




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































body.

Then the situation became a little more strange, though not at all
unpleasant. [ started to feel sort of . . . warm. I looked across at Elaine
and she beamed a smile at me. I started to feel a pulse in me, a slow tide
of pleasure, rising up, not powerfully — very gently.

I looked at Janet's face. She had opened her eyes and all of the women
were looking at her face now, smiling, like Elaine. I think I was probably
smiling in the same way. I thought at first, then, that there were tears in
Janet's eyes, because they glinted. But then it was a sort of glow, a light
that came from her eyes, was not reflected in them. This became brighter
and | felt that it was linked to the sensation in my body. I knew it, really
— these two things proceeded together. Then the light from her eyes
became much more bright and radiated in pulses, in waves of colours
interspersed with bright specks of light. And these specks of light— I
could feel them, passing through my body. It was a slow but inexorable
process and I really can't describe the sensation. Perhaps if you imagine
an orgasm that lasts for many minutes and that is both very gentle and
very powerful at the same time. It is something like that.

And when it was over it was like being cleansed — emptied out and
refilled. Janet and all the women were holding hands and smiling at each
other. Someone held my hand also. All of the men but Don were also
clustered around.

"That's amazing," Peter said.

The women were all smiling at one another, at Janet. Elaine looked at
Don. Her smile was not quite so friendly.

"Every time," she said. "It's like that every time."

The other women looked at Don now also, smiled, awaited his
reaction. This part had been arranged, rehearsed. Janet looked away. She
did not want to watch.

Everyone was looking at Don now and it was as if we could read his
mind. He was shocked, devastated. But it was not just because his w ie f
had obviously slept with Elaine, and perhaps with some of the other
women in the room.

It was clear that he had never experienced this phenomenon before.
Janet had presumably been faking it for the whole eight years of their
marriage.

Don walked out of the room, out the front door. He staggered from
side to side but it was hard to tell if he was this drunk, or just shocked.

The rest of the party disintegrated much as had its predecessor,
although there was some order in the chaos — some preplanning. The
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women had arranged places to go, without their partners. Two of the
husbands were told that they would not be returning to their homes this
night and for an undisclosed number of nights to follow. These two
managed to find temporary accommodation with a couple of the other
husbands who were told that their wives would not be retuming home
with them.

Strangely — if anything could be called strange that followed the
night's demonstration — none of the men protested, they all accepted
meekly and proceeded to make arrangements to assist the others amongst
them who were displaced in some fashion.

As the only single person in the room I watched this with some
amazement. It was like some sort of game where two sets of pieces had
to be sorted into groups by a series of steps. Couples would speak
together, briefly, then split up, looking dazed, or determined, or both.
Then for a couple of minutes the two groups were intact again, men on
one side, women on the other, before they split up into smaller groups to
make their way to various cars and then home, or to a house, in any case.

At some point Janet appeared beside me and touched my hand. It was
like a little shock, like a brief recurrence of what I had experienced
earlier. She smiled at me and for some reason I clung to her hand with
both of mine. I did not want her to go wherever it was that she was
going.

"Call me in a few days," she said to me, and I released her hand.
Again, I was not sure why. | felt reassured by these words. There was a
piece of paper in my hand —a phone number I put it in my shirt pocket.

She smiled, a smile of joy.

"Don't tell anyone the number," she said, then she tumed away and
went into the kitchen.

Janet did not reappear and I assumed that she had gone out the back
door to her car. | headed for the front door but was stopped by a
delegation of the women who remained.

"Do you know where Janet is?" Elaine asked me.

"No," I said.

They all looked at me strangely, sadly, but I just said "Goodbye," and
walked out the front door.

I looked up at the pale array of stars in the city sky, breathed the cool
night air, and a shock ran through me. I felt absolutely alone in the world,
and quite empty. It was the strangest thing. It was a night for strange
things.

I realised I had no car as I had come in Leanne's, so I began walking.
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I came to a phone box. On impulse I rang Leanne. She told me she was
in bed, thinking of me. I caught a taxi and joined her.

There were no strange glows or sparks of light, but that night had
magic enough for the two ofus. I certainly was not lonely in that big bed,
and the emptiness was filled to overflowing. Strange emotions still
flowed through me.

"Leanne," [ said the next moming. "Life is good."

And when I saw the way she laughed, I knew that I was right.
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Selling Things

Craig Nenke

I'm looking at myself and the woman beside me in the mirror. We don't
have any clothes on. We've only just had sex. It turns me on to fondle
someone in front of a mirror, so I do. All of this would be all right, but
the woman in question is not there.

Everything was all right between me and my wife until we moved to
Queensland and my wife started to sell things. You see, the promise of
work stayed just that so my wife took it upon herself to do something. I
did things too, but it was never enough.

Every day she would be out selling something. Most nights too. Nail
polish, cosmetics, Amway, Tupperware, you name it. There is always
some catalogue in the mail to bring back. The phone would always ring.
I'm always home to take messages.

This has been going on some six months now. [ don't know if you
know or not, but that is a long time to be out of work. You sit and think
and that's all. At one o'clock you get the mail. You answer the phone. I
used to laugh at daytime television. I used to just lookat the bottle of 100
Pipers, sitting in the cabinet.

Not that drinking became a big issue with us. I waited until she came
home in the afternoon, then when she started staying out, I just started
whenever. Who cares what time it was. Time's got nothing to do with it.

My wife bought an answering machine for our house. She says I've
been getting too lazy, and business is going by. She says business is good
though, and we are coming out all right. When we sit down, she asks me
things like I've got something to achieve. She gives me forty dollars a
week. | find it hard to look her in the eye. She wonders if I could
remember to do the washing on Fridays.

Friday moming is washing moming, and I always try to wake up early
when my wife is still with me. Now when you go to the laundry you have
to have the right change, otherwise you can't do it. So every Friday
mormning I ask her for some change. Just go to the milk bar next door and
ask for some change, she says. But why go there if I can get it from you,
I say. No, I'm not doing the washing unless I can get some change from
you, | say. There's something about asking for change that scares me.
Please can you give me the change? And it's how many capfuls in each
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tub? Then she gets angry and says that she'll do it tomorrow. Then she
leaves. I'm right though, how can you do any washing if you don't have
any change?

There wasn't much point in staying at home during the day. There was
something in me that said I had to be home by six-thirty, but I don't know
what that was. So about eleven or so I would go for my walk. There was
the Rose Hotel on Nicholas Street. There were people there 1 would
know. We started with beer and then went to scotch. I don't know if we
paid every day all the right amounts. I guess we did, there wasn't
anything left when I got home. This woman came to the bar most days
about every few hours. She had some white uniform on. | guess she had a
job because she always had straight bourbon. Iseemed to recognise her.
remember when we first came here, I used to watch people walk up and
down my street, in commercial breaks. I'm sure she was one of those.

When I went to her one day at the bar, she knew who I was. I found
out that she was some distributor for some product or other that my wife
sells. She had been to my house. Her name was Elanor. She said that my
wife is doing very well. She said something about gold levels or platinum
levels or something. We drank to it.

I looked forward to seeing her every day. She'd got laid off from some
factory in Maryborough and came to chase work in Brisbane. She found
it, sort of. There's no buildings going up nowhere I said, only
refurbishings. What's wrong with them, she said. There ain't enough.

One day we picked up a bottle of Jim Beam and went back to my
place. We were both pretty gone already, and we got worse once we got
home. We sat in the kitchen. When the bottle was half gone, she took my
hand. It was hard to take in what was going on. We sat on the bed in
front of our big mirror. She lifted her dress up so I could see her in the
mirror. She put my hand between her legs and got me to watch her. She
kept drinking from the bottle as I worked my way around. She got me to
kneel on the floor between her and pulled my head back. She poured the
liquor down my mouth until everything came up. Last thing I remember
is Elanor laughing and drink and vomit and between her legs. All in front
of the mirror.

My wife came home that night and couldn't wake me. She called an
ambulance and something out of somewhere reminds me of a din of
voices and concerned faces. They had to do something to my stomach
but I'm all right now. I go on. My wife suggested that I go to meetings.
You could meet people at meetings to help you she said. I asked her if
could have sixty dollars a week from now on.
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[ tried to get her to take her clothes off in front of the mirror.

She moved not long after to another house in South Brisbane. She
would come every Saturday moming to help with anything. She said she
might come back one dayj, if things got better.

It was hard to live on the dole alone. At first, every Saturday moming
I would be up and waiting. I would clean up what I could and shower and
everything. Elanor would come from time to time but I ask her not to
pour liquor down my throat. She rubs it all over her body for me to taste.

You kind of lose grip on what a Saturday moming is after a while.
But then some aftenoon I would look around and the place would be
clean. I realised that Elanor had moved in one day too.

Elanor and I would do all sorts of things. I asked her about her work
and she said she was on holiday for a while. Good reason for celebration
she said. We stayed home except for the bottle shop and the Rose Hotel.

One day we were both sleeping and some people came for the
fumniture. They took everything except the bed and the kitchen table.
When they tried to take the mirror, Elanor screamed and clung to it and
begged them to leave it. They said they had to take it, so she flung a
bottle of Jim Beam and smashed the mirror into little bits. Then she fell
on top of all the glass. I said, are you all right? After all, the bottle was
half full.

So Elanor, me, the bed, 100 Pipers and the kitchen table went on. Not
for long, though. The cops came one day and said something about
animals, we were both gone at the time, and led us away somewhere.

I haven't seen Elanor and I haven't seen my wife. I guess I'm a little
bit better. | wonder what they are selling now. I'm allowed to walk along
the main street of the suburb I'm in. There's a shop that sells mirrors. I
stand there and think as people cross the street behind me.
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Rhythm and Blues

David Cohen

[ have been visiting the same dentist for the past three years on a six-
monthly basis. During my visits, the dentist and I discuss popular music.
Today is my last appointment before I go over east to become famous. |
sing with a band, and we think there are more opportunities over there.
The dentist was also a musician. Many years ago he played saxophone in
a rhythm-and-blues outfit. They were going places, until the keyboard
player was run over by a 1968 XR Ford Falcon. After that, the group
drifted apart. The dentist gave up music, completed his studies and
became a dentist. Before, if he'd had to choose between being a dentist
and being a professional musician, he wouldn't have thought twice. But,
he tells me, he saw the keyboard player's encounter with the XR Falcon
as a sign. And once you recognise a sign, you don't ignore it.

