’ by Trent Dalton
Teacher note: this text is used in Phase 2 and 3a of the teaching and learning program for ‘Reading to write: Transition to English Standard’ – 11.1. This letter opens the Love Stories collection and establishes the overarching ideas of the anthology.
An interview with Trent Dalton about this text feature in episodes of the In conversation with writers podcast can be found in the PowerPoint Phase 2 – In conversation – Dalton – 11.1.
Dear Kath,
I got your gift. Might be the most beautiful gift I ever got.
I'm looking at your face in the funeral booklet as I write this letter. Kathleen Kelly 15.01.1931 - 25.12.2020. You look like an angel, Kath, some strange Irish cross between early Kate Hepburn and every star in the Milky Way.
You bowed out on Christmas Day. We all thought that was kinda perfect. The memorial was beautiful and true. Lakeview Chapel, Albany Creek Memorial Park. You were so loved, Kath. You must have done it right. Life, I mean. You must have known the point of it all: live a life so full and selfless that latecomers struggle to find a spare seat at your funeral.
The January heat outside the chapel broke the airconditioner and the photo montage broke me in two. All tears and no tissues. Funeral photo montages get me every time. The journey of it all. You as a kid. You as a mum. You as a grandmother to all those grandkids who did you so proud in that chapel.
Judy and Greg, those beautiful children of yours, said the most beautiful things about you. True – love things. Maybe that's the trick to parenting: Just love your kids so hard and so fully that when you go they won't be able to spit out a single word about you without trembling.
They told the love story of you and Jim. They told the love story of you and the sixty-seven years you spent in the Jack Street house, how much you love the people in your neighbourhood, how you listen to all their stories for hours until the hours turned into years and the years turned into decades. You knew the secret to it all, how the greatest gift we can give to the world is to shut up and listen to it.
Greg spoke of you and your beloved Olivetti Studio 44 typewriter, the sky-blue one that you've been tapping away on since the early 1970s, writing fiery letters about women's rights and humans rights and doing life right to politicians and principals and popes. He spoke about the letter you wrote to the Catholic Leader in 1970, railing against Canon Law demanding the covering of women's heads in church. You were so furious and brilliant. ‘I cannot see anything disrespectful about a woman's bare head,’ you wrote. ‘Surely it is what is in the heart, not the scrap of fabric on the head, that counts.’ I turned to my daughter Beth beside me when Greg read that bit out. She's fourteen now, Kath, and she nodded at me because she heard every word you said.
After the memorial service, as per your instructions, we all went out to Greg's car in the parking lot and he pulled out an Eskie filled with thirty stubbies of XXXX Gold that was still chilling in your fridge the day you were rushed to hospital. We gladly sank those stubbies like you wanted, Kath, and we toasted your good name. I told Greg some things he didn't know about you, like how you wrote me those beautiful and tender emails when dad was finally killed by the durries. ‘He's not dead while his name is still spoken,’ you reminded me.
Then Greg told me some things I didn't know about you, how you cut my journo stuff out of the paper and glued the clippings into those sacred scrapbooks that documented your life and all that you cared for. I was so touched that a mate’s mum would take the time to do such a thing. ‘Well, wait till you see this,’ Greg said. And he leaned into the boot of his car and pulled out your sky-blue Olivetti Studio 44 typewriter. ‘She wanted you to have it,’ he said.
I told Greg that I'd write something special on your typewriter. I said I would write something filled with love and depth and truth and frankness and heart because you were loving and deep and true and frank and heartfelt. I said it wouldn't be cynical and glib, Kath, because I can't do cynical and glib anymore. The global market for cynical and glib has been flooded. The cynics bob up in your cornflakes, pop out of your toaster in the morning like a burnt slice of mouldy Tip-Top. Some four million people and counting are dead from a virus and, hell no, I don't feel like being sarcastic. I feel like being open and true and right flippin’ here, right flippin’ now.
