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transVerse - October 2011 

 

Cassandra Kelly 

Joe Goosey 

„A convict called “Joe Goosey,” an odd job man, was much disliked by the others, 

because he told tales about them. He could not grow any sign of whiskers, and for 

this reason and because he wore small silver rings in his ears, he was jeered at, and 

called “The Lady.” The convicts could not stand a “tell-tale” at any price, and poor 

“Joe Goosey,” a soft sort of fellow, had anything but a pleasant life among them.‟ 

- From „Tom Petrie‟s Reminiscences of Early Queensland‟ by Constance Campbell Petrie 

 

Brisbane 1837 

Rose hurried down the thin dry track along the ridge away from the soldiers and the 

convicts at the commissariat store. She shifted the weight of the sack on her 

shoulder and breathed a sigh of relief. Through the scrub she could see the river 

flowing deep and wide, flowing out to the wide ocean. Somewhere on the other side 

of that ocean was freedom. It was a long way away. 

Closer were the little patches of cultivated land along the river front to which Rose 

was making her way. Leaves crunched under her broken boots. A voice came 

shouting down to her, “Joe? Joe? Is that you?”  
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The voice belonged to Andy, who like Rose was one of the trusted prisoners. He 

lived in a hut built high in a hoop pine. Andy was charged to guard the crops from the 

blacks and it was to Andy that Rose was bringing rations. Rose sighed with despair 

and continuing on to the foot of the big tree replied,  “Yes, yes it‟s me, Joe!” 

“Yer took yer time love.” Andy looked down from his hut up in the branches. “Yer 

bring me anything extra Joe me lady?” 

“I got yer some tobacco, not much Andy, but here, here‟s a big bit of kangaroo that I 

got from the blacks yesterday fer some nails." 

There was a little silence and then Andy's tone became approving. “Well come on up 

love, come on up.” 

Andy picked up the meat and made a great display of sniffing it. 

"It's still fresh Andy.”  

“Good on yer Joe, I can always count on yer fer somethin‟ can‟t I?” 

“Yer can Andy, yer can, but.. can yer call me Rose when there ain't  no one but us 

around?” 

Andy looked at her in silence. “Sorry Rose, I keep forgettin'. It's 'ard to remember I 

got to use that name. Yer a queer feller ...Rose – but I reckons yer alright.” 

Rose looked quietly at Andy and knew she was safe again for another day. “Let me 

fill yer pipe Andy, you „ave a nice quiet smoke and then do the resin eh?” 

Andy stared back and nodded. “Alright me lady, you fill me pipe and then we‟ll sit 

and talk of England fer a while eh? Then I‟ll do yer resin." 

“And me dress?” 

“Yer dress is safe me lady love, yer dress is safe.” 

Rose lay down as Andy took up the resin coated stick. She had learned this 

technique from the local blacks and taught it to Andy. Rose closed her eyes tightly as 
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though they could shield against the pain. Andy pressed and rolled the sticky glob 

against her cheek and pulled hard. After a little work Rose's face was smooth and 

hairless. 

“Thank yer Andy, thank yer. God bless yer.” Rose was effusive in her praise and 

Andy couldn‟t help but bask in her appreciation. 

“Here‟s yer dress me lady, all safe and sound.” Andy pulled the old worn dress out of 

the grubby sack and handed it to Rose. With the dress on Rose picked up the ration 

bag, bid good day to Andy and took a path close by the mangroves growing along 

the river bank. 

She came at last to a large fig tree. The massive sensuous roots created various 

hidden nooks around its base. Raising the skirt a little with one hand she navigated 

her way around the tree. For a second time that day a voice called to her, but in a 

manner more acceptable. “Rose? Rose is that you?” 

“Yeah, yeah it‟s me.” Rose found Dianne crouched in a bower formed between two 

large roots and sat down next to her. They embraced. 

“How are yer Dianne? How are yer?” Rose took Dianne‟s hands in hers and gazed at 

her with a deep and lonely love. 