Usually I just have my teeth cleaned. Sometimes one or two require
filling. But whatever happens, we both know thatwe will discuss popular
music. I will tell him about the progress of my musical career, and he
will reminisce about the life and times of his rhythm-and-blues band. It is
a pleasant ritual. We both know that we only see each other once every
six month so there is no time to waste. This talk of music has humanised
the dentist for me. He is no longer just a man who drills teeth, but
someone with a life all his own. He didn't simply appear on the earth
wearing a white shirt and brandishing a small round mirror. He arrived at
this point through a series of combined decisions and events, among
them the 1968 XR Falcon. The dentist I went to in my early teens didn't
even attempt to make conversation. He just gave cryptic orders to the
nurse like, "Mix some more, I want to smooth it off!", or "Not that one,
the shiny new one!" It made me feel so alone. When I was old enough to
make my own decisions, I found a new dentist. He went to the opposite
extreme and started complaining about his teenage daughter. I am the
kind of person people complain about their teenage daughter to. I look
sympathetic. The dentist I have now is just right. He tells me about his
life, but only the sections pertaining to music. I like it this way.

The keyboard player of the dentist's band wrote all the songs, and was
the lead vocalist, with a voice that nobody else in the group could match.
In many ways, he was what the audience came to see, and the other
members acknowledged and accepted this. The dentist once described his
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band as a vehicle, and the keyboard player its engine. I said how ironic it
was that the engine should be run over by a car. The dentist laughed and
said he hadn't thought of it that way. Back then he was ambitious and
single-minded about his music. He tells me that, on hearing of the
accident, his first thought was: someone else will have to play keyboards.

Today I am just having my teeth cleaned. They suffer from a build-up
of tartar, particularly the lower ones, and this must be removed before it
does some real damage to the gums. When he is cleaning or drilling my
teeth, the dentist provides me with a pair of sunglasses to protect my eyes
from flying tooth particles, or perhaps from the dental lamp's glare, or
both. This is standard practice for the dentist. The safety and well-being
of his patients is foremost in his mind. Unfortunately, he has chosen the
most unfashionable sunglasses in the world. They are the kind you might
see in an early-1970s film. The frames are enormous and octagonal in
shape, the top and bottom edges being twice as long as the other six
sides. They may be an old pair of the dentist's. Perhaps he even wore
them when he played the saxophone. Still, I feel strangely at ease lying
back in the chair, giant sunglasses over my eyes, saliva running from my
mouth, which is wide open and crammed with dental instruments I
cannot even begin to understand. Every now and then | visualise my
friends and family and everyone I went to school with coming into the
surgery to stare at me. Somehow they all know each other and discuss
freely how ridiculous I look and how they will never take me seriously
again. But when I think about it I realize that there is no chance of
anyone from my everyday life entering the surgery. At worst, one of
them might be sitting in the waiting room and reading New Scientist
magazine. This is what makes the dental experience so pleasurable, the
dentist's life and mine only intersect for thirty minutes or so every six
months. It's good to know that when the appointment is over [ will
cheerfully walk out the door and drive away. It is scheduled and neat. If
only all relationships could be like this, I think to myself.

The dentist is pleased when I tell him | am going over east to pursue
my musical career. [ wonder if, deep down, he is jealous that I have the
freedom to do this. He missed his opportunity, and now his work and
family commitments prevent him from trying again. Does he regret his
decision to give up music? Is he thinking that he acted a bit too hastily? |
feel a certain pressure to succeed, to have what he never had. The dentist
always has a radio playing in his surgery. Perhaps one day I will be on
that very radio. He will say to the person in the chair at the time: "Hear
that voice? I once cleaned that voice's teeth." The person in the chair at

192



the time will probably think: as if I really care about that when I'm
undergoing root canal treatment. But this won'tbe important. The dentist
will extract some satisfaction out of my success. And he deserves it.

The radio plays the song which is currently number three on the Top
Forty. It has no melody, and features no identifiable musical instruments.
I can't detect any signs of human involvement. If one night all of the
electronic equipment in the surgery got together and wrote a song, the
result might be something like what we are hearing now. The dentist and
I ponder the future of popular music. "Where are the likes of Chuck
Berry these days?" he wonders aloud as he prepares the teeth-cleaning
apparatus. "I wish I knew," I reply, and we fall into a melancholy silence.
The machines hiss ominously. The dentist and I always have these
theoretical discussions.

The dentist's rhythm-and-blues outfit worked hard for two years. It
was the same old story; playing in pubs all over the city to a bunch of
chairs and tables, or to indifferent people occupying the chairs and tables.
But they didn't become disillusioned and pack it in like countless others.
They had faith. Their perseverance did not go unrewarded. Their music
got tighter. it acquired a maturity. They developed stage presence. The
audiences began to listen. The venues got classier. They became a
headlining band. It was really beginning to gather momentum, and then
the 1968 XR Ford Falcon ran overtheir keyboard player. This slowed the
band's progress somewhat. The keyboardist wasn't killed, but he was in
hospital long enough for everything to cool off, including the dentist's
enthusiasm. All that time and energy put in, and now this. Why? The
dentist had never attached any mystical significance to events like these,
but now he felt convinced that someone somewhere was trying to tell
him something. They were telling him that his future did not lie in
rhythm and blues. Whether they were specific to the point of telling him
that it lay in dentistry, I don't know. But that, according to the dentist, is
what happened.

I ask him the band's name again. He tells me but I have still never
heard of it "You would have been a little kid back then," he says, and
laughs softly. His laugh is pregnant with meaning for me. It makes me
think. The dentist looks like he is in his late thirties. He has been
practising dentistry for at least ten years. When he thinks about his
musical career, it must seem like another world. A dream world. A
phase. A stage in his life which, he is now well aware, could not go on
forever. It wasn't real. That's why he can talk about it as if it were a
programme he saw on television. What he does now is real. He performs
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an important and valuable service. People respect him. He knows exactly
what he is doing. We all have absolute trust in him. He has a strong jaw,
a calm handsome face. His greying hair makes him look even more
responsible, dependable. He has a wife and two young children. I see
their photographs every six months, snapshots enclosed in those plastic
frames you get from the chemist's, sitting on the bench to my right, near
the radio. I try to think of who depends on me. Nobody. My ambitions
begin to appear selfish, trivial. The dentist must be so much more
fulfilled by what he does now than if he had played saxophone in a
famous rhythm-and-blues band. I begin to worry about going east. A
strange, hostile city. It will mean finding a new dentist. I must resign
myself to the fact that mine can never be replaced. When I look at him
now he seems like an old friend. I'm sure that if I talked these things over
with him he would understand. But it's too late.

He finishes cleaning my teeth. [ rinse my mouth. My dentist produces
a brand new toothbrush and demonstrates softly on my teeth a more
effective way of brushing to help reduce tartar build-up. When he has
finished, I get up out of the chair, unsteady on my feet as usual. He hands
me the toothbrush. "A gift," he says. I may never see him again.

We walk down the corridor together, towards Reception. He says:
"Do you want to know something funny about the car which ran over our
keyboard player? There was a young bloke driving, and apparently his
girlfriend was going down on him at the time. Right there in the front
seat! He lost control. He started driving on the wrong side of the road.
Our keyboard player had just begun to cross."

"What rotten luck," I say, feeling deep sympathy for this man I've
never met.

"Yes," agrees my dentist. "Mind you, he was crossing against the
‘Don't Walk’ sign."

As it is my last appointment, this punchline to the history of my
dentist's band seems very appropriate, and ties in nicely with its oral
theme. It is a fitting conclusion to the sixth and final instalment of a
narrative spanning three years, and I get the feeling he has been saving it
up for the right occasion. Now he will go on as before, probing mouths,
drilling, filling, cleaning, patching up neglected and abused gums. People
will always require dental care. Music is a luxury. My dentist won't have
time to think of me and my fate. He has a practice to run, new teeth to X-
ray, payments to keep up, a wife to love, children to raise in such a way
that they don't end up in jail.

The dentist is already ushering in another patient, a middle-aged
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woman with what appears to be a fine set of teeth. But how can you
know at a glance? She and the dentist disappear down the corridor. I take
one last look and then walk out, clutching my new, blue toothbrush.
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The Girls In The Great Coloured
Leotards

Ellen Rodger

For physical culture competitions they put brown make-up on your legs
and spend about an hour on your hair, putting it up in a bun whether it
suits you or not. Your mum has to dye your shoes and this year it's hot
pink. Hot-pink leotard, hot-pink ribbons in your hair and hot-pink ballet
shoes with elastic wrapped round your ankles twice. This is the hardest
part, getting the elastic to sit perfectly flat. Mum pins it first and then we
carefully take them off and then she sews it in but somehow, I don't
know how it happens and neither does she but when I put them back on
there's a twist in the elastic.

Don't worry about it, I say, even though I wish she could do it
properly but [ say don't worry because she's getting hysterical and saying
she's a hopeless mother and all that sort of stuff and that's worse than
having a twist in the shoe elastic. But my mum likes things perfect and
eventually we get it right and then we laugh about it and say how silly it
is as if the judges could see a little twist in the elastic anyway.

Janice's mother is the one who does our hair, she puts it in a bun and
says things like she's got difficult hair doesn't she and not just once she
says it the whole time she's doing it which is quite a while because it is
so difficult. Doesn't take a curl she says piling on the VO0S. [ have a hell
of a time with it in the momings, my mum says, don't [ darling, which I
refuse to answer.

