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Origins of Blight Street
I haven’t rushed the writing of this book. It’s been nearly 30 years in the slow build lane but I
love it and have great faith in its authenticity.
When I began writing this book nearly 30 years ago, I was working as the Poet-In-Residence
at Yatala Labour Prison, the maximum-security men’s jail in SA. Most of my regular
attendees were locked up for bank robberies and heroin use. But I worked in other
institutions too, including a Residential Care Home with a number of teenage girls who had
been removed from their families and institutionalized after being sexually abused.
Ten years ago, I was employed to run a series of writing workshops for Year 12 students at
an outer suburban high school in a low socio-economic area. The Head of English
commented to me that the kids really related to me. I explained that it was because I spoke
their language and had similar cultural roots. I told him that I’d lived locally for about a year
in Blight Street, going back to the late 1960s. The teacher then asked if I’d been in that
street lately. Not since I left, I told him. He encouraged me to go for a drive down Blight
Street when I finished at the school that day.
I was shocked. I saw burnt out houses, cars on blocks, old lounges in front yards, Laminex
kitchen tables, car tyres, unkempt gardens – it was so different from the street I’d left. Back
then there was full employment with local industry booming and people were well fed and
had hope. It was largely a working-class suburb where people had limited educational
qualifications and, once those manufacturing industries ground to a halt, life became
difficult. If you didn’t move out of the suburb to chase other ‘hands & feet’ work, you would
likely stay unemployed. The longer a person is out of the employment market, the harder it
becomes to become re-employed. People can become despondent when hope and
opportunity are lost and can often begin to self-medicate. This is what I was witnessing.
When Covid struck, I re-read the manuscript and recognised that banks were far too difficult
to rob today and that the highly addictive Ice was now by far the most popular drug – much
cheaper and easier to obtain than heroin. This awakened me to the fact I had been writing
about a world that really didn’t exist anymore. Over the years, I’d kept adding to and editing
the manuscript but these new thoughts gave me the impetus to rethink and revise the story
and to bring it to a conclusion.
Discussion Points:
• What does the word “blight” mean? Why might “Blight Street” have been chosen as
the title for the book? Give as many answers as possible.
• Does it surprise you that the novella took such a long time to write? Why/why not?
Creative Prompts:
• Describe and/or draw a place where you used to live. Explain its importance.
• Write a poem in the style of Geoff Goodfellow.
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Cover Design
Book covers are important and need to be designed to catch the eye of the intended
audience. I’ve always imagined teenagers who have had difficult lives to be my audience for
Blight Street.
Simon Cecere has designed many book covers for me. He’s a graphic designer based in
Adelaide and is a deep thinker. Simon read through the manuscript of Blight Street a couple
of times before he rang me.
Geoff, what this book needs is a young bloke looking into a mirror, examining his life. He’s
got to have a serious expression on his face – as if he’s trying to work out where he is
actually going with his life. He has to look quite intense. Leave it with me and I’ll send you a
concept.
A few days later his concept arrived. It was a fantastic design
but I wasn’t convinced that the young male he had featured
was a good fit. He was far too soft and gentle – too removed
from Carl’s reality. He was a pretty boy.
I rang Simon straight back. Listen mate, I love your design but
this boy doesn’t look like he’s had a toothache in his life. We
need to find a boy with a shaved head and a bit of attitude.

Concept © 2021 Simon Cecere

A week out from shooting the cover image, Simon still hadn’t
found a boy to suit. Geoff, he said, we could have had twenty
boys with mullets – but I can’t find a boy with a shaved head
and the boys with mullets won’t go bare blade. I think we’ll
have to go to a modelling agency and pay.

