
I kind of thought the alpacas were a metaphor until we got there 

 

She tells me one of the weirdest things 

I ever asked her to do was drive across 

country to an alpaca show. 

 

I kind of thought the alpacas were 

a metaphor until we got there, she says. 

I say what for. She says I don’t know, 

just definitely not alpacas. 

 

It was mid-July, 

our warm breath sat in the air 

of the hay-lined arena. The hair styling 

of a black and white alpaca got us talking 

about Elvis. 

 

He began as the face on the covers 

in my best friend’s dad’s record collection, 

whose song about a Hound Dog 

we were forced to howl 

on the hard wooden floors of 

our primary school days. 

 

I only grasped 

the symbolism of it many years 

later – the way time passes 

and relationships fail. 

 

The alpacas were just alpacas 

at the time 

and had nothing meaningful to say 

about our youth or friendship, 

 



as they posed for snapshots 

capturing the absurdity of it all, 

oblivious animals thrown 

together briefly. 

 

A newsroom after deadline, Westport 

 

The rolling door’s drawn down on the printworks 

where paperboys and girls line up on slow summer afternoons, 

their teenage conversations entering open office windows. 

  

Isn’t that what you got into this industry for anyway, 

snippets of the lives of others drifting into your days? 

  

Besides, their lives are more interesting than those of the 

athletes and artists and bureaucrats you’ve interviewed, 

whose names you’ll drop in bars ten years from now, 

the big stars who once graced a small town fleetingly. 

  

Noah likes Kelly and Kelly likes Noah back 

they report while the receptionist punches holes in 

that day’s edition and carries it to the archives out back. 

  

I’d spent hours there scouring the files for the identity 

of an eroding aircraft spotted in bush thirty kilometres north of here. 

  

Perhaps that was the cause of my demise in the industry 

 – always being more drawn to the old than the new. 

  

The plane almost certainly wasn’t the Brougham lost without 

a trace attempting to make the first successful crossing of the 

Tasman but might have been, according to my investigations. 

  

The bush was dense but many had stumbled upon the 



remains over the years from the local businessman 

whose sons grew pot there in the nineties to the elderly tramper 

who said it was like something out of the comic books 

  

that sustained him in this town when he was no older than 

the kids generating distractions outside my window. 

  

I think they’ll stay with me - the paperboys and girls, 

waiting for work to give way to more pressing tasks, 

an image lingering on the periphery of memory, 

a single engine plane rusting in a valley. 
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