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Our New Neighbours 
by Christine Hand 

The streets were neatly laced with elegant, well-maintained Queenslanders. This 
was a sought-after, prestigious suburb, close to Brisbane city centre. It was only 
after our move that we realised we were one of the very few young families amongst 
an overabundance of octogenarians. To our right resided a couple in their mid-
eighties; they were true blue Aussies, he a former national cricket hero. To our left 
lived a marginally younger couple. They were first generation immigrants from the 
heartland of Sicily, fiery tempers still unmellowed. We were witnessing the end of a 
long-drawn-out soap opera, action to the left and eager observers to the right. I was 
soon enlisted to pass on what was occurring between Carmelita and Luigi, our 
boisterously noisy neighbours, to Mary and George, the quietly inquisitive 
occupants to our right. 

Much of the noise was loud enough to be heard by all the oldies in the suburb. It 
was a mix of Italian and cannibalised English. Luigi had to work the garden and 
maintain the house to instructions shouted by Carmel from their rear balcony; the 
tone was decidedly draconian and he, with his shaky limbs and arched back, was 
none other than faithful obedience. Early years working the sugarcane fields in the 
north had taken their toll on him. Another aged Italian was hired to mow the lawn. 
He would curse under his breath to me as he faced the same tirade of irreverent 
abuse from Carmel.  

Whenever Mary heard sounds charging her way, she would phone me excitedly. 
‘What’s happening next door?’ And so it went. 
A few years later, I had back surgery and was bed-bound. I had my balcony 

curtains and doors open to see outside, alleviating my boredom. That’s when I first 
heard the whip-like sounds from next door. It was strangely disturbing, but 
regaining my mobility soon made me forget them. I would visit both parties and 
discovered, to my surprise, that they did not speak to each other regardless of being 
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neighbours and attending the same church across the road. I put it down to cultural 
differences. 

One day I visited Carmel; she took me into the bedroom and my eyes fell on an 
array of leather belts. I remembered the whipping sounds from the past. I smiled as 
it dawned on me that these eighty-year-olds were well into a world of boudoir 
discipline. 

 