No way. I’ve got no budget for a model. What would it cost?
Maybe $450?
No, no, no. I couldn’t find anywhere near that.
What will you part with?
Ah, $50 and I don’t even want to pay that!
Geoff, that’s a round of drinks. I’d be too embarrassed to offer anyone $50. How much can
you go to?
I s’pose I could go to $100 at a pinch but I don’t really want to.
I’ll see what I can do. I’ll put up some details on social media and see what comes in.
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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I started to panic. How could I find a suitable hard-arsed looking boy? Minutes later, I had a
brainstorm. I rang a local boxing gym. The trainer said, I’ve got twelve-year-olds and twentyyear-olds but no one ’round the sixteen mark. But I reckon Matt at Royal Boxing and Fitness
has a young bloke there who would suit.
Matt took my call and listened to my unusual request. Listen Geoff, I’ve got just the boy for
you. He’ll be in with his dad after school. I’ll ask them to ring you.
I got the call from the dad around 8:30pm. I explained that I wanted a lad around sixteen
with a bit of attitude and short cropped hair for the cover of a forthcoming verse novella. He
was happy for his son, Ronin, to be involved and passed the phone over to him.
Ronin was excited at the opportunity and sounded like a good match. Send me a selfie, I told
him, then I can make a decision.
A few minutes later, his pic arrived. I sent him a text straight
back. You’re my man. I’ll ring you at 7:50am in the morning
with more details.
When we did speak the next morning, I read him the
opening page to give him an idea of Carl’s character. By the
time I finished reading Page 1, Ronin was yelling into the
phone, I’m your man.
Ronin Beaumont is the current Lightweight Champion of
South Australia, as was his dad some years back. And my
late brother Brian held that title for three years. Ronin was
certainly my man.
Selfie © 2021 Ronin Beaumont

Discussion Points:
• Is it okay to judge a book by its cover? Why/why
not?
• Why has a mirror been used on the novella’s cover?
Put forward as many ideas as possible.
Creative Prompts:
• Redesign the cover of Blight Street, explaining your
choices of colour, layout, symbols and image.
• Make a hairstyle interpretation guide that
showcases a variety of hairstyles and explains what
they symbolise.