“I‟m alright Rose…keepin‟ out of trouble…I‟m alright.” But Dianne looked away from 

Rose as she spoke and her voice held things unsaid. 

“What is it Dianne? What are yer holdin‟ from me?” 

Dianne did not answer immediately but paused as one is prone to do when they bear 

bad tidings. “They‟re movin‟ us Rose.” 

“What!? To where? Where are they movin‟ yer Dianne? Who is movin‟?” 

“The factory, all of us at the factory, all us women are bein‟ moved out to Eagle 

Farm.  

Rose sat back stunned, silent, her eyes becoming wet with tears.  
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“They say it‟s to keep us away from the men.” 

“It's the bloody soldier‟s fault! Those damned drunken fools! Sneakin‟ into the factory 

like that ... and the officers are just as bad as the men. Damn the bloody bastards!” 

“You know they ain‟t the only one what sneaks in Rose - convicts too. We bein‟ the 

only women in all of Moreton Bay an all, course they‟re goin‟ to try and get in the 

factory to see us.” 

Rose sighed and lay down against Dianne. “Yer right me love, „ow many times „ave I 

done it meself.” Rose smiled and their eyes met and they giggled and they kissed 

and clung to each other tightly in their brief and stolen moment. 

“When do they move yer?” Rose asked as she lit the pipe that Dianne had with her. 

“Don‟t know exactly when. Maybe a month, maybe two.” Rose winced and sat 

silently while Dianne took a pull on their pipe. "Rose, they ain't goin' to let anyone 

over the other side of Breakfast Creek unless they 'ave a proper reason - not soldiers 

or convicts." She handed the pipe to Rose who had her turn with it and they sat 

silently for a while and listened to the birds in the branches and the water in the deep 

river. 

“I‟ll still see yer Dianne. It‟s a long way out to Eagle Farm but if I can get away now 

and then…” Her voice trailed off.  “I‟ll find a way.” 

Dianne didn‟t say anything but nodded her head and her dark hair caught the 

breeze. Rose stared at her in the  tree speckled light and felt her lover slipping slowly 

from her. 

“Yer a strange one,” Dianne said at last as she lifted her head and looked at Rose. “I 

ain‟t never „ad no lover like you. I‟ve „ad lovers that were as rough and strong as any 

man but were women through and through… and Lord knows I‟ve „ad me share of 

men of all types…But you Rose, yer a different bird you are. Got all the right gear 

that any man „as but… yer a softer woman than I am but right strange you are.” She 

reached across and felt Rose‟s smooth cheeks and cupped her face in both hands. 
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“What I‟m sayin‟ Rose is that at the factory, well the women there are rough as 

sailors but you… you talk rough but you‟re so gentle like a proper lady... so soft. I 

think that‟s why I love yer Rose. But me… me, if I love someone like you what do 

that make me then? I must have me mind set real queer but I don‟t care a damn 

because I love yer Rose me darlin‟.” Dianne smiled and Rose savoured the touch of 

her lover‟s hands on her cheeks and her words on her heart. “Don‟t change my love, 

don‟t let those bastards make you 'ard.” 

“I‟ve got ter go now Rose.” Dianne got to her feet and held out her hand to Rose to 

help her up. 

“I‟ll see yer before they move yer,” Rose said and they kissed lightly and parted. 

Dianne turned once as she went and smiled sadly at her lover. 

Rose stood there until Dianne was out of sight behind the trees and let the tears roll 

down her cheeks while stifling the sobs. She changed back into her convict clothes 

and stuffed the dress into the bag. She hoisted the bag over her shoulder and picked 

her way through the swamp and onto the path to New Farm. There was another hut 

keeper there who was also waiting for rations. 

Rose returned her dress to Andy late that afternoon and trudged along the track past 

the commandant‟s house and down to the convict barracks. She ate her meal in 

silence and alone, although other convicts sat near her. The occasional taunts that 

were thrown at her she endured quietly, doing her best to let no sign of pain show on 

her face. 

“Goosey! Come 'ere.” 

Rose ran up the track to where the sergeant was calling her. 