I told Greg I wanted to walk through the streets of Brisbane's CBD for two months asking random strangers to tell me love stories. I told him I wanted to sit for two straight weeks with the Olivetti on the corner of Adelaide and Albert streets, on the edge of King George Square, and asked random strangers to stop and tell me more love stories, and that I wanted to write about all those love stories on your beautiful Olivetti. ‘I don't know, man, something inside me is telling me I need to do this,’ I said. And maybe it's this awful arse-boil of a pandemic that refuses to be lanced. And maybe it's just me and maybe it's just something I need to do. ‘I know Kath would say it sounds cheesy as hell,’ I said to Greg. ‘But do ya reckon she'd mind if I did something like that with her typewriter?’
He didn't hesitate, Kath. I can't remember when your son was ever hesitant. ‘I think she'd love nothing more,’ he said.
So here I am, Kath. I'm writing this letter to you on the Olivetti as I sit on the corner of Adelaide and Albert streets at a small fold-up table that I bought from BCF for $50 and will use as my writing desk. I've just spent two months walking through the streets of Brisbane, asking random strangers to tell me love stories. I've been shutting up and listening to the world. Back and forth through the city streets for sixty days, talking to people about love and what it means and what it is and where it comes from and what it feels like to find it, lose it, keep it and cherish it in the good years and the bad years and the arse-boil years like these ones we’re living in now. Back and forth from the Orient Hotel at the end of Queen Street and down to the brown Brisbane River that rises every 15 or 30 years to remind us we’re only ever three steps away from the mop and the bucket.
And here I am now, spending two weeks sitting on this corner on a $15 fold-up blue chair I bought at Big W on Edward Street, with another $15 chair beside me that random strangers keep sitting in as they kindly, gently, wildly, courageously, beautifully told me the love stories of their lives. Between the stories I'm tapping out letters to the people I love, inspired by the stories I've just heard. Just yesterday I wrote a letter to Joni Mitchell. This morning I wrote a letter to Whitney Houston.
The Olivetti is working like a dream, Kath. I took it to Garry Hill, the typewriter repairer in Everton Hills. He put a new ribbon in it and cleaned the letter hammers. Garry worked for Olivetti from 1974 to 1991 and he was impressed by the way you’d looked after your typewriter, Kath. ‘Beautiful machine, ’Garry whispered. He dated the Olivetti to the mid-to-late 1960s. ‘There's no parts available for this, but I don't think you're going to need any,’ he said. ‘What are you using it for?’
‘I'm gonna sit with it on the corner of Adelaide and Albert streets for two weeks and listen to complete strangers tell me love stories. It's my gentle middle finger to 18 months of global pandemic.’
Garry smiled. ‘Good for you’, he said. Garry said my ‘o’ letter hammer on the typebar might get clogged with ink, but I can clean that ink out with a pin. I told Garry that was good to know: I needed that ‘o’ hammer in good working order because I was about to type the word ‘love’ maybe two thousand times.
It really is a beautiful machine, Kath. This machine kills fascists. This machine needs to power beyond stories and ideas. It carries no emails, no internet connection, no Spotify, but it carries my dreams.
There is a sign resting against my desk: ‘Sentimental writer collecting love stories. Do you have one to share?’ You would not believe the things people will tell you when you take the time to shut the hell up and listen. The wisdoms, the secrets and the stories are so heartbreaking, triumphant, romantic, exhilarating, hilarious, tragic and wonderous, just like life. Sometimes people say things so perfect and true that it feels like they’ve been wanting to say those things all their life but the timing was never right. Maybe the timing is right now and maybe it’s this awful pandemic that’s been making us all think so damn hard about what we care about, about what we love.
I’ve already made some friends on my corner, Kath. Three metres to the left of my writing desk are the ladies from the anti-Chinese Communist Party petition group. They’re tough as nails but caring, always giving me snacks and advice on being sunsmart when working on the street. Five metres to my right is Reuben Vui, a kind-hearted Kiwi who’s signing people up to child sponsorship programs. Some days I’m joined at my desk by Tony Dee, a crooner living with spina bifida, who sings note-perfect Sinatra love songs from his wheelchair at the entry to King George Square. Sometimes I’m joined by my new Belgian busker mate, Jean-Benoit Lagarmitte, who plays drums on an upturned empty Osmocote fertiliser tub. Jean-Benoit was born during the Rwandan Civil War and left for dead under a tree as a baby, and he might be the happiest man I’ve ever met.
