The Prettiest House in the Street by Rebecca Palmer
i 
overripe banana trees and a mulberry tree at the back fence purple feet and the neighbours mango tree that hung over our side of the fence garden hose boiled from the Queensland sun trampoline dance yellow swing set ramshackle garden shed we were never allowed inside green timber purple and yellow teenage dreams timber floors walls creak gravel crunching separates us from the ominous voices over the fence Frank and his son who came back from jail and lived in the caravan weet-bix cards and homegrown oranges the old man gave to us handmade gardens do-it-yourself shower in the tree for hot summer days prettiest house in the street

ii
lights out power crackling radio static static candlelight dinner spaghetti from a tin for the four of us milk crate table everything boxed up or tied down windows taped large white crosses the trees thundering menacing swaying in gale-force winds violent lashing makeshift lake in the backyard huddled under the dining table a game of monopoly half started

iii
displaced legless neat gardens no more aluminium face staring back at us stolen key stolen memories who lives there now we will never know mystery family paint it black and in our new pink brick shithouse we had a resort style swimming pool to drown our sorrows