“Yer going to help take provisions to Cowper‟s Plains. Get down to the wharf.” 

Rose walked over the ridge and down past the commissariat to the little wharf. It 

would be good to get away from the settlement for a few days but it would be that 

long before she would have a chance to see Dianne again. 
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The trip to Cowper‟s Plains was uneventful and the two soldiers were in no hurry to 

make the return journey. They spent an extra night at the outstation and sat and 

drank and smoked with the soldiers and convicts there. Rose relaxed and shared in 

the pipe smoking and the drinking. It all seemed so very peaceful in this small hut, so 

far removed from the rest of the world. She would have appreciated the tranquillity a 

little more if her mind was not set on returning to Brisbane to see Dianne. 

It was late in the afternoon when they arrived back at the Brisbane settlement. Rose 

walked up the hill hoping for a bit of free time in which to engineer an encounter with 

her lover. 

“You there!” 

Rose looked around and saw Major Cotton, the new commandant, walking towards 

her. She stood shaking as he approached. 

“What‟s your name lad?” 

“They call me Joe Goosey, Sir.” 

“Ah yes, one of the trusteds.” 

“Yes Sir. Jus‟ got back from Cowper‟s Plains Sir.” 

“How is it there Goosey?” 

“Sir, things are well there. In good order I thought Sir.” Rose told the commandant 

what he wanted to hear. 

“Good. What are you up to now?” 

“Nothing Sir. Was just goin‟ to „ave a quiet sit.” 

The Major nodded. “Before you do be a good man and take this down to Mr Petrie at 

the factory.” 
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Rose‟s face lit up at the mention of the female factory and the possibility of seeing 

Dianne. The Major handed her a folded sheet of paper. “Sir, I don‟t know Mr Petrie, 

I‟ve never „eard „is name before.” 

“You‟ll see him a lot. He‟s the new foreman of works.” 

“Very good Sir. I‟ll see „e gets it personally.” 

“Good man.” Major Cotton watched as Rose ran off down the road past the convict 

barracks. 

Rose arrived at the factory and found the gate in the surrounding wall open. There 

was no sentry in sight. Rose started to walk through the gateway when a young boy 

came racing around the corner and crashed into him. 

“Sorry mister,” said the young chap. 

Rose looked down at the little face. “I ain‟t seen yer around. Who are yer?” 

“Tom, Tom Petrie. My father is the new governor.” 

The lad was only about six or seven. “Could yer take me to „im? I „ave a message fer 

„im.” 

“Yes. He‟s this way.” Young Tom skipped off back through the dust of the factory 

yard and Rose followed. The place was strangely silent. 

He found Mr Petrie at the rear of the building talking with a woman whom Rose had 

not seen before. By her dress and bearing she was not a convict. Rose stopped a 

short way off and Mr Petrie and the woman looked at her. 

“Yes?” asked Mr Petrie. 

“I „ave a message for yer Sir. From Major Cotton.” 

“Bring it.” 
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Rose took off her hat and walked over and handed Mr Petrie the paper. He unfolded 

it and read it. Rose knew that it was an invitation to dine with Major Cotton for she 

had already taken the liberty of reading it on her way to the factory. 

“Wait here.” Mr Petrie walked inside the building leaving the woman standing there 

with the child. 

“Pleasant day, ain‟t it Ma‟am?” Rose offered by way of conversation. 

“A trifle hot.” 

“Yer get used to it Ma‟am.” There was a short silence between them. 

“Your ear rings are pretty,” observed the woman. Rose blushed and lowered her 

head. 

“Thank you Ma‟am.” Rose could see that the woman was staring at her intently. 

Then Rose remembered her own reason for wanting to visit the factory. “ „Scuse me 

Ma‟am, but where are the women today?” 

“Women? Oh, you mean the convict women that lived here. I heard they were moved 

to Eagle Farm some days ago. My husband and our family are staying here now – 

just until our house is built.” Rose wanted to cry. “Are you alright?” The woman 

asked. 

Rose nodded.“I had a friend… would‟ve liked to say goodbye to „er, that‟s all.” 