Janice has hair that does take a curl, not only that but I'd say she's the
best in the class. I'd say if she wasn't in the class I'd be the best. She
looks better than me in all this stuff and her head suits a bun whereas
mine doesn't. But then she's got freckles on her back and I don't.

At twelve o'clock mum drives me to the hall. She's not happy, she
reckons Janice's mum is a stuck up bitch and I say she's fattoo. I practice
doing some of the exercises and this woman I've never seen before says
to me make sure your little finger sits flat against your hand my daughter
has that problem too. I thought it was nice of her to tell me seeing as I'm
not her child, I didn't even know my little fingers did that until she told
me. | tried to imagine having a mother who noticed that sort of thing for
you and I could see the good and the bad side of it.
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Finally we get marched into the room. There's girls here from all over
Sydney and some of them have fantastic coloured leotards, pink's nice
but a bit ordinary. The judges have their hair in buns too and their faces
are the colour of our legs. A woman stands on the stage with a
microphone and calls out which exercises to do and a woman at the piano
plays the tunes. On the last exercise the girl in front of me goes to the
right side first and then the left whereas I've gone to the left side first and
then the right I don't know who's made the mistake, me or her, her I
think, then I see that the girl next to me is doing it the same way as the
girl in front of me. This will give me a better chance of winning if both
of them have made a mistake. The woman on the stage says I'd like to
see you do that exercise again girls and I'm wondering who was wrong,
me or those girls. Those girls I reckon so I stick to my way and when |
look around I see that everyone else has done it the other way and I know
now that I'm not going to be one of the winners. Plus I've completely
forgotten to check whether my little fingers have been sticking out. The
woman at the microphone calls out the three girls who go into the finals
and I'm not one of them and then the rest of us pile out of the room while
they go up to the front trying not to smile too much. It's always the girls
in the great coloured leotards who win.

* ¥ %
We drive home not saying much. I have to sit on a towel because the
brown stuff gets all over everything. I pull the pins out of my bun but
even with them out my hair stays sitting on top of my head there's so
much hairspray in it. It does hold a curl, [ say to my mother, pointing at
my hair.
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Lipstick

Thea Calzoni

Let me say it is my sense of the theatrical but it may simply be the result
of years of intensive commercial conditioning that slots me into the
category of women who choose to wear it. We may not need it, we may
not actually look much better for it but it exists, a powerful symbol of
femininity. Girls use it, so do mature women; old ladies love it, and so do
guys in drag,

I am not a habitual user. Sometimes I go for hours at a time without
wearing any and it may take me ages to work out why I'm feeling so
down and out. Then I catch sight of myself in the mirror behind the
cappuccino bar and I realise I've got one problem at least that can be
remedied. One hard red slash and I'm better. It's not a good idea to get
caught short in a public place without some lipstick. Imagine sitting in
the doctor's waiting room surrounded by glossy magazines covered in
seductively made-up teenagers and suddenly finding you've forgotten to
touch up your mouth. Lipstick is not the sort of item you can borrow
from the HIV-positive druggie gay prostitute sitting next to you and if
you haven't got it baby well it's just too bad because now you know you
are looking like one of the stooges in the ‘before’ pictures.

I go through stages in my life when everything is fine. I have no
problems at home, my health is terrific . . . there's a slight cough and
some dandruff, not very virulent herpes, a small amount of thrush, just
the usual, nothing to worry about, basically I am on top, and during those
times I hardly bother to think about anything much other than how close
I am to reaching my most cherished goal in life (whatever it happens to
be at the time). And it is during those times when I am not nagged by
depression or insecurity that I must actually be ‘letting myself go’, as
they say, because suddenly one day everything starts to go into fast
reverse. Do you know what I mean? It all starts when your little black
dress begins to look a fraction too tight. This gives you a little concern
about your personal image and then you discover over too many drinks
that your best friend finds you totally insensitive. A few more drinks and
a couple of smokes later your boyfriend finds the words to tell you he has
decided to move out for a while.

The next moming I drag myself out of bed feeling like some space-
junk must have crash-landed on me in the middle of the night. I look in
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the mirror, mess up my hair a bit to try to jazz-up the tired old image,
drag on the stupid too-tight little black dress, pull on a big purple shirt
over the top, stumble into the kitchen, look at the coffee, look at the
bread, examine the toaster, discover last night's ashtray, slump down,
stare into space, begin to merge with the untidiness. Out of the gloom
comes a simple idea. There is an alternative. I jump up, rush back into
the musty bedroom, grab the deepest reddest shiniest lipstick I can find
and two minutes later I'm fine. I'm out the door, at work, it's a normal
day, what the fuck I don't care.

It's true what they say about lipstick. It works. Look at the
commercials. There's a steel-blue city scene. Traffic coldly cruises past
spacey skyscrapers. The Revlon Lady eases herself out of the Jag. Slick-
city blues don't move this girl. Her lipstick is her armour. Nothing can
touch her.

Maybe we all need some of that sort of protection. When you turn on
the radio and hear a Bosnian infant screaming as the reporter comments
on the life-expectancy rate of children undergoing amputations in the
war-zone hospital. Or television presents us with a scene where an old
man rummages through the debris of his earthquake-shattered home. He
worked all his life as a labourer to put his son through university and now
the boy is dead. He cries like a cat in the night. All his family is gone.
Everyone he loved disappeared in just a few seconds when the earth
rumbled. What are we to make of that? Sixty thousand people died,
millions of lives destroyed by something over which nobody had any
control. They say it is the will of Allah.

No. There is no God. Not the one I could think of, anyway. There is
no supreme being watching lovingly over the fortunes of humanity.
Humankind isn't so powerful either. We can make bombs; we can send
characters out into space but we can't stop earthquakes and floods and
one day a meteorite may crash into the earth and wipe us all out. What do
we do in the face of suffering, of the probability of extinction. We must
attempt to put on a brave face.

Look, for a lot of people, lipstick alone, is not enough. They need a
hairstyle and lots of accessories: hip clothes, strong black coffee, dope, a
scene, a St Kilda backdrop. That's OK. It's all part of the same thing. You
have to be fucking cool, don't you? You have to believe, and you have to
be seen to believe that there is a good life before death; you must show
that you partake of that good life; you may rage, you may spin out or you
may merely pose and be acknowledged by the faithful for your artistic
decency not to show any emotion.
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That is why, for a woman at least, lipstick, preferably red lipstick, is
the ultimate personal statement. It's a slash across the organ of
communication, making you impenetrable as you arrange yourself in the
sidelines of a glittering world and watch the smoke-rings rise.
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This is in Kensington

Robert Hollingworth

As far as these words go, I hope you're not expecting something mod or
post-mod in the way of a stylistic mode because it just wouldn't work. It
could be my style, but it isn't Fender's (real name Steven) who would
himself be recording the following (and not me) if only he could.
Fender's skills probably lie elsewhere. The other thing is that these events
in Fender's life are unfolding at this precise moment, so no one can know
what will happen or what the future holds, not even young Fender.

Even as I write he is walking up the street thinking about his Uncle
Cam. He supposes they get on alright but Uncle Cam being of a different
generation and nearly as old as his old man there's got to be a gap. But
Fender is more thinking about Uncle Cam and his Mum. How they have
always hit it off.

His Uncle Cam runs that new bike shop on the Daly Street corner
where the video shop used to be. On his way Fender calls in to see what
goes on and Uncle Cam gives him a new bike pump. He's always giving
him things. There's nothing wrong with Fender's other pump but he takes
it anyway and then heads up Argyle carrying this white pump tucked
under his arm like a baton. When he takes it out to cross the street he can
still feel the sensation of it tucked under there.

Fender is thinking it's as though your body's feelings take a while to
catch up with what's actually happening. Like when you hurt yourself
why does the pain last so long? Isn't the first jab of it lesson enough?
Fender figures that it's like that with your feelings inside as well, when
something in your life turns out to be a real pain and you carry it around
like a dead weight long after.

He is reflecting on that when he notices this small strange thing on the
ground, up against the curb, that could be a living organism. It has a flat
head, a kind of wrinkled look and is about the size of a finger. Then he
sees it is a finger. A man's or a woman's finger he'd guess, one of the big
ones, a kind of fawn colour and bluish-black where it has come off. If
you can imagine the feeling he has it is like he's seen this thing but really
doesn't want to, like being pulled in as an eyewitness to something that's
not your problem. It has complication written all over it.

He's had that all his life. For fifteen years complications been
following Fender around. He figures everyone has something in their
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lives, things they'd rather keep back there out of the spotlight, or they're
not human. He thinks his problems at home are probably a bit weirder
than some but it's definitely not stuff he wants to go public on. He figures
he never had a say in a lot of it anyway, and everyone knows you can't
change the past or maybe do much about the future either. Not the big
things.

So here he is and there is this finger. He can't deny that he's seen it.
Does he pick it up? Then what? Can he put someone else's finger in his
pocket? Does he take it down the cops and then fall on the wrong side of
the Law for disturbing some kind of evidence? Does he just go and report
it? What if it's gone before they get back? That's the way things are with
Fender, a chance discovery, then a major problem. Like when he first
learned the news about his Uncle Cam.

Then he gets this idea that maybe he could keep the thing. Get some
of that transparent liquid from the chemist and keep it in a jar at home.
From one angle it sort of beckons him and from another seems to be
pointing at something far off. People come and go but no one he can trust
with the knowledge of it. Then a man comes out of a house and comes
over in a way that says he's seen him in advance. Fender doesn't like the
look of him either but there is no choice now.

Have a look at this, says Fender, pointing with the bike pump.

It's a bloody finger, the man says. Where'd it come from?

Don't ask me, I just saw it. I was coming up the street and just saw it.

Wait till I get something, says the man.

He is gone a minute and returns with a plastic bag. He puts his hand
in the bag and uses it like a glove to pick up the finger. He draws the bag
inside out as he takes it off his hand. He's enclosing the contents,
hygienically, thinks Fender, the way butchers do in the shop.