Cover © 2021 Simon Cecere
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Unemployment
I’ve never really been unemployed because I’m a hustler with a strong work ethic. I have
always been able to manage, sometimes better than other times, but I enjoy the challenge
of work and I like to be occupied. However, I am well aware of how disastrous
unemployment can be. A drive down Blight Street reinforced that fact.
People underestimate the impact of unemployment on a community. Think about it from
the point of view of one household in one street – and then start multiplying. Imagine a
fairly regular family: mum, dad and two kids. Dad loses his full-time job in the factory and,
soon after, mum loses her four hours a day in the local supermarket because trade there
has dropped off due to the many local closures. Mum and dad are now home together all
day and start getting in one another’s way. And they begin to argue. Dad storms off after
one particularly nasty blue and goes to the pub. Not only does he go to the pub but he stays
there until closing time, snipping one of his mates for $50 . . . promising to repay the debt
when his Centrelink payment gets dropped in. He arrives home drunk and there is more
yelling and screaming along with smashed crockery. Both school-aged kids are woken and
exposed to this. When the screaming increases their neighbour becomes concerned and
phones the police. Dad, incensed by the arrival of the police, tries to push the officers out of
the doorway and is subsequently handcuffed and arrested. He is charged with assaulting
police and resisting arrest and a paddy wagon is called to take him away. The traumatized
kids sleep with mum that night, all of them scared, confused and unsure of what tomorrow
will bring.
Situations like this are not uncommon and the impact soon spreads. Local business owners
lose the regular trade they are reliant upon and soon ‘Shop to Rent’ signs appear in
windows but there are no takers. ‘For Sale’ signs are put up when mortgage repayments
can’t be met. Late model cars are repossessed and older, less reliable cars appear in
driveways. Many kids miss out on school excursions because they simply can’t get the few
dollars needed. School breakfast programs start to occur when it’s noted that students are
coming to school hungry or falling asleep on their desktops.
Education is the key to employment but, in working-class areas, people often leave school at
the earliest opportunity so they can have shoes that don’t leak in winter and jeans that
don’t have the arse hanging out of them. Little thought is given to the future; they have to
live in the present.
Discussion Points:
• How does unemployment affect the characters in Blight Street?
• Carl self-sabotages his enrolment at his new school because he doesn’t fit in. How
might his life have changed if he had completed his education there?
• Bec’s pregnancy affected her education and employment opportunities. How is Bec
working to overcome this? How might her choices affect Carl?
Creative Prompt:
• Write (or rewrite) your own resume. You may wish to download the ‘Zero to Hero
Resume’ by finance guru Scott Pape: https://www.barefootinvestor.com/resources/.
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Drugs
Most of the fathers in my childhood street were heavy drinkers. I grew up when World War
2 had just finished and the men in my street had obviously brought a good deal of trauma
home with them. Alcohol was the drug of the day. No marihuana, speed, heroin, Ice,
ecstasy. There was some Valium abuse, perhaps, but that was mainly among bored
housewives. It was alcohol that remained the main drug throughout my childhood. Perhaps
the reverse is true now?
I’ve got close family, male and female, who have been, and still are, playing with Ice. So it’s a
subject close to my heart. I know the destruction it wreaks. And I didn’t want to write a
preachy book and try to supply answers to the very complex problems that Ice addiction
causes.
There are no easy answers to stopping people from using drugs and alcohol to selfmedicate. Our jails are full to overflowing in every state of Australia. And the majority of
detainees have drug and alcohol issues. Drug and Alcohol Rehabilitation Units generally
have long waiting lists and can be horrendously expensive, which can stop working-class
people from using these types of facilities.
It's been my experience that people use drugs and alcohol to shield themselves from the
trauma they have experienced. Also, the modelling that many young people experience in
their formative years can predetermine a path for them.
Being disciplined and not using drugs in the first place is perhaps the best advice I can give.
I’m seventy-two and I’ve lived my life alcohol free after seeing first-hand the devastation
that it wrought on my family as a child. I’m far from perfect though and did smoke a lot of
dope and tobacco throughout the early part of my life. I stopped smoking dope in 1982 and
stopped smoking cigarettes in 1992. I have been lucky enough to survive radical surgery,
chemotherapy and radiation therapy for throat cancer in 2008. Given my life over again, I
know I wouldn’t be a smoker of any substance.
Discussion Points:
• What does Blight Street show us about drug use?
• The power of Blight Street is that it is grounded in reality. Find a newspaper article
that links drugs and violence and discuss how this in turn connects to the novella.
• Alcohol is a culturally acceptable drug in Australian society. Should it be? What do
you think the various characters in Blight Street would say about this?