The woman looked at her with sympathy. “I understand. It must be so terribly 

difficult.” 

Rose nodded again and at that moment Mr Petrie returned and handed Rose 

another sheet of paper. “Take that to Major Cotton - and here, take this for yourself 

for your trouble.” Mr Petrie handed Rose a piece of tobacco. She accepted it 

gratefully and nodding in the direction of Mrs Petrie turned and quickly left. Her legs 

were shaking and she felt she could hardly walk. 
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It was to be some time before Rose saw Dianne again. More than a month in fact. 

Rose was directed to assist in taking stores out to Eagle Farm. Of course she was 

hoping to get a chance to talk to Dianne but that was not to be. When the stores 

were being unloaded she asked of Dianne‟s whereabouts and found that she was 

out working in the fields. 

As they started the return journey Rose saw her some distance away and called out. 

Dianne looked up and waved madly and Rose waved back but the overseers were 

not generous that day. Rose was saddened at not being able to talk to and touch her 

love but happy at least to have seen her. 

Rose grew greatly dejected over the coming weeks and her only joy, if it can be 

described as such, was a black native dog that had taken to following her around. 

The first time Rose had seen it she was lucky enough to have a chunk of meat. She 

had thrown some to the poor creature and then let it have the bone. It didn‟t appear 

every day but it seemed always to be waiting for her when she was alone. 

On one of the days that she had been to Andy‟s hut she donned her dress and sat in 

the hollow of the tree roots that she had shared so blissfully with Dianne. As she lay 

there weeping quietly to herself the dog came and licked her face. Rose reached up 

and put her hand gently on the dog‟s head. It pawed at her and she sat up and held 

it and her weeping became louder. 

The tears spent, Rose, her arm still around the dog, came up with a plan. She stood 

and walked back to Andy‟s hut. 

“You can‟t tame it you know.” Rose looked up and saw Andy sitting at the bottom of 

his tree smoking his pipe. 

“What?” asked Rose. 

“The dog that‟s followin‟ you around. You can‟t tame it. It‟s a wild thing, like them 

blacks. They‟ll never be tamed neither.” 

“I don‟t mind „er Andy. She just comes around sometimes. I ain‟t trying to tame „er, I 

don‟t want to own „er.” 
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“Well if yer don‟t feed it, it won‟t follow yer is all I‟m sayin‟.” Andy looked at her and 

feeling the warm comfort of the day invited Rose to sit down and share the pipe with 

him. 

“I‟ll „ang on ter me dress fer now Andy. I‟ll need it in a couple of days." 

Andy stared for a moment at Rose as he pulled on the pipe but he said nothing and 

Rose offered no explanation. 

It was some few mornings later when the stars were still in the sky that Rose started 

out for Eagle Farm. The first faint lighting of the horizon picked out features in the 

landscape. Chain gangs were being roused for their daily labour in the fields. The 

curses of the overseers and the clanking of the hard iron chains cut through the 

darkness. The men, slow and thin and beaten, grumbled lowly. 

Rose was supposed to take some articles to the timber cutters further to the west, 

along the river bank. She headed off in that direction but after only a short way she 

cut northwards and crossed over the ridge giving the windmill there a wide detour. 

The morning gloom hid her movements from any watching eyes. 

She continued along the ridge and by the time she reached Breakfast Creek the sky 

had softened to a beautiful blue. Rose avoided the bridge and crossed the creek 

further up using one of the canoes that the blacks kept there. On reaching the other 

side and hearing a splashing from behind she discovered the black dog following 

her. She didn‟t object to its presence. 

As she neared the cultivated land of Eagle Farm Rose moved more slowly and with 

greater caution. For some time she lay hidden on a slight rise where she could see 

the women scattered in the fields working. At last she spotted Dianne busy with a 

hoe but she was some distance away. Another woman was closer. 

Rose made her way to where the woman worked and hissed at her from the bushes. 

The woman saw her and being sensible to the ways of the convict class professed 

not to give any sign of notice. She kept at her toil but asked quietly, “What yer want?” 