And now here’s another friend, a woman named Helen Clarke, standing in front of my writing desk. ‘I’ve got a love story,’ she says. And that means I’ve gotta go, Kath, because that’s how it always begins and I’ll never know how it ends if I don’t shut the hell up and listen. I’ll write again, soon. I know I said I just wanted to tell you I got your gift. But what I really wanted to tell you was thanks. Thanks for the stories, Kath. And thanks for the love.
Trent


[bookmark: _Toc210120933]Core text 2 – ‘The tent village at Musgrave Park’ by Lillian O’Neill
Teacher note: this text is used in Phase 2 and 3b of the teaching and learning program for ‘Reading to write: Transition to English Standard’ – 11.1. An interview with Lillian O’Neill about this text feature in episodes of the In conversation with writers podcast can be found in the PowerPoint Phase 3b – In conversation – O’Neill – paradox – 11.1.
This text references trauma and homelessness, consider this in the decision to use this text in your context. Use of this text should be guided by the department’s advice regarding Preventing public disclosures, Types of crises and Supporting refugee students. To learn more, visit Trauma-informed practice in schools: An explainer.
The tent village at Musgrave Park
Lillian O’Neill
Meanjin Summer 2024
[bookmark: _Toc148432937][bookmark: _Toc148433235]It started with two. The tents sat side-by-side along Edmondstone Street, in the corner hidden behind the Moreton Bay Fig. Two grey triangles in a sea of green. One might think it was people taking advantage of the warm days during the summer months, but by the time the rain came in February, it was clear the tents were here to stay. I thought it odd but not out of place. Strange but not shocking. The park is far enough away from the pristine streets of the city’s agreeable members of society to not cause any serious unrest.
By April, the park’s population had grown from those two tents to more than 30. Some sat away from the majority, others bunched in groups. It was almost a twisted abstract painting, the tents and the people that occupied them placed against a backdrop of freshly gentrified buildings. I wonder if Sidney Nolan would feel the same.
I’ve never agreed with the term homeless. Then again, I have never lived on the streets. To say that someone is without a house or shelter is one thing, but to be without a home implies one has no place where they belong. Home is an experience—home is a human feeling, not a quality that belongs to every dwelling. Using this term to describe a group of people leaves a lot unsaid for each individual’s situation; no single word can offer a complete understanding of a lived experience. Yet, often society is content with using the term to refer to the totality of the growing housing crisis, or more specifically, the population affected by it. In his book, At Home in the World, New Zealand author Michael Jackson suggests that in the English language, many words we consider nouns should really be verbs, ‘in as much as they refer to fleeting things’. Through this lens, consider the tent village, where multiple individuals find themselves in a makeshift living arrangement, a fleeting moment—a moment that need not risk lasting a lifetime. However, if we don’t shift our view of what being ‘homeless’ actually entails, that fleeting moment may last much longer.
I first met Jay. Children still in their school uniforms played by the basketball court, oblivious to the situation that surrounded them. It was rare to see people outside of the tents, and I didn’t feel comfortable approaching their tents. But I wanted to talk to people, to get to know them, not for the tents they live in but for their story. I watched Jay climb out of his empty tent and zip it back up. I smiled. He smiled. I indicated to the empty park bench next to me. He thought I was a council worker at first, maybe because I had my notebook out, or because he didn’t think that anyone other than a council worker would care to talk to him.
‘So, you live here?’
‘In that tent over there,’ Jay said, pointing in the distance. It sat within a group of five others. ‘I’ve been here since yesterday.’
‘Since yesterday?’ I was shocked. I had assumed the community’s growth had become stagnant. ‘And can I ask, where were you before here?’
