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Finding Glory 
by Katharine Pollock 

Whenever I go back home, I’m relegated to a blow-up mattress in the dining room. 
I’m hidden only by the couch, which is almost always occupied. With my dad 
recently retired, Netflix has become the third in my parents’ marriage. I find myself 
glued to the TV too, mired in self-indulgent inertia. My dad, a bourgeoisie socialist, 
says something about how America has it coming, and I suddenly can’t with the 
revolutionary rhetoric. Not today, Stalin. I drive down to a nature reserve, feeling 
smug that I’m switching off from the TV for the first time in days. 

The carpark at the creek is packed and I have to park off-site. I’m barefoot and 
the tarmac burns my feet. When I stoop down to slip on sandals, I see hundreds of 
baby toads hopping into the underbrush. 

Entering the sanctuary, I pay ten dollars to see the wildlife. It’s dimly lit, the air 
heavy with dank urine. I squint into the scuffed plexiglass, but don’t see any 
animals. Maybe they’ve orchestrated a Finding Dory-type jailbreak. 

Outside, I see two roos. A huge male with feverishly jacked pecs squats on thick 
haunches before turning and lumbering over to the lone female. He stands over the 
female, and lazily bats her about the head. Then he flicks a meaty paw at his penis. 
The pointy erection is incongruously small and shockingly red. If it were a lipstick it 
would be called ‘Vixen’ or ‘Cherry Bomb.’ The female half-rises and presents herself 
wearily. I am momentarily unable to decide whether to give them their privacy or 
film the encounter. I pull out my phone. Alas, his boner recedes, and he lowers 
himself down. I could swear the female shrugs apathetically. 

Cheated out of the titillation I’m not convinced I even wanted, I make my way 
down to the creek. The water is not as porridge-thick as it looks. I dive under before 
flipping onto my back to float, suspended, the sounds of kids around me muted by 
the water. The piercing sun is reduced to red dots behind each eyelid. I emerge only 
when I become aware that I’m hungry and I remember promising Mum and Dad I’d 
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bring home hot chips for lunch. I lick the salty sweat off my upper lip and wade back 
to shore. 
 