“Dianne. Can yer get „er „ere for me? There‟s tobacco in it for yer love.” 
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“Throw it down „ere.” 

Rose tossed the tobacco so that it landed at the woman‟s feet. With hardly a break in 

her labour she stuffed it in her shoe and then gradually worked her way to Dianne. 

“Rose?” Dianne whispered as she made the pretence of working. “Where are yer?” 

“ „Ere, back „ere.” 

Dianne  looked over to her and then called out to the overseer and indicated that she 

needed to relieve herself. The overseer signalled his approval and Dianne moved 

into the bushes. 

“Rose, what are yer doin‟ „ere? They‟ll catch yer fer certain.” 

“I „ad to see yer love. I „ad to. It‟s been so „ard without yer. I „ad to see yer.” She took 

Dianne in her arms and kissed her cheek. “I got a plan Dianne, I got a plan.” 

“Rose…” 

“No, listen a minute me love. Come with me now. We‟ll go down the coast, we can 

get to Sydney town and then get a ship to America. Come now. We‟ll get an „ead 

start on „em. We can make it. It‟s better than dyin‟ in this bloody hole.” 

“Rose…. I ain‟t goin‟.” 

“Come on Dianne. I ain‟t gonna make it if I stays „ere. I ain't even told yer the 'alf of 

what they do to me.” 

“Rose, no one escapes. If yer don‟t die of thirst and hunger the blacks will get yer. 

Sydney town is far away. Do yer time Rose and then yer can go where yer like. 

You‟ll „ave yer freedom then.” 

“We can do it Dianne, we can.” Tears of desperation filled Rose‟s eyes as she 

implored her love to join her in escaping. 

“Rose… I ain‟t goin‟ with yer. It ain‟t so bad fer me. I only got another three years ter 

serve…and….” 
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“And what?” asked Rose fearfully. 

“There‟s someone else Rose. I got a soldier. „E looks after me, keeps me safe.” 

Rose fell silent as the dreadfulness of Dianne‟s words filled her. 

The overseer called to Dianne to hurry up and she said to Rose, “I‟m sorry me love, 

I‟m so sorry. I got ter look after meself. So do you. You go if yer 'ave to go. You know 

I won‟t say nothin‟.” 

The overseer called again and Dianne rose to her feet. “Goodbye Rose.” 

Rose sat silently as the tears flowed down her dirty cheeks. The black dog pulled at 

her shirt sleeve, urging her to come away. Slowly, trancelike, Rose crawled back 

through the bushes and when safely away stood and walked. 

With the black dog for company she made it to the top of a hill overlooking both the 

track to Brisbane and the shining river. Here she removed her convict clothes and 

put on her torn and treasured dress. She sat for sometime staring first at the river 

and then in the direction of the settlement. By now they would know she had 

absconded and would be looking for her. A flogging would greet her return and then 

chains and the worst of convicts as company. 

It was a warm day with only the slightest hint of a breeze. Rose watched as three 

large white birds flew down the river, their wingtips almost touching the water as they 

gracefully made their way. Smaller birds chirped and darted here and there through 

the scrub around her. A bright blue wren hopped and fluttered its way down the hill. 

Rose stood and followed it dreamlike and slowly. She made her way down the 

hillside to the river bank. Here she searched about as the dog sniffed around her. A 

beautiful kingfisher took flight at her approach. She found a log big enough to carry 

her and pushed and splashed through the lilies and managed to get to the middle of 

that expanse of cool and running water. The light sparkled and shone from its 

surface. The dog stood on the bank watching before turning and wandering off into 

the scrub. 



13 
 

For a little time Rose let the river carry her along and felt the peace of it. The river 

was running deep and wide and flowed out to the vast ocean. Somewhere on the 

other side of that ocean was freedom. It was close now. Rose let go of the log and 

left the settlement. 

 

Dedicated to the memory of Natasha Keating, a transgender woman who served eight years 

misplaced inside a male correctional institution in Queensland. Having suffered various indignities she 

took her own life in 2008 not long after she was released.  
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