‘Uhh—I was living in a four-bedroom, what do you call it—through Brisbane Housing Company. I was supposed to have an operation on my feet. I’ll show ya.’ Jay pulled his feet out of his thongs to reveal what looked like mutilation. His toes pointed in every direction, his joints swollen. ‘Now it’s growing and pushing my toes out the other way. But that’s the way it is, I guess.’ Jay took a deep breath. His eyes wouldn’t meet mine.
The longer Jay and I spoke, I was struck by his depth of knowledge. He taught me about the rise and fall of Falun Dafa, a spiritual practice rooted in Buddhist tradition. He told me about his experience working in the security industry. We spoke about conspiracy theories. He explained his family’s long history of working within government associations. He had uncles in the air force, an aunty in public prosecutions, a grandparent who was a retired Vietnam veteran, and his mother was a nurse. I imagined this is why he was initially drawn to work within the public service as well; I didn’t want to ask how he felt about it now.
‘How did you get from a place of working and a roof over your head to now living in the park?’ My voice was hesitant.
‘Why am I here?’ he replied. He looked up at the sky, as if he were asking the universe. ‘Well, we’re part of the collateral of the current environment. There is no clarity of reason.’ He fell quiet for a minute. ‘Probably because of trauma. I’ve endured trauma in my life that, frankly, I don’t think anyone should have to endure.’
Trauma is an uncanny thing. It can appear in so many forms and often hides in plain sight. It pokes its head out of hiding—through generational cycles, mental health problems, substance abuse—but often times it lies dormant. It is pushed down and forgotten. Now, in front of me, I had a middle-aged man talking to me about his. I was surprised by his sincerity and his willingness to share his story.
I met Corina and Jimmy sitting on the grass with three suitcases, a skateboard, and a French Bulldog named Nugget. They had just arrived and were waiting for someone to bring them a tent. A year before, Corina had lost her dad, nan and eighteen-year-old dog. She explained to me that she had left her eleven-year marriage due to abuse, and she subsequently lost her home and business as well.
‘Spent the saving’s account for as long as I could. I wanted it to be like a holiday for the kids. I have two little ones. But once the savings ran out, I just couldn’t focus on anything. I couldn’t survive.’ Corina told me. She reluctantly asked her ex-husband to take on the primary role of caring for her children. She knew they needed somewhere stable while she focused on getting back on her feet.
We spoke about how hard the mindset, created by being houseless, is to shake—even once one no longer lives on the streets. Corina claimed to be ‘a good country girl’ at her core, but when you need to fend for yourself living on the streets, ‘you will do what you can to survive’. She admitted to taking an unattended bag earlier that day. She hadn’t eaten in two days; I told her I understood.
This became a theme as I spoke to more of the tent village’s community. Some people wouldn’t speak to me. I could hear the distrust in the closing of zippers; I could see it in the turning of backs. Others talked to me only in hushed voices, wide-eyed, glancing around every few minutes to make sure no one else could hear what they were saying. I saw locks on tents. Many in the community told me of the constant distrust that runs the park. No one feels safe. And how could you? When you have together in one area a group of people who have been living on the street for the last few days, weeks, months, even years, how would one expect that to unfold?
The term ‘chronic homelessness’ comes to mind the more I think about the cultural dynamic of the tent village. I agree with researcher Cameron Parsell’s analysis of how the term’s use in Australian policy has obscured ‘the central role of poverty and the lack of affordable housing as key causes of homelessness’, but I can also offer a variation of his definition. Rather than defining ‘chronic homelessness’ as a shift in identity, I suggest it as a state of being: one that seeks to create a sense of home within the makeshift communities among rough sleepers. I see it as a tool, rather than the toolbox. I see it in the way people moved, in the way they interacted with each other. I see it as a need that can come at any time, not just after a prolonged rough sleeping period. An instinct—
I met Ben, Ez and Kiwi the following week. The three had been living in the park since January, and their set-up was placed away from the rest of the tents. Ben had just been released from prison unexpectedly and hadn’t organised a place to stay upon release. Ez had sacrificed everything he had in New Zealand to move to Australia to be with his partner and kids, but by the time he arrived, his partner had moved on to someone else. Kiwi had lost his job working in a factory making roofing panels.