• Larissa’s mother is addicted to gambling. How does this affect those around her?
• Is there hope for Carl and Larissa? Can they break generational patterns?
Creative Prompts:
• Choose a character from the novella and provide a voice for them on the issue of
drugs, alcohol and/or gambling. You could write or record your response.
• Write a very short story (50 words or less) about the tragedy of addiction.
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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Loss of Opportunity
My aim with Blight Street is to try to make kids see the loss of opportunity which is so
prevalent through drug use. I’m hoping that Blight Street will make people stop and think.
That it might help kids make better informed decisions and keep them out of lock-up and be
drug free.
Most families I have had anything to do with when drugs have been an issue have told me
about the breakdown of personal relationships which has occurred through drug use. Users
will often fund their emerging drug habit by stealing from other family members before
exhausting them . . . and then move on to the broader community. People don’t make
rational decisions when they are drug affected. Jail seems inevitable. Once a criminal record
has been established, it can present barriers to certain types of travel and employment.
Drug use breaks down trust among family and friends and can lead to social isolation. It can
cause users to only mix with one another, which will invariably exacerbate their drug use.
Users become single-minded too, always putting themselves and their needs front and
centre. The drug culture is a very selfish one. And it can potentially be very dangerous. Many
home invasions and murders are linked to drug use. Newspapers reveal this fact almost
daily.
Discussion Points:
• What opportunities does Carl have and what opportunities has he lost?
• How does loss of opportunity affect Larissa?
• Bec, her mother and her grandmother all experienced teenage pregnancy. What
does Blight Street reveal about this issue?
• Can working-class families overcome loss of opportunity? Why/why not? If yes,
how?
Creative Prompts:
• Write for five minutes, without stopping, in a stream of consciousness (whatever
comes into your head) about the opportunities that you or those close to you have
lost.
• What are the chances of getting out of Blight Street? Record a three-minute talk in
response.
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Women
I always knew I had an extraordinary mother. She ran our house as a stay-at-home mum. I
would come home from school to a fresh baked cake or trays of biscuits just out of the
oven. Mum was a rock. And she did it under difficult circumstances. The old man would
come home ‘drunk as two men’ at around 6:30 pm each night (pubs then shut at 6 pm),
usually in a cab and invariably without a penny in his pocket. Mum would pay the cab fare
and dad would stagger inside and often all hell would break loose. He’d smash crockery,
upend furniture, yell and rant and rave – yet the following morning he would be full of
remorse and life would go on.
At times I thought life was tough. Then one afternoon on my way home from school, a mate
invited me to come into his house. When we walked in through their back door at 3:30 pm,
his mother was propped against the Laminex-topped kitchen table, a bottle of wine in front
of her, blind drunk, still wearing her pink nylon nightie and slurring to her son, Hello darling,
brought a little friend home with you, have you? I quickly excused myself and ran all the way
home thinking how lucky I was . . . there would be biscuits or cake on the kitchen table at
my house and I wouldn’t have to cope with a drunk until 6:30 pm.
A married woman who was childless lived a couple of houses away through my early years.
My younger brother and I would often go to her house after school. She was invariably halftanked, a beer in one hand, a cigarette in the other. She was entertaining though and would
play the piano and we’d sing old standards with her. Early one afternoon, well before I got
home from school, she must have fallen asleep with a lighted cigarette on the lounge. When
the fireys finally arrived and kicked in the front door, she was found burnt to death.
Blight Street has been written with both male and female voices. To write in multiple voices
effectively, one has to be tuned in to how people use language. I like to talk but, conversely,
I can be a very good listener. I think that having a daughter who talked a lot through her
childhood made me a good listener. I always set out to capture the rhythms of natural
speech and the essence of how males and females use language. Working with teenage girls
who had been sexually abused assisted my sensitivity and made me aware that a
widespread problem existed for females.
Discussion Points:
• How are women represented in Blight Street?
• Larissa has more affection for Bec than she does for her own mother. Why is this?
• Is having a drunken mother worse than having a drunken father? Why/why not?
• Why do you think some people drink excessively? What does Blight Street reveal
about the causes of alcoholism?
Creative Prompts:
• Write a monologue in Carl’s Nan’s voice about why her life is the way that it is.
• Take the time to listen to a voice that is very different from your own and then write
or record a short monologue in that voice.
• Listen to a female Alcoholics Anonymous speaker. Review her solutions to addiction.
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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Men
