
  
 
 
Long before dark lips formed her name, Weereewa, aeons before 
cartographers drew her outline and formerly lettered Lake George across it, 
she was present. Resting between the hills, sometimes with her waters liquidly 
caressing their tops, sometimes with her skin cracked and fissured. She keeps 
it all in her deep, deep silt, an archive, a record of past ages, different lives, 
beneath the waters, beneath the grass, under the ever-changing skies. 

 