That's the way we do it in the shop, says the man. I'm a butcher.

He holds up the bag so they can study the brown form. The light
streams into the plastic and Fender thinks the whole thing looks like a
priceless artefact. He wants to tell the man that he'll take it from here but
the man is already heading for the house and the next thing Fender
knows, he is following the man up the passage into his kitchen.

Fender sees a calendar on the wall and a smaller one next to the
fridge. He notices they both have girls. The larger one has a girl in
bathers, with her arms wrapped around. Fender thinks she looks like she
is trying to cover herself up but is just pushing it out all the more. Around
the room he sees glasses in a glass case, some kind of a trophy and a pile
of dishes dirty in the sink. Next to that he sees a meat cleaver on a
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wooden slab. If he's a butcher, thinks Fender, how come he doesn't
butcher his meat at work? He observes the man over near the voluptuous
picture clearing a spot to put the finger and he thinks next we'd best call
the police.

I think we'd best call the police, he says.

You're right, says the man. Sitover there, I'll be back in a moment.

When he is gone, Fender sees Donahue Smallgoods written on the
calendar, the smaller one has nothing written on it. He looks at the bag
on the bench with the finger. He reaches over and touches it to check
again that it really is one. The girl on the calendar looks as if she can
really see him, while she pretends to cover up her top half. No one's
falling for that one, he thinks. Then he has this flashback to a day in the
back garden at the back of the old house with his mother and Uncle Cam.
She was in her bathers and Fender's old man was away onthe rig. Fender
sees the calendar again. Mum's got a lot of this girl in her, he thinks.
That's why his Uncle Cam's been hanging around his place as long as he
can remember. He figures he can handle it though. He thinks Uncle Cam
is OK, treats him better than his old man really.

Like the pictures do you son? lIt's the butcher. Over as soon as they
can, he says. You might as well go now. I'll take care of the rest.

When Fender didn't stand straightaway he says, This is a mad day,
I've got a lot of stuff to get through, you better get going.

Can I wait until they get here? asks Fender.

No need for that. I'll fix it up. What's your name?

The man gets a biro and writes Steven Holmes on his hand.

Fender thinks that the next thing he'll ask if I'm related to Sherlock
and then I can say [ don't know it's an unsolved mystery.

You're not related to Sherlock, are you? says the man.

I don't know, says Fender. It's an unsolved mystery.

The man does this funny kind of a laugh which Fender is grateful for
because it buys him a bit of extra time to figure out what next to do. He
thinks he is probably building for a full-on argument when a lady comes
backwards through the back door with one of those vertical shopping
trolleys.

Fender notices the lady is big, real big, as tall as her husband. He sees
the large coloured spots on her dress being stretched sideways into ovals.
When she speaks he can hardly believe the tiny voice that comes out.

They didn't have your blades, she says. And I wasn't going to get
another brand, you know what you're like, can't do anything right I can',
never could. Mrs Pearson wants her shears back. This afternoon.
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She comes into the kitchen making Fender feel he is definitely in
someone else's house. But she takes no notice of him and the man isn't
going to worry over it. He just picks up the bagged finger and puts it in
the comer, out of sight. Fender can see the man isn't going to say
anything about it. That worries Fender, he is thinking someone else
should know about this, just to share some of the burden. He believes you
can't have too many witnesses.

The man tums to Fender with his hands on his hips. Meat hands,
Fender thinks, capable of immense damage. He was thinking about years
of solid carcasses being chopped and skewered, and whole sheep being
drawn and quartered. And all that blood. Last Christmas, Fender got this
job in the canteen at Jackson's Meatworks. He remembers those men
coming in for their pie and sauce at Moming Tea, still in their work
overalls and the blood smeared along the front of the queuing counter.
It's just like tomato sauce to a meat worker. Then Fender thinks of his
own old man on the oil rigs — he might not come home but the
consolation is he doesn't have to do what butchers do, and anyway, with
the old man at sea they never have to face the problem of whose looking
after who or who's son he is. He, his Mum, Uncle Cam and his Dad go
their own way. We make our own plans, thinks Fender, and stay out of
harm's way like everyone else.

Well thanks Steven, says the man. You can go now. He makes for the
door as if going first might attract Fender the way it did when they came
in.

Fender was thinking about leaving and he might have but just then the
man's wife tumms around and Fender sees the bandaged hand. He starts to
think about how long the man was gone when he said he made the phone
call. In his mind he can't see the cops coming at all. He thinks maybe he
should wait for the police.

I think maybe I should wait for the police, he says, realising he is glad
the lady is there and hoping the man doesn't push it further.

Police? What police? The lady steps back to make space for this new
development. Fender hears a fork drop into the sink.

What's happened this time? Barry?

Don't worry about it Dawn. It's nothing really. Don't forget your
heart, he says, giving Fender a solid look.

Go and lie down, Dawn. Somebody's car was pinched that's all.

He is looking at Fender in a way that says he could lose everything if
he speaks up now. But Fender's mind is made up. There's no going back
once a fresh idea is in your head. He looks at the man's wife about the
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same moment she looks at him.

What did you do to your hand? he says.

Her eyes go back to Barry.

What's he want to know that for, Barry? What's going on?

It's nothing Dawn I'm telling you. Go and have a lie down.

Have you lost a finger? says Fender. He has to swallow. There is a lot
of heat in his face and he suddenly notices the bike pump again. He is
gripping it like handlebars which has the same effect as biting the bullet.

Oh hell! says the man. Don't be bloody ridiculous, son! Dawn, show
him your hand. Not that one, the one with the bandage. I can't believe
this. Don't ask Dawn, just do it, pretend he's a bloody doctor or
something.

Are you one of those medical students from the flats? she says.

She looks relieved, so Fender says nothing. He thinks sometimes it's
best to keep your mouth shut and keep life simple, like keeping his old
man in the dark about Uncle Cam. The things he could tell, thinks
Fender, but it wouldn't help, it would just blow the whole thing into a
storm.

The man's wife goes for a kitchen chair and when she drops, it makes
a faint squawk on the lino. With her good hand she slips out the pin and
begins unrolling the bandage. She goes around and around the club while
her eyes keep picking out Fender and her husband in case she's misread
the whole thing. She is getting a good pile of gauze on the table and
Fender's heart is really going. He can feel his heart's energy, kicking
away like his Mum said he did before he was born. She said he was like
a wild one trying to get out. Fender thinks, at that time she was probably
feeling bad about her and Uncle Cam and maybe he was just picking up
the vibes and getting angry about her and his Dad and why he has to call
her friend Uncle Cam in the first place.

But Fender doesn't feel like that these days. He figures we're heading
for a new century and everyone's liberated now. And no one gets too
close, that's the main thing. That way you can be yourself, be an
individual.

He strains to get a better look at the bandage coming off but at the
same time he doesn't think he wants to see the damage. He notices the
butcher isn't taking much of an interest, which could mean almost
anything. He is just pacing around and making everyone nervous. Fender
wishes there wasn't a meat cleaver over there on the bench. The man's
wife still has a couple of layers binding her fingers and Fender can just
make out a stain of iodine when the doorbell goes. Fender recognises the
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same kind of old bell-rattle like they had at their old place near the
freeway. The man leans across the island to get a view down the passage.

There you are son! he says. You see? I told you not to panic.

Fender looks down the hall and sees blue uniforms wobbling in the
thick glass panels. He is thinking, Don't call me son, I'm not your son,
I've got my own family. Then he gets this unexpected warm feeling.
Something says that maybe things can turn out all right after all. He is
looking down the passage, possibly into the future. The lady, with a
handful of bandage, stands behind him. The man is already halfway to
the door.
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Sssh Keep Quiet.

Maryrose Casey

Cream paint, it always looks dirty. Dad will be cross about that. The
architraves always look like miniature staircases. I'd like to touch them.
But I have to stay still. If I stay still long enough, it will stop. One day I
will look back and it will all be like a bad dream. Sounds and shouts. I
rarely understand the words but the blows are clear. Am I a coward
because I hide and pray for it to stop? It's a sunny day outside, if I
concentrate enough maybe I can hear life beyond. I dream of life outside
at night when it's quiet. What will it be like when I grow up? I want it to
be fun, full of people who laugh and do things. How long can Dad keep
hitting Sean, won't he stop? Please God make him stop. I'll work harder,
I'll make sure tea is made on time and that the dishes and floors are
clean. I always think of Sean as frozen, frozen in anger and hurt like a
lost puppy that's been beaten too often. I suppose that's not surprising.

There's Mum's voice, she should stop it. And not just this time. Why
doesn't she do something? She makes Dad angry and Sean cops it. But
she won't look. She has to have her way, her tantrums, her outrage that
she is disturbed and no matter what the family must stay together.
Sometimes I wish Dad or Sean would die then it could stop. But for now
I stop, I stand still and listen and pray and the world gets smaller and
smaller. All there is, is the sounds of whimpers and blows, shouts and
cries. Poor Sean. I hate Saturdays, it's always like this. When Mum is
teaching Dad just winds up. It's like clockwork. But maybe it will be all
right now. We'll all watch TV together and be quiet. Maybe there will be
a cowboy film on, Dad likes them.

As long as none of us does anything wrong. Last Saturday I ate the
last biscuit, Dad was keeping it for Mum. I did the wrong thing. I should
know better if I didn't do the wrong thing I wouldn't need to be scared.

It never used to be so bad. When we were little it was OK as long as
we did what we were told. When we didn't we got punished. Like the
time when | was four and I didn't stay and look after the baby. I just
wanted to see Christine's birthday presents. I only went across the road
for a little while. Mum was home so I thought it couldn't be too bad. But
Dad was so angry and then Mr McLane who lived next door came in
after I got my hiding. Dad told him what I'd done and they both just stood
there staring at me in disgust and then walked away, without saying a
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word. I felt so little and so bad. I was frozen I couldn't even feel where
the stick had hit. All [ can remember is standing there for ages frozen.
Then I pulled my pants back on. It's funny how you don't remember the
pain, just the feelings.