I may be seen by many as a hard case but I’m a soft man when need be. But I can be a hard
bastard too. There is a lot of me in Carl.
My father was always present in my life, even though he was often drunk. When sober, he
was a great bloke and he taught me a lot about life and how to live it, not just about people
but how to use hand tools and power tools and how to build and construct things. Most
importantly he taught me to ‘hurry slowly’. Initially, I found this a difficult concept to
understand. But my writing is based on this premise. I write multiple drafts and keep
working away until I’m satisfied I can’t improve a page any further. Only then am I prepared
to submit for publication.
I went to university as a mature age student. My lecturer in ‘Deviance and Conformity’ was
a kind but firm man by the name of John Moorehouse. My first assignment at university was
marked by him. When he was delivering a lecture, I interrupted him and added some
information that he was unaware of. He encouraged me to continue providing our group
with facts and I took up most of his lecturing time. We then had to submit 1,500 words on
that particular topic. That evening, I raced out 1,500 words for him, anticipating that I would
get a top mark. After handing in my paper, it was returned with a mark of 56%. I complained
to him that I knew more about the subject matter than he’d ever know. He was gracious and
conceded that I might be right . . . but he also pointed out that a written piece must provide
proof that you know what you are putting forward. He said that what I’d given him was
sloppy and asked how many drafts I’d written. I replied, One. He then asked if I was the
same Geoff Goodfellow who had published a recent article in Overland titled ‘Persistence
Pays Dividends’. I said that I was and he asked how many drafts I’d written to get it to
publication standard. About eight, I replied. He then suggested that I was lazy. He said the
mark of 56% would stay and that I needed to consider writing at least four drafts of every
paper I submitted thereafter. I took his advice and at the end of the year I was awarded
seven distinctions from the nine subjects. That man taught me a great lesson.
My father was of Irish Catholic heritage. They have a tradition of being great storytellers.
The spoken word is very important in that culture and I was privileged to grow up hearing
many different but improved versions of the same story as the years progressed. Each time
my father told the same story, he would refine his language and choice of words to bring
more colour, clarity, life and vitality to whoever he was representing. This is a form of
drafting – and I have carried on this tradition with my written work.
Discussion Points:
• Compare and contrast Carl and Larissa’s fathers.
• Carl has only vague memories of his father’s presence. How might this affect him?
• Will Carl visit Sean? Or will he stay well clear of him? What makes you think this?
Creative Prompt:
• Write a poem for or about a man who has influenced you. Write at least four drafts
before publishing the final copy and delivering it to the person you’ve written about.
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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Self-respect
I have a healthy regard for myself. This may come across as arrogant but I believe it has kept
me alive. Each morning throughout summer I get up at 6:30 am and walk four hundred
metres to the beach. I then swim 1.2 ks before walking home, feeling healthy and vibrant. In
the winter I continue swimming but in a wetsuit, and I cut the distance back to about half a
k when the sea temperature drops dramatically. In the late afternoon or early evening, I
walk 6,000 - 7,000 steps to ensure that I get my 10,000 steps in for the day. I think daily
exercise is important for my mental health as well as my physical health. It does take
discipline and there are often mornings when I might prefer to stay in bed. I don’t buckle
though; I get up and do it. And as soon as I’ve swum ten metres I can feel the adrenaline
kick in and I begin to enjoy every stroke. I’m a bit vain about my body too and I don’t want
to be carrying a roll of fat around my waist as I see on so many men of my age. Even though
I’m seventy plus I can still pull on a pair of Budgie Smugglers and not feel embarrassed. I’ve
often walked past blokes drinking pints on the footpath outside the Federal Hotel after work
when I’ve strolled down for an afternoon swim. I’ve heard some cheeky comments – but I
can hold my head high, knowing my addiction to swimming is a far healthier option than
knocking back half a dozen pints.
I believe that only self-love can allow a person to overcome addiction. Early childhood
trauma is often the root cause of addiction. Trauma can cause self-doubt and self-loathing
which may lead people to self-medicate. Understanding who you really are and accepting
yourself and your situation will allow you to move forward. Resilience and discipline are
important components of self-management and, of course, not buckling to peer pressure or
fear of being perceived as a weakling is extremely important.
Discussion Prompts:
• In the novella, who has the highest level of self-respect? How does this affect their
interactions with others?
• How does childhood trauma affect the characters in Blight Street?
Creative Prompts:
• Write a letter of affirmation to your childhood self, pointing out all the good things
about you at that time of life.
• Create a vision board (a set of images that reveal your goals and dreams) and explain
the significance of each image chosen.

© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson

11

Ending Well
When I was 17, I had just started a new job and walked into a city hotel with my boss for a
counter lunch. As we entered, two plainclothes coppers came out. They spotted me and
asked where my mate Wally was. I feigned ignorance and said that I didn’t have a mate
called Wally. One of the coppers replied, Listen Geoff, we are watching your mate and you
too. If you hang around with dogs, you’ll get fleas. Those words stuck. The fact that the
copper knew my name also rattled me. And he was right.
I stopped knocking around with Wally not long after hearing that. And Wally turned out to
be a real dog. Soon after, he stabbed a close mate with a broken bottle one night when they
were arguing over a girl. There were something like sixty stitches needed in his mate’s face
and hand. Around fifteen years ago, Wally blew his brains out with a handgun after a very
unfulfilled life.
Discussion Points:
• Why does Blight Street have the ending that it does?
• If you were the author of the novella, how would you end it?
• What are the questions that the reader of Blight Street is left with? What is the
significance of this?
Creative Prompt:
• Change the ending of one of your pieces of writing, leaving your reader with
questions to consider.
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Glossary of terms used in Blight Street
I’ve mailed copies of Blight Street to friends in
Germany, Denmark, Canada and the USA. My old
mate Ulrich in Germany (pictured) emailed me
after reading the book to reveal he’d got up to
page 45 before he’d worked out what Ice was. He
wrote: As a non-native person I came across
many idioms and words which were hard to
understand.
We Aussies use a wide range of words that are
not Standard English. There is a lot of casual slang
language packed into Blight Street. I began to
think of students who are from non-English
speaking backgrounds. I didn’t want to distance
them from the text and decided to develop a
glossary. I like to write in what I refer to as
‘Kangaroo English’. I love Australia and our
unique turns of phrase and I dislike how our own
culture is so heavily under attack and constantly
influenced by books, films and music from the
USA. I want to celebrate being an Australian and
what better way to showcase our culture than by revealing it in our own distinct language.
AA = Alcoholics Anonymous (an organisation that assists problem drinkers) (pp. 7, 13)
AA birthday = anniversary of a person’s introduction to Alcoholics Anonymous (p. 13)
alky = alcoholic (p. 5)
ATAR = Australian Tertiary Admission Rank (the score that gets you into university) (p. 3)
blueing = fighting and arguing (p. 42)
bounced him back with Narcan = brought him back to reality with a nasal spray or injection
used to treat opioid overdoses (p. 47)
cat-fight = girl on girl fight, which is perhaps indicative of scratching and clawing (p. 19)
Cavan = a youth detention centre in South Australia (p.41)
clean = drug free (p. 41)
clocked him = saw his face (p. 44)
crew = people (who work or do drugs together) (p. 47)
crook = ill, unwell (in this context) (p. 5)
diaphragm/frangas/mirena/the pill = various methods of birth control (p. 38)
dope = cannabis (in this context) (p. 45)
fair dinkum = genuine (pp. 42, 45)
flanny = flannelette shirt, usually with a check pattern (p. 21)
gear = illicit drugs (pp. 11, 41, 42, 46)
give ya the mail = let you know (p. 41)
go so sic = get angry (p. 18)
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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gun = powerful, muscular (in this context) (p. 30)
Hep C = Hepatitis C (a disease affecting the liver) (pp. 10, 48)
Ice = methamphetamine (an illicit and highly addictive drug) (pp. 9, 45)
kiddy-fiddlers = child molesters, usually kept apart from mainstream offenders (p. 26)
knows the score = understands what is going on (p. 35)
messed up = got drunk or stoned on cannabis, or both (p. 36)
Mobilong = a medium security jail that is approximately 70kms from Adelaide (p. 46)
O.D.’d = overdosed on illicit drugs (p. 46)
off his nut = crazy, mad (p. 10)
pissed = drunk (in this context) (p. 4)
plonk = cheap wine (p. 4)
programs = anti-drug initiatives (pp. 41, 42)
pulling on cones = smoking cannabis in a pipe (p. 31)
punching on with a mug = fighting with another person (p. 46)
Ronald Ryan = last person to be hanged in Australia (1967, Pentridge Jail, Melb.) (p. 25)
screws = prison officers (pp. 11, 41)
shanghaied = kidnapping by catching and removing the person unexpectedly (p. 46)
sheila = girl or woman (p. 44)
SHine SA = A prominent Sexual Health advisory organisation in South Australia (p. 39)
slotted/slotted up/sloughed up = jailed (pp. 10, 41)
sprung = caught by the authorities (p. 41)
staunch mate = a reliable and trustworthy friend (p. 47)
sucking on a bong = smoking cannabis through a pipe (p. 42)
Discussion Points:
• Is Australian culture under threat? Explain your reasoning.
• What does Blight Street offer to the Australian literary landscape? What about the
global literary landscape?
Creative Prompts:
• Make a list of slang that you use or a list of terms that you text in (“idk” is not a valid
excuse!).
• Write a poem or song with a strong Australian ‘flavour’ – you might like to use this
glossary for inspiration.
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Close Analysis: ‘True Love’
I wanted to share an analysis of one of my poems in the hope that it helps with thinking
critically about the poetry in Blight Street. ‘True Love’ seemed the perfect choice as it covers
similar themes.