They were playing Tracy Chapman’s ‘Fast Car’ through a speaker as I approached them.
‘What do you do day-to-day?’ I asked once they offered me a chair.
‘Try to get something to eat, have a shower, and then try to better our situation,’ Ben replied.
‘Before I came here,’ Ez said, referring to the park around us, ‘I was just wandering around. It was draining. I would lose so much energy because there’s no calm. Everyone who is here has the same kind of story. We were all just trying to find something, that’s how we ended up here. This is our little space. And we look after each other. No one cares about us—so we are just trying to care about ourselves. We don’t want to get lost to the park.’
The idea of ‘getting lost to the park’ struck a chord, a greater metaphor for getting lost in the cycle of living on the street. The more I think about why it stayed with me, I realise it is the awareness. Even though the three men claimed to have each other to rely on in their shared experience of the tent village, they were conscious it was still not a place to become comfortable in. The location of the village, Musgrave Park, might have been chosen so to promote the longevity of the community. In the chapter ‘Doing the Geographical’ in her book Beside One’s Self: Homelessness Felt and Lived, Catherine Robinson writes about how ‘places of memorial and habitual connection’ disappear when one is experiencing the displacement that comes with living on the streets. But in places like Musgrave Park, isn’t it possible that a different kind of connection is being created?
It wasn’t too long ago that Musgrave Park was home to another call to action. On the 40th anniversary of the Aboriginal Tent Embassy in Canberra in 2012, the official mandate to the First Nations peoples was to go back to their homes and assert their sovereignty there. For the Aboriginal-Sovereign Embassy of Brisbane, Musgrave Park was their place of revolution, a location for a minority group, who felt unwelcome on their own land, to feel heard. A place of connection. And while the park is no longer held for the sole purpose of the sovereignty of Indigenous peoples, they are the ones who have opened their arms to a wider diaspora of minorities who now occupy the space. With this in mind, I pose the idea that rather than this place of history and connection dissipating, it has instead promoted a sense of affinity.
During the time I spent getting to know the people living in the tent village, a lot of people brought up that Paul was the person providing the tents. I made it my mission to get in contact with him. We met on a Monday night at the park, where he had welcomed me to join him as he handed out supplies. At one of the park’s entrances, there were seven tables set up, half with clothes and half with food.
‘How did you begin providing tents for the houseless population here in Brisbane?’ I asked.
‘I started this a year ago actually,’ he replied. ‘I was volunteering with 4 Voices. They have vans they drive around to different locations, and they help women and children who are suffering from domestic violence and homelessness. They are like a connection service, so they’ll talk to you about what you need and then say who you should talk to.’
He started by collecting clothes from various donors and taking them to the Saturday meet-ups with the charity. Two tables eventually turned into seven, and this act of supplying the houseless population with what they needed then evolved into supplying tents for people to sleep in.
‘Everyone deserves to have a roof over their head, but also a bed and some pillows. That’s a basic human right as far as I’m concerned. But it’s not. If it was, homelessness wouldn’t be an issue,’ he said.
As we continued through the park, he was constantly saying hello to everyone. People came up to update him on their situations. It was evident how connected he was to each person he had supplied a tent for. I asked Paul if he could see a common thread connecting the people living in the tent village. For him, trauma was the shared history of the park.
I still walk past the park most weeks. The tents were removed for celebrations of Paniyiri in May and NAIDOC in July, but they always make their way back. I agree with Paul’s view that trauma continues to play a prominent role in the current housing crisis, not only as a cause but also as a product of the state of being one must be in while sleeping rough. But I believe that the real crux is the gulf of understanding between the term ‘homelessness’ and the stories of the people who occupy this minority. ‘Homeless’, the term we use to describe a transient moment, should thus not be used as a generic term, but rather an indicator to the specificity that comes with every individual’s lived experience.
…
Lillian O’Neill is an emerging writer based in Meanjin. Primarily, she works within the forms of creative non-fiction, poetry and literary fiction.
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