Mr McLane made things bad lots back then. I'm glad we moved
across the road away from him. He was really angry if we made any
noise. I don't think he was a shift worker like Dad, because the worst
time was when the floor in the middle room was being polished and all
the kids got to stay in one bedroom and we had fun. Every room in the
house opened off the middle room so we couldn't use the doors, we had
to go in and out the windows for the whole day. The window to the boys'
room was too far off the ground so we all stayed in my room. We didn't
make that much noise I'm sure. We just told jokes and scary stories till
we went to sleep. But in themoming Dad dragged us all out and thrashed
Sean and me 'cos Mr McLane had complained. Dad was really angry and
I think Sean got frightened. He tried to run away from the stick. Dad
chased him, our dog thought it was a game and he chased Sean too,
giving him little bites for fun. But Dad wasn't doing it for fun. Somehow
the dog joining it made it all so much worse.

But not as bad as it is now when Dad drags Sean out the front nearly
every moming and hoses him down and hits him with the hose. I wonder
what the people who live in the street ever see and what do they think?
We know nearly all of them, but nobody ever says anything. Maybe they
don't notice.

* ¥ %

I saw the fairies again this moming. I think they are fairies. They look
like little funny-shaped balls of coloured light that flash and move so
quickly. Dad told me about the time he went out to the fairy ring near
where he lived as a boy at midnight on midsummer's eve. He crept out of
the house and hid himself on the hill above the ring to wait and see the
fairies come. It sounded wonderful. In Ireland they have twilight that
lasts for hours and hours, I'd like that half light for fairies and softness.
Dad saw the fairies, he said they were beautiful and they danced and
sang. Not like the fairies I see but like fairies in stories. Little people
dressed in beautiful colours. And they didn't catch him, you have to be
careful that they don't catch you or you may never get to go home again.

Dad caught a leprechaun once, but it tricked him and he looked away.
And the leprechaun escaped. I wish I hadn't been so frightened the time I
saw a leprechaun. I think he was a leprechaun. He was only about a foot
high and he was the strangest-looking little man. He was just hanging in
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the air. I got such a fright I shut my eyes as hard as I could. When I
opened them again he was gone. I was really sorry. I might have been
able to talk to him, if I wasn't such a coward.
* ¥ %

Well today has certainly started well. I'm enjoying it. This room is
always too dark. I wish the sun could come in. I always like the quiet of
being alone. But now I wish I could talk. Anyone would do just as long
as they'd listen. But no one wants to know. I've always been invisible. I
don't know what's wrong but there is something wrong with me. I don't
know what it is. Right now I feel really bad, so guilty. I get to stay home
and Sean has to go to school. Just because there is blood all over my
dress and [ don't have another one. He looks like a truck hit him. What's
he going to tell his mates and what about the teachers. I suppose they
won't ask. Mum said he was to say he fell over. I don't have to stay still,
no one else is here, but I can't move. I keep hearing the screams and
seeing Sean's eyes. He's not like a beaten puppy anymore he's like a
demented rat desperate to destroy what's hurting him. I wish my hands
hurt more then I wouldn't feel so guilty and I wouldn't have to think.

It happens so often you'd think we'd get used to it. But you don't. I
know I don't and I don't think anyone else does either. It's funny none of
the neighbours ever hear anything. The lady next door had no trouble
being disturbed by our chooks but she never hears the fights.

I'm always frightened someone will get hurt. I guess they will soon,
this moming was nearly it. This moming was the worst ever. Seven-
thirty getting ready for school as usual and Mum started to leave for
work, so Dad started on Sean. Dad always goes berserk when he's
thrashing us, especially Sean. But this moming was different. Something
was worse. It seemed so desperate, Dad was desperate and I don't know
why. It was like he wanted to kill Sean, drive him into the ground and
stamp on him. It was more than anyone could bear. No hiding behind the
door today. Today we were all in trying to stop it. Trying to stop Dad and
that made it worse, it seemed to drive him mad. Sean did go mad. I knew
it. He ran into the kitchen when we got Dad off him. And I knew. It's
horrible to know that someone else has decided to hurt back. So I ran into
the kitchen after him. Sean was shivering and crying and holding the big
carving knife. He said he was going to kill Dad and I knew he would.
God I wanted to, just to stop it. Just for quiet and laughtersometimes and
joy. I don't know, there had to be something better, but if Sean killed Dad
he couldn't ever have it. So I had to stop him.

Sean had the handle in both hands so I grabbed the blade. It was like
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something out of a dream. Sean pulling one way, me pulling the other
neither of us saying a word, but both knowing what the other thought. I
didn't think you could win when you held the sharp end. But I read
somewhere once that you couldn't be beaten if you kept getting back up
again. Maybe I should have lent that book to Sean. But that would have
been against the rules. You have to pretend everything was all right and
never talk about it. I got the knife off Sean.

When everything had calmed down no one said anything or asked
how I cut my hands. I wonder why not. They must have seen the blood
everywhere because that's why I didn't have to go to school. Its like we
all pretend if you don't say it, it doesn't matter and it will go away. |
found out why Dad went crazy though. Sean hit back.

We are not allowed to hit back.

So Mum and Dad have gone to work and the boys have gone to
school and I'm home alone. It's quiet now everyone's gone. [ wish there
was nice noise. Maybe if I peel the potatoes and get everything ready for
tea tonight will be all right.

L S S

It will be funny having Christmas without Sean here. Mum let him go
and stay with Nana and Aunty Anne. I think I'm jealous. But I shouldn't
complain. Dad doesn't lay into me any more. A man must never hit a
woman according to my Dad. The ugliest thing in the world is a drunken
woman says Dad. [ don't remember what else Dad says but it's all what
you don't do or else why you can't do. But I guess it made turning twelve
interesting. I didn't even know things were going to change. Suddenly I'm
female and no longer responsible for everything. Well yes responsible
but the punishment is different, now instead of walking away in disgust
after, he just walks away in disgust. | wish he didn't.

It's funny Mum letting Sean go somewhere else. She's always said it
would kill her if the family didn't stay together no matter what. Morning
family prayers always the same, keep the family together, conquer the
commos and keep peace in the world. No one worries about peace at
home. I wonder what she said to Nana and Aunty Anne. I can't even
imagine. I know she wouldn't have said the truth. [ wish I knew what the
truth was. Sean's safe, but Dad has started on Tom. Not a lot but more
than he ever did before. We're going to visit Sean on Christmas Day. [
wonder what he thinks about it all. Did they send him away because he
hit back, or because Dad was a lunatic where he was concerned.

It's justice that Dad's turning on Tom. Tom's made everything worse
for Sean for years by spying on him and dobbing to Dad. Sometimes I
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hate him for it, but there's nothing I can do. The last time I tried to help I
nearly caused trouble myself. Dad always starts with the sticks he keeps
on top of the cupboard in the kitchen. I thought if they weren't there he
might calm down while he looked for new ones. So I rocked the
cupboard back and forwards till they fell down the back. I thought if it
looked like an accident no one would get into trouble.

Dad didn't think it was an accident but Mum calmed him down. He
was checking they were ready, when there wasn't any trouble. I thought
he only noticed them when he wanted them. I was so scared I'd have had
to own up I did it, and I don't think being a girl would have saved me.

* k¥

I never realised how empty hospital rooms were, all shady and dark. At
least this one is. Its like a dream, not really for people, no one can hurt
you here. Yes they can, the doctor was disgusted with me because I could
eat breakfast, but I was so hungry. And my going hungry won't change
anything, it won't. I guess I just don't have any real feelings. It's hard to
when everything seems not quite real. I kept hoping it would end and it
would just be like a bad dream and now it has, the dream won't end.

I did it. I always wanted Dad or Sean to die so the rest of us could
live. I just didn't think I'd be the one to do it. After the big fight and the
knife and stuff Mum let Sean stay with Nana and Aunty Anne for a few
weeks. A big shock to the family that must stay together no matter what.
I always thought it was definitely no matter what. But I knew it wouldn't
be for long. I dream of going and living somewherea long way away and
pretending that I don't have a family. It must have been wonderful for
Sean to live somewhere else for four weeks.

Then we had the big reconciliation holiday. All of us going down to
the beach together for January. We had a big family outing to an ocean
beach. We usually only go to bay beaches. Tom and Sean were playing
in the water going further and further out. Mum kept calling them to
come in but they pretended they didn'thear her. So she sent me out to tell
them to come in. When they started to, she changed her mind and said it
was all right.

I've always been such a coward and I'd been afraid to go in and get
them. But I thought this is good for me. I'm here now so I'll be brave. I'll
play in the water. It only comes up to my waist. It's silly being afraid all
the time. I'll become a new person a brave person who is adventurous
and not always cringing about possible consequences.

And it was fun. It felt good in the water and good being brave. But
something happened with the tide, the top of the water was still nice but
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underneath it ripped my feet out and I couldn't stop being pulled out to
sea, | grabbed at rocks and seaweed and they just ripped out of the sand.
couldn't believe it, the water wasn't very deep I could touch the bottom
with my hands without getting my face wet. I was sure it would be all
right but I couldn't stop being dragged out of control. So I started to yell
for help and Tom and Sean came to help and they started to pull me in
when the sea erupted. It was like a volcano. I don't know how or why and
some of my memory has holes. The next thing I saw was the beach a
long way off, everyone looked like they were on a small TV. There was
Mum two inches high in her navy blue togs and lots of people sitting in
groups with towels and umbrellas. It was like a postcard that moved. And
I saw Sean floating face down in the water in front of me. He seemed so
close but I couldn't reach him. I tried and tried. I can't swim and all I
could do was dog paddle, part of me was proud that I could stay afloat.
I'd never done that before. Part of me was afraid that if I reached Sean
and lifted his head we'd both drown. Only his head floated. I thought the
whole body did, not just the back of his head.