Context
I wrote ‘True Love’ after meeting a young boy in a Youth Detention Centre where I was
conducting a writing workshop. This particular boy was quite a sizeable young bloke, even
though he was only thirteen years of age. He was what I would call a ‘lazy speaker’ in that
he put no effort into pronouncing the majority of the words he was using. When he
revealed to me what he had been locked up for, I was quite shocked. I was also surprised
that he had no real sense of the gravity of the crime he had committed. He was somewhat
reluctant to write but he had reasonable verbal skills so I engaged him in conversation,
continually probing him with questions. He provided insightful answers which often told me
quite a bit about him. For instance, when I asked why he was locked up he replied
nonchalantly, it’s juss fer robbin a store. I immediately sensed that this boy had no moral
compass. The attempted robbery and the anxiety he would have caused meant very little to
him. Later in the conversation when he revealed that he had used a pair of scissors as a
weapon, I was again quite shocked. When I put it all together – his age, the crime, the drug
use – I kept thinking, where are his parents . . . where are his caregivers? And the fact that
he was keen to get out so he could get back on the Ice drove home to me what an addictive
drug Ice really is.

Technique
When I set a poem on the page, I see it as a script for the voice: I write it out how I would
like it to be spoken. My use of indented lines signifies a pause for the reader – similar to the
use of a comma, semicolon, colon and so on. Key moments of the poem therefore stand
out. I also separate the characters’ voices with stanzas so as not to confuse readers. I use
punctuation in a very stylistic way. In my original poem I have only used a capital I for the
very first letter of the poem. This is my standard practice. Thereafter, every use of i will be in
lower case as i am no bigger or better than anyone else. It is also a signifying point: the
setup of the poem on the page reveals the poem to be a Geoff Goodfellow poem. It is very
much a stylistic move to put my fingerprint on the page, however, there is meaning
embedded in it. More of my techniques have been highlighted in the annotations.

© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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Cliché: “True Love” is a
phrase that is overused
to the point of losing its
meaning. Why has it
been chosen as the title?

Layout: The poem is laid out
on the page seemingly
haphazardly but it is anything
but. Most lines are complete
clauses; those that are not
stand out (for good reason, as
they are key points in the
poem).
Voice: The voices of the two
characters are in sharp contrast
– one mumbling almost
incomprehensible slang, while
the other is mature, probing for
details.

Spelling: “furteen” looks like a
spelling error for fourteen until
it is said aloud, making his age
even more shocking.

Alliteration: The repeated
‘s’ sound makes key words
stand out (“servo”,
“sizzers”, “sed”), which in
turn makes the situation
seem comical. It also
makes “laft” stand out due
to its difference.

© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson

Juxtaposition: The title is
juxtaposed with the first two
lines, shocking the reader
and provoking questions.

Word choice & Characterisation:
“mop”, “dull”, “lifeless”,
“slumped” – these words convey
character.
Simile: “lay slumped in his
seat like a seal” creates a
vivid image of heaviness
and lethargy.
Spelling: Phonetic spelling
creates voice and indicates lack
of education and character.

Word choice & Characterisation:
“puppy fat” reiterates the seal
simile and reveals his physical
appearance and also his
circumstances: he is young,
untrained, naïve (yet not innocent).

Punctuation: All dialogue is
italicised for clarity, with the boy
and the adult separated by
stanzas. All instances of ‘and’ are
replaced with the ampersand,
except for “en” (“i’d try en kill
im”), which therefore stands out.
The lower-case “i” could signal
lack of self-respect.

Positioning the reader: By
now, the reader is laughing
too and is therefore put into
the position of the cashier.
16

Hyperbole and Irony:
“i fort i’d try en kill im”
would usually be
considered hyperbolic.
The irony is that he is
deadly serious.

Positioning the reader:
How does it feel for the
reader to be in the place
of the cashier now?

Foreshadowing: The bars
of the cashier’s station
foreshadow prison bars.

Movement: Short
sentences create
movement, as does their
layout on the page.

Characterisation:
Remember that he is just
thirteen years old.

Repetition: “juss” is repeated
four times in the poem, at each
of the key intervals of his story
(introduction, climax, capture
and his hoped-for ending).

Intratextuality: Consider the
title of the poem (‘True Love’)
and its end (“I luv it”). What
does this show the reader
about love, about addiction,
about Ice, about the boy?

Discussion Points:
• Were you surprised that a short, simple poem has such depth? Why/why not?
• ‘You have to know the rules to break the rules.’ How does Goodfellow adhere to and
also break the rules of poetry?
Creative Prompt:
• Create a character using simile, word choice and dialogue.
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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Critical Response
Critical acclaim is never a sure thing but it is very important. Good reviews often ensure
greater sales. A poor review can mean that a book gets overlooked. I’ve had some great
reviews over the course of my career but I’ve had a couple of dud ones too. I believe that
the people who gave me dud reviews had no real insight into the way I use language. They
were academics who, in my opinion, have spent too much time parsing while at school to
understand the use of colloquial and vernacular language. If I am going to write about
working-class culture, I’m going to use working-class language. I write as an act of
communication. And I like to think I have a large cross section of working-class readers.
One of my favourite working-class writers is Willy Vlautin. I’ve read all his books and loved
them. One afternoon, I was listening to a radio program where his latest book (which I had
just finished reading) was being reviewed. It was quite a disparaging review but what I took
away from it is that there is a real lack of talent among reviewers when it comes to
considering texts that use working-class language.
Prior to its official launch, Blight Street had already received critical acclaim from a variety of
sources, notably from a member of the judiciary and someone who provides professional
support to survivors of abuse and addiction. It’s nice to know that people in the field value
your work. Their reviews are available on my website (www.geoffgoodfellow.com). The
review that stopped me in my tracks is from fellow Australian author, Helen Garner:
Dear Geoff
Blight Street arrived yesterday
What a terrific-looking book, powerful design, no frills
I read it straight through outside the café on my ride home from the PO. Didn’t even take
my helmet off
It made me cry. And then I sat there for a while stunned, looking at the big gumtrees near
the station. Everything was clear and bright and merciless
It’s marvellous Geoff what you can do with so few marks on a page
I congratulate you
Warmly
Helen
Discussion Points:
• Did you respond emotionally to the novella? Compare your response to Helen’s.
• Who do you think Blight Street will resonate with most? Why?
Creative Prompt:
• Write or record your own review of Blight Street. You may wish to send this to Geoff
via his website (www.geoffgoodfellow.com).
© 2022 Geoff Goodfellow and Emily Peterson
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