I could see Mum on the beach running back and forth wringing her
hands. I'm glad after all that my glasses stayed on, it would have been so
much worse if I couldn't have seen at all. I get scared when I can't see.
And I was already more scared than I'd ever been. It's funny I've never
been able to scream before, if I tried, like on rides when other girls did,
no sound came out. But I was so frightened that they'd forget me and
think I was already dead that I kept screaming for help and I think they
could hear me. I don't know, no one said anything or yelled back or
looked at me. Maybe they looked out but I didn't think they could see me.
Mum was being very dramatic, running backwards and forwards, crying
out for someone to help her children. Dad was standing to the side
talking to some men. I don't know if everything was in slow motion or if
everything took a long time. I kept getting tired, but I read a story in a
Readers' Digest magazine about a woman who kept herself afloat for
three days. And she had sharks to worry about. I was worried about
sharks too but I couldn't see any. Every now and then seaweed would
brush my feet and I would get a fright. Dad started to walk out towards
us. I think he wanted to see how far he could get. Dad could swim even
less than I could. He'd spent years holding on to rocks with one hand and
convinced he was swimming with his feet and other hand. He always
held his head and shoulders right out of the water. It always looked very
funny, but Dad was very proud of his efforts, so we weren't allowed to

laugh.
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Dad kept walking out towards us, the water was very shallow in
where we had been playing. Then he got a bit further out and
disappeared. He never came back up. I couldn't look at the shore any
more. | tumed away and looked out to sea instead. Somehow it didn't feel
so bad, looking out to sea seemed easier.

It got harder and harder and I didn't want to keep trying to stay afloat.
It wasn't going to be like a bad dream I wasn't going to wake up. I tried to
hold my head under the water and drown quickly but I couldn't make
myself breathe under water no matter how long I tried. I just held my
breath until I gave up and came up for air. Then I thought I'd swim out to
sea and when I got too tired it would be over. But I wasn't any better
swimming out to sea than I was at trying to get in to shore. I could paddle
to keep afloat but couldn't swim anywhere.

I'd stopped looking at the shore so I didn't know that lifesavers had
arrived. It seems it took them three attempts to get out through the surf
and they had to use ropes or something. I don't know. All I know is that
suddenly I was grabbed by the neck from behind in a vice-grip and was
being taken to the beach. I read somewhere that people being saved often
panicked and so lifesavers had to be very tough with them so they
wouldn't both drown. But I wasn't struggling or panicking. They didn't
need to be so rough. They must have thought I was worse than I was 'cos
they tried to give me mouth-to-mouth. I was too tired to tell them I was
all right. I guess they realised I was alive, they stopped pretty quickly. I
just lay on the beach. I couldn't move, then I realised Sean was lying
beside me. He was so yellow. I wonder how long they spent giving him
mouth-to-mouth. I think they could have put us in different places. And I
think they could have brought the live person in before the dead one.

I couldn't move my head, all I could do was lie there andstare at Sean
and wonder if I could have reached him and lifted his head would he be
alive now. Then they put Sean in an ambulance. I would have liked a
drink of water but I don't suppose anyone had any. No one said anything
to me. | don't know if Mum and the others were still there or not. No one
spoke to me or noticed me until they put me on a stretcher and in a
helicopter. I was too tired to be frightened of heights. I could see straight
out and I couldn't move my head so I had to keep looking. The helicopter
kept going round and round. Finally I realised they must be looking for
Dad, or maybe I heard them talking and that's how Iknew. I don't know I
was a bit vague.

They didn't find Dad.

Then I was in the hospital and they were sticking drips in my arm. I
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still couldn't move. I heard the doctor tell Mum I'd have to stay there for
a few days, shock and exposure.

It's really strange having nurses handle you, take your blood pressure
and stick needles in you and no one talks to you or acts as if you are
really there. No one talked to me till this moming when the doctor was
shocked that I ate breakfast. Even at home after the worst fights we were
allowed to eat. What happens now I wonder. They are both dead. Will
that make life better? I don't think so. I love my Dad and my brother.

Mattoid
Poetry, Prose, Reviews and Graphics
Subs: $20 for 3 issues

Editor: Brian Edwards
School of Humanities
Deakin University Vic 3127
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Naked and to the Left

Enza Gandolfo

Four women, naked in the kitchen, drink red wine and talk. The fire roars
in the fireplace, at the far end of the room. Soup bubbles on the stove.
The air is thick with smoke and steam; thick with the odours of melting
wax, coconut oil, hair dye, cooking chicken and buming wood. The air
and the wine intoxicate the women.

Clara is sitting on an old towel, on the wooden table, her mother
donated to the household. She has hot wax on her legs, she waits for it to
dry, clenches her teeth and strips it off. Thick black hairs are pulled away
from skin.

- I've always been attracted to men of the left, she says, to herself but
loud enough for others to hear,

- He is certainly that.

This is Amanda.

She is standing close to Clara almost touching but not quite. The hot
wax is drying on her eyebrows. Her long grey hair is wrapped tightly in
plastic and smothered with red dye. Amanda continues:

- They do nothing for me, they talk too much.

She looks across at Clara. She admires her smooth olive skin, the
Ruben curves, the fullness of her breasts. She notices the left breast
slightly bigger, weighs down lower on Clara's ribs. The imperfection
adds, for her, to the beauty. Her eyes settle on Clara's face — gentle
features, lucid eyes, Clara is alluring, whimsical, Amanda finds her
attractive, and Amanda does not often find women attractive.

I didn't know anything about sex until my brother came into my room
when | was eight and showed me his penis. It was erect and it looked
huge. He said if I let him stick it inside me he'd give me a pound. |
screamed and my mother called out and he ran off When my mother
asked what was wrong I didn't tell her. For years afterwards I'd look at
that part of boys pants and wonder how they kept all that hidden.

- Why men of the left?

This is Mary's question. It comes from across the room. Mary speaks
softly, her lips remain still so as hot to crack the white paste that hides
her fair, freckled skin. Cucumber pieces sit on her eyes. Her feet soak in
a small plastic tub.

- I've always been attracted to men of the left.
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Clara repeats herself and stops. She raises her eyes to the ceiling as if
the clue lies in the cracks.

- I don't reckon they're much in bed. My experience is limited though.

This is Anna, she winks at Amanda and then chuckles..Her hair is
wrapped in thick, black dye. She is sitting, hands on the edge of the same
wooden table, filing her nails—even and sharp.

- Come on Clara what is it about them, what is it?

Clara pulls at another strip. She clenches her teeth, each time the
actual pain not as great as that imagined. Her left leg is now smooth,
hairless all the way up her thigh to her crotch, next to it her right leg is a
forest of long, black hairs —dense, close.

Clara is a lawyer fast and hard, she defends those who cannot afford
to be defended, for a salary smaller than most but one she has become
accustomed to. It means she has to wax her own. With that she is content.

- I love the rough edges, the unshaven faces, the blue jeans and the
roll-your-own cigarettes.

As Clara speaks she brings her knees up to her chin andhugs her legs,
from time to time she notices wax left behind and scratches it with her
nails.

- I love the tanned brown skin, the smell of alcohol, the pensive eyes
and the husky voices. I love the words and the passion with which the
words are delivered over beer in smoky pubs.

She starts to wax the right leg.

- I love to hear them speak.

- The first time I saw a penis,

says Clara.

- Was my father's? He came home drunk one night and started to hit
my mother. He always hit her. He pulled it out, this thing, this big red
thing and he pushed inside her. My brother and I hid under the table and
we watched him rape my mother. I try to forget it, but the image when it
comes back is as real now as it was then. It took a long time before |
would let any man make love to me, a long time. I was twenty-five before
I slept with anyone. Twenty-five, he was a communist. He talked about
Sfreedom for the oppressed, I thought be meant women. He talked about
revolution, about changing the world, and I let him put his penis inside
me.

Anna asks,

- Well go on do tell, what's this one like?

Clara doesn't answer Anna's question but speaks on and as she speaks
she sways.
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- I love to hear them speak, plan and conspire. [ love the excitement
of the looming battle, always a looming battle.

Amanda moves in,

- I heard him leave this moming before breakfast, not like one of your
to leave before breakfast.

- What's he like in bed?

The question is from Anna.

They tumn to Anna, the other three. She is the youngest of the group,
her body is slender, gaunt — they can see her ribs, the bones of her
shoulders and hips. Naked she is a child, breasts undeveloped, no curves.
They are so used to her in the heavy black make-up and long gipsy skirts
that they find Anna naked a stranger and they stare at her, Anna's nails
are filed and painted black, except for the nails of her thumbs which are
red, blood red. She constantly asks about sex, wanting to, needing to
compare her's with their's.

The first time | saw one. It was in a magazine in primary school, we
passed it around underneath the desks. Big men with big penises. At
lunch time we huddled together to tell stories about girls we knew who
had done it and how painful it was. I remember being terrified that
someone would one day stick that into me. Sometimes now, the moment
before he takes his pants off, | remember those pictures. Sometimes I'm
frightened my vagina seems so small, but I've never met a man with a
penis as big as the one in the pictures. The last couple of men haven't
even been able to manage an erection.

- What was he like in bed?

She repeats the question.

- He didn't live up to his promises, but his promises made me so
homy I didn't need much.

The women laugh. As they laugh Mary's mask cracks.

Clara lifts herself from the table, moves to the stove and stirs the
soup. She takes a spoonful to taste, adds salt and herbs, stirs again then
ladles some out in a bowl. She breaks the end off a French stick and
takes the bread and soup to the stool by the fire. She eats.

- The soup's great.

Amanda holds tight the skin of her wrinkled eyebrow and strips off
the wax, she moves over to the cassette player and Marianne Faithfull
belts into the room. Amanda is now retired and has begun to write. She
has been a scientist for more years then she cares to talk about and now
literature has become her new passion.

She moves from the player to the stove and pours herself some soup.
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Anna watches her and becomes anxious, Amanda is the oldest of the
group, her body is soft. Her skin has begun to sag and wrinkle, her
breasts droop onto her. ribs, they are no longer round and full. Amanda is
large. No thinks Anna, she is fat; as she watches Amanda eat the bread
and the soup she feels sick. She touches her ribs one by one with her left
hand, takes note of every bone. She moves back to her nails and paints
them black.

- Sex is always less then they promise.

This is Amanda's voice. Amanda now sitting on a stool by the fire, by
Clara.

Mary takes the cucumber pieces from her eyes. She lifts her feet from
the tub and dries them, taking care with each toe. She moves from her
chair, her body is tight and firm. She is the dancer, her body is constantly
in movement. She puts on a green silk dressing gown and moves to the
door. As it opens fresh cool air floats in, she leaves the room. The others
do not speak, the music fills the room.

Mary returns moments later paste removed, face uncovered. She
pours soup and eats.

- The first time I saw a penis was in an alleyway at the back of our
house in Richmond. I was helping my mother sweep, I was ten maybe
eleven. A man walked past, a stranger, I hadn't seen him before. As he
walked past us he pulled out a piece of skin, a floppy, red thing and
started to pat it. At first my mother busy sweeping didn't notice. When she
saw him she yelled out and chased him with her broom. Don't tell your
father what happened she said, that was a bad man.

Anna paints her nails each stroke is slow and measured. She
concentrates, avoiding the food, avoiding the others. They don't know
what Anna does with her days and she avoids their questions. They don't
know what she does with her evenings and they have stopped asking.
They remain curious however, these women who's lives are open to each
other, these women who have become accustomed to sharing all their
secrets inside these walls.

Clara takes her bowl now empty to the sink. She fills it with water
and goes back to the table. The wax is still hot in the old steamer. She
spreads it with a spatula on her leg, waits for it to dry and then presses a
strip of cloth and pulls the wax away.

There is a silence. Amanda stirs the fire. Mary pours soup in a bowl
and hands it to Anna. Anna eats a spoonful and pushes it aside.

- Wine?

Amanda asks, the others nod. They hold out their glasses and she
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pours the red wine. They drink the wine quickly and return to their work.

Hair dye is washed off and the new colour is admired. Legs and faces
are now hairless and covered in creams and oils.

Anna is dressed in black skirt that reaches the heavy workman boots
she wears, cotton top also black and an old felt hat.

- I don't think I'll come back,

Anna says.

- It's too warm, too . . . I don't know why you want me here anyway I
think it's time to go.

They circle her, Mary in flowing chiffon skirt, Amanda in jeans and
Clara suited and fine.

- We'd love you to stay.

This is Mary, hand held out.

- To be part of us. To talk and whisper and eat and paint and wash
and live here. We'd love you to stay,

says Clara.

- Yes,

says Amanda, but with much less conviction.

- We'd love you to stay.

-1 can't,

says Anna.

- You remind me of my mother, all three, I hated being with her, she
reminded me of where I was heading. The oils and creams, the hair dyes,
they have stopped working. Can't you see— you are all OLD, all of you
OLD, I'm never going to be old not me,

Anna says and sighs.

They move back from her as she scours their faces — the fire cracks
and bumns and the soup bubbles and Clara drops her glass and it cracks.
Anna takes her hessian bag and walks out of the room and away.

Mary and Clara and Amanda join hands in a circle.

- Its tough,

Clara says.

- To be young.
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Reviews

Mark Brophy

Brainfright Press Pocket Book Series
PO Box 290 Belgrave Vic Australia 3160

Including such titles as Eternity Made Simple, Confessions of a Madman
and How to Stop Yourself from Becoming a Slug, the Brainfright Press
Pocket Book series dares to tackle a myriad of profound themes that
contemporary literature would find irrelevant.

I am reminded of how I read once that writing is quite easy. All you
need is a pen and paper (or word processor?), place your head in your
palms and wait for the blood to drip from your forehead onto the paper
(or keyboard?). I am not sure whether the blotchy, pitted and freckled
cover designs on this series is evidence of this theory, or if it's some kind
of Rorshachtic, psychoanalytical inkblot test designed to cryptically
prepare the reader for the hidden treasures and sagacious pearls of
wisdom embedded within the covers. Maybe not.

Being a tad larger than credit cards and no more than a dozen pages,
these publications provide a palatable and portable form of entertainment
for those who only have a few minutes spare each day to adequately
satiate their daily literature intake. I found them a valuable time
management instrument, to get some worthwhile reading in while
passing those few solitary and personal moments each day relieving my
bowels.

The Brainfright Pocket Books provide the reader the perfect
opportunity to fill in those otherwise weeny chasms of meaninglessness
in their lives such as ad breaks, while on hold, waiting for the kettle to
boil, or at the traffic lights, with a fascinating, micro-indulgence and an
insightful epistemological experience.

Take for example Pocket Book Number 6 - What Happens When You
Die? Instead of offering a fundamentalist or secular perspective, Ross
Curry acknowledges the pragmatic details of the decaying process
involved with a corpse subsumed by the natural elements. Other themes
are uncovered such as greed, altermative re-incarnation, bio-mechanics
and child behaviour, wrapped up with an interesting conciliatory twist in
the conclusion. And all in less than twelve pages!

All in all a great hoot for those looking to subvert the dominant
paradigm.
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Eric Beach

How To Think
by Nolan Tyrrell

publ. Hit & Miss Publications, PO Box 64 Coburg 3058. (RR $10. 95)

This book makes half those poets getting fat grants from our Literature
Board look unadventurous if not plain dull. Tyrrell essays different
approaches to most of his verse. If there's a style it's rhetorical questions
which don't necessarily build to a dramatic climax, they're more like
koans, as in Gertrude Stein's last riposte to ‘what is the answer?’

‘What is the question?’

Tyrrell is a sculptor and performance artist & this is reflected in his
constructions with words and phrases. He's not afraid to let his audience
take part in explaining what it is that he means. He takes risks with his
materials, not in a tricksy way, as with better known performance poets,
he doesn't make car noises into the mike like Komninos. On hearing or
reading these poems, the artifice works undemeath his surface, Direct
speech, narrative and description: These are never quite what they seem:

'l imagine that successful suicides have just lost their capacity to
Jail’

His poem, ‘Mythology’ makes statements in direct & reported speech;
however, the reader finds himself posing questions, a more subtle version
of the Socratic dialogue. Fact and fiction, the public & the personal,
received & newly created mythologies become interchangeable. His
timing is immaculate. This means that his humour works as it's meant to,
I often think that humour is the litmus test for genuine poetry in modern
times, particularly if it's translatable. These conversational poems are.
Good to meet a poet who's aware that it's himself he's talking to, this
allows for speculation rather than conclusions. Like those other members
of the Coburg Cricket team, Lysenko and Brophy, he tends to juggle the
ball before he accepts the catch. Sometimes he drops it.

Don't hold your breath. He doesn't always maintain the tension. But
Nolan Tyrrell's also an excellent sculptor, he leaves spaces to be
completed. As he says:

'l hope there's something artistic about cleaning up'

He's best in the world of things, better at playing with thoughts than
with emotions, one could not surely ask more of a love poem than, ‘she
puts up with me’. Or should you? There are more activities described
than we're used to in English poetry. Which makes his work accessible to
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those who have little patience for poetry. With a long-distance target he
has to allow for wind. His descriptions are spatial as in when he has 'a
bad gravity day' or visual and tactile:

"With breasts

how could they keep their hands off them

that over the years changed in my mind from hard geometry to water

balloons with a wonderful texture that you could never quite grab

satisfactorily’

There is a mixture, here, of confession & joky male defensiveness.
But perhaps sex makes us all jejeune. There's no claim that adulthood is a
platform to pontificate from, Tyrrell likes to challenge sets of opinions,
to expose received truths for what they are: attitudes derived from
prejudice.

There's no comfort here, as in a Les Murray utterance, where people
feel a prejudice being stroked, & deem it wisdom. It's more the vatic
deflated, a music hall oracle.

‘God is Ralph Blenkinsop, or Ralph Blenkinsop is God, but he doesn't

know it.

‘What's religion got to do with me?' said God

‘They adore you,' said the friend.

‘That's nice. Why?' said God. '"Do you adore me?'

‘No,' said the friend.

‘Why not?' said God.

'l know you,' said the friend . . .’

One Day She Catches Fire
by Kristin Henry
published by Penguin (RR: $14. 95)

Those who attend poetry readings have been waiting for some time for
this good book. As one who employs a discursive style to layer her
poems with meanings, Kristin Henry is one of many poets dismissed by
post-modern Oz Lit. I hope readers, like audiences, will honour this
past-mistress of storytelling, deceptively simple poems tum in on
themselves, not with an O. Henry twist, there's meditation rather than
premeditation, in their construction.

I like her way of sneaking up on you, her poems fail only when this
seems contrived, but this is rare, she's got reticence down to a nicety, a
surprising observation in a book with such an easy flowing manner. Her
poems are engaging as well as being engaged with social issues, her
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direct statements gain strength by being stated, barely.

It's a very human animal this book, it's full of actual human gestures,
relationships explored through details, like Myron Lysenko without a
certain distance, her jokes are more playful. Neither plays with language
much, they are, perhaps, a little too cautious in this regard.

They've both developed interesting thought processes, through a
spare, controlled development of images which appear more as thoughts:

‘Small Poem for Rebecca’

When my grey-eyed child says “lonely’
a tree falls in the Lemonthyme
Boulders hurl themselves

into bottomless ravines,

corners crack away

from arctic glaciers,

sand corrugates through the Kalahari.
Tumbleweed bobs through

a west Texas town

ahead of a keening wind.

When my child says “lonely’

two particles

appear out of a vacuum

somewhere in black space

and promptly disappear.

A well-rounded personality, tentative, slow to judge & damning when
she does, I warmed to her humanist philosophy, her shared doubts, a
fierce protectiveness of loved ones — Australian poetry is ruled by blokes
scared of sentiment; Kristin Henry plays with emotions like a cat
disembowelling a fluffy toy. A top writer. And she'll talk to anyone.

All five senses recur in her poems, she acts things out, she takes your
hand & leads you to a conclusion. I like best, those poems in which she
leaves more room between writer & reader. Her phrasing & timing are
those of a born story-teller, I'd like to hear her take more risks with her
audience, her poetry's music is too formal at times, & then she slips into
cliché. As though to conquer her irresolution. Her best poems convince
me that she's capable of balancing her creative tensions in a highwire act
worthy of J.S. Barry, weaker efforts are prone to a dying fall.

But this is carping. It's rare to meet a poet with such a talent for
weaving complex meanings & questions through an apparently simple
tale. She has a sense of drama & a fluent way of moving her stories on,
something which is beyond most contemporary Australian poets. Her
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book's full of other people, in familiar settings. A slice of wry in a
sententious scene, she puts things & people in their place, then you
discover a brilliant line by tripping over it. These traps of meaning and
unexpected realisations work on a second or third reading, a subtle,
rather than a tricksy poet. This work includes three or four generations &
would appeal to them all. Shows definite signs of joining that select
group: Australia's great wicked women poets.

The Sad Anthropologist
by Lauren Williams
Five Islands Press PO Box U34 Wollongong University NSW 2050

This book smells and tastes Australian, a natural voice, personal, like,
say, the American poet Sharon Stone rather than the carefully distanced
Raymond Carver, though both are story-tellers in a similar vein. She
hails from Melbourne's coffee bar readings, Vale ‘The Green Man’, and
her poems are accessible to a wide general audience and beg to be read
out loud.

Like all good poetry, there's much to be read between the lines. We're
drawn into each situation described, with a fluency and a sense of the
dramatic which bespeaks a natural facility with words:

My grandparents are getting old

They are thinking of moving

to the next world

They've been packing for years -

memories, habits, beliefs -

now every day something else

is put away;

the vacuuming, fixing the car,

cooking, mowing the lawn,

the body packing up

like it wants to finish the job

They don't know when they're going

There's no rush

So much to say goodbye to,

so little to carry.
is a poem moving in its understatement, in which the poet makes her
observations without being self-regarding, a fine and lasting piece of
work. The New York School of Sydney poets would no doubt dismiss
such a poem as aiming low, it lacks pretension and makes no allusions to
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the work of Ashbery and O'Hara. It remains with me, whilst their work
drips into a hot northerly on a Melbourne summer's day like ice-cream. A
relief to receive these poems, they don't depend on the petty snobbery of
allusions to cultural baggage, they're not afraid to be complete in

themselves, as in:

Clothes for the funeral . . .

only new shirt in years

and he missed it by days.

The verse is well-designed, the poet unintrusive, except when she
delivers dramatic pieces with éclat, as in ‘Young Female Poet,’ a nice
balance between the observer and the observed. Her native wit makes the
jokiness of John Forbes seem obtrusive, her only failure chimerical
beasts like ‘IL PAPA’ which fail to be concrete poems through a reliance
on commentary, or ‘At Varuna’, which goes no further than being
gathered impressions, notes for a poem. Most of her poems are so well
made that you don't notice when she's using a poetic device. Shows a
confidence and honesty which the self-titled generation of '68 lack.
Perhaps Les Murray should give her some of the hundreds of thousands
of dollars he's received from the Australia Council for the Arts, now that
he admits that he doesn't believe in grants? Many of these poems are in
the top one hundred of Australian popular poetry, ‘One Dick Poem Too
Many’, winner of the original poetry cup in Launceston, is top ten
material. Like many poets who have been damned by their popularity,
and marginalised by the great unread, she can't be dismissed as a
performance poet, she's, very simply, a very good poet.

Why?

When she discusses the foibles of humanity it is herself, manifestly.
This is why Catullus gives us such great pleasure. They both delight in
allusion, self-mockery, & rather flat jokes. It's a defeated stance I
suppose—you can't win with some people. Australian poetry is a flat
battery, mostly, great to meet a poet who gives it a charge. Definitely a
book for grandmothers who've seen it all. As a poet, always great to get
hold of a book which relaxes into its author's voice. She acknowledges
‘the community of Melbourne poets’ — she needn't have — they're the
non-sequiturs who end the rare spoilt poem. The best poetry, & it's not
always a whole poem, makes us readers reflect, as in ‘The Buming
Times’. | hope somebody gives this poet time to complete a considerable
talent. It's a good book on first second third & fourth reading.
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Kevin Brophy

Tickle

by Les Wicks

Published by Island Press Co-Operative, 1993 (approx. $10)
PO Box R-919 Royal Exchange Sydney NSW Australia 2000
ISBN 0909771 50 2.

Les Wicks was one of those new, wild, young poets published in the first
issue of Going Down Swinging fourteen years ago. Now you might think
I'm crazy, his poem began, and ended with: late at night/i threw a
brick/at a window. We believed him, and we thought his poem was a
brick too, or brick enough. Tickle is his third book, and though the
windows are no longer smashed, the reader crunches through these
poems like walking over glass. In ‘Saturday Night Windows’ there is still
the stance of the outsider:

One window in a well worn suburb done over

with the fresh paints of new money.

Old jeans and gold watches.

The young and cunning stand around/

stand around the buffet watching

their crackers swim

like pet hippos in

this crafty selection of dips.

and there is, from this distance, a kind of resignation, or grey realism:

Two window, a woman her video

on but ignored.

A drink, some thoughts,

quiet as only Saturday can.

Window is open, eyes out to the evening.

Nothing so dull as future or past.

and further along, through another window, another side of the older,
contemporary Les Wicks —the children who are beginning to people his
poems:

Four window

A child is fighting asthma, his courage

wrapped in fist, the little doll's sword

marks the soft palm of one hand.

On the bedside desk a well loved story
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promises hope . . .

These poems, or pieces, have that private, dashed-off,
talking-to-the-self feel that Pamela Brown's and Ken Bolton's work can
have. More than poems, they are the working of a poet's mind. Tickle is
wonderfully crammed with observations of the world too, so much that it
is one of those books of poetry future readers will need to seek out in
order to understand the sensibility of the times. What was it like to live
now? Read Wicks, Brown, Bolton, Henry, Caldwell, Beach, Lysenko.
Videos won't tell you, they're over-produced, too self conscious, not
small and private enough, and besides, they lack the detail you get in a
poem. And novels get caught up with narrative, at the expense of the
moment.

Does the news make you sick?

Does your car give you problems as its smoke

hums its weeny melody through this symphonic mess?

Hard to choose your holiday location?

I know how you feel I'm trying to decide myself while

explaining the refugee problem to my five year old around

a cruddy dining table that (let's be honest) needs replacing.

(from ‘Clovelly Hotel’)

Wicks's poems are surfaces. They are recorded impressions,
conversations, meetings, looks, phrases, places where everything is
re-used, (where) even money looks travel worn. Still faithful to the
broken glass school of poetry, these poems try to avoid doling out
wisdom or giving us those standby symbols of nature:

I write, furtive as a flea

"The moon in the sky."
(No images leff,
the moon is a public drink).
(from ‘Finding Ourselves’)

When the poetry does give us some urban-decayed version of the
good oil it's in the form of parody:

You're born, there's no choice of posting,

it's the ultimate conscription.

Franz tries hard, burns candles at both ends and by thirty

he's the amateur firefighter

trying to kill the flames.

Rule One:

281



Live your own cliche . . .

Rule Three: Love and everything stuffs you up.
(from ‘La Dole Cheque Vita’)

If you want to know what's happening to a generation who started
writing twenty years ago, read Tickle. If you want to be reminded of
what happened, keep it on your shelf for the next twenty years.
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Angel Blue by Theresa Driscoll
Etching
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Going Down Swinging

Back Copies are available:

Issue 13 (1993)

With a tribute to Jas H Duke in the form of a CD, this issue features
poetry and prose from over forty writers, an interview with Grant
Caldwell and reviews.

Issue 12 (1992)
Our first issue devoted entirely to poetry and prose featuring over S0
writers including Peter Bakowski, Eric Beach, MAC Farrant, Mal
Morgan and many more.

Double Issue 10/11 (1990)

Featuring interviews with Geoff Goodfellow, Gerald Mumane and
Bev Roberts, the novella Eyegiass by Kevin Morgan and prose,
poetry, reviews from over 40 writers.

Available for $5 each (Issue 10/11: $8) from PO Box 64
Coburg 3058 Make cheque payable to ‘Going Down Swinging’.

234



Going Down Swinging

A bumper issue with poetry, prose and reviews from Peter Bakowski, Eric
Beach, Mande Bijelic, Marion Bottomley, Lyn Boughton, Mark Brophy,
Kevin Brophy, Grant Caldwell, Thea Calzoni, Kieran Carroll, May
Carroll, Maryrose Casey, David Cohen, Ana Constantinou, Lynn Daniel,
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Elaine Fell, Alice Friman, David Flynn, Adam Ford, Enza Gandolfo, Kelly
Gardiner, Chris Grierson, Robert Hollingworth, Laura Hope-Gill, Kate
Horgan, Coral Hull, Jeltje, Greg Johnson, David Kelly, David King, Adam
King, Andy Kissane, Allan Lake, James Lee, Felicity Lewis, Billie
Livingston, Kerry Loughrey, Kate Lyons, Mark Mahemoff, GD Maller,
John L Malone, Lissa Mitchell, Robert Morris, Craig Nenke, Newerlife,
Mark O'Flynn, 1O, David Ray, Duncan Richardson, Ellen Rodger,
Graham Rowlands, Alicia Sometimes, Melodee Unthank, Adrian Wiggins,
Susan Wildman and Wolfgang Wirf, and an interview with Eric Beach.
Graphics for this issue from Mark Brophy and students at Ballarat
University, Vivienne Bozanic, Theresa Driscoll, Mel Evans, Janine Fusela,
Vanessa Gantner, Emma Stoneman, Kieran Tyrrell and Scott Wileman.
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