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Leaving Home/Coming Home
Matthue Roth

THE SKY IS SIFTY this morning. You talk about San Francisco and you talk
about fag/Fog City, USA. Colma is the land of cemeteries and Daly City is
where you go to get a rest from the action—it runs sideways along San
Francisco and the Mission, like bleachers. But San Francisco, that’s where
I want to be.

Twenty-thousand feet above America, I think

I finally understand Bruce Springsteen’s music.
We have all been born to run,

and growing up is like learning

where to hide.

“the weather in San Francisco
is actually not too bad ...”
—the pilot

TAKING OFF

Right now we'’re landing. Elevation 18,000 feet. This morning. Got up at
4:20. Sat with Janelle in the darkness for twenty minutes in a room I used
to live in, in this city that held me for half a decade. I couldn’t remember
where the light switch was. At twenty minutes to five I left, the scarcest of
hugs and then I was on the street, standing in front of my old subway stop,
trying to figure out how the early morning Metro works. I've lived in this
city for five years and I've never seen the Metro station gates being
unlocked.
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Plush furry valleys and then the plane shoots over a mountain and
San Francisco Bay explodes into view. Tiny hovels of cities shooting out in
every direction. Water ripples as the jet flies over it. It’s so big.

Yesterday. Started in Phili. Dan took me downtown because his
girlfriend is questioning their love and never lets him talk, and today he
needed to be heard. Janelle shows up at South Caffe and gives me a fat
stack of paper. It's her coworker C.A. Conrad’s manuscript of his visit to
Graceland. I leaf through it. There are transcripts of imagined conversa-
tions between him and Elvis. I heave a sigh of brilliance. In San Francisco,
I think. that could be me. Only, my fictional heroes, they’ll really talk back.

CRASH LANDING

I walk up and down Haight Street looking for work. I sell some zines to
Naked Eye Video and get some crumpled ripped bills, maybe $5. I ask at
two bookstores, the head shop and I even stop into the Gap on Haight and
Ashbury and grab an application, but maybe that’s just so I can tell people
how desperate I am. I vow to write a song about it, some day.

Eric asks me, why so glum, and I tell him: I think my mood is
inextricably linked to the Middle East. Every time I start feeling better,
Arafat blows something up.

On Market Street, a man is about to ask me for money. He 1s
wrinkled, almost expired, hair falling out in his hands. He’s about to ask
me for money and then he sees my hoodie lined with holes, my jeans
stained with the soil of my new house, the one whose walls are about to col-
lapse. He asks if | need anything and suddenly I am struck by the realisa-
tion of time.

Time and the city, like constants, with me holding a bridge
between them. One day I'm going to be on top of this city. His clothes are
biodegrading on his body, his hair is only going in one direction, but it’s
only going to get better from here, I realise that. I don’t know how he made
me realise that, offering to share the meagre, meagre amount of whatever
food or change he has, but I know, things are going to get better. I grab his
hand. I feel like singing ‘Hallelujah’ but he puts his finger on his lips and
tells me the words to ‘Ray of Light’, the Madonna song. And I know what
he means. Oh, I know.
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Big Sky Paradise

Anna Krien

We'’ve been driving naked for days.

Every now and then

the prime minister visits us

on the radio,

letting us know about our war

in another desert

where men and women wear camouflage
in the colours of dust

and the red of burning oil.

Steven makes wanking gestures
at the speakers,

his own dick flat and sticky
against the vinyl seat.

He says it is easy

to pick out the dictators.
They'’re the ones

with the emotional speeches.
Big arms,

long pauses,

and a whole lot of footage.

But this one is tricky, he says,
pointing to the radio.

This one made up his mind

a long time ago

that we’re not worth convincing.

But we're too far away

from anything
to think about politics.
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Driving across a desert carved up

with burnouts and doughnuts,

we pass rusting refrigerators,

dead foxes hanging from cyclone fences,
tails like fiery brushstrokes,

and creatures that still dream

of dinosaurs.

A long empty space

summed up in defence signals

and reverse charge phone calls.

Lone men on the run

from child maintenance.

Craters from American practice bombs
fill slowly with golf balls

as personnel practise their swing.
This is the flatland of donkey votes.
Not even UFOs land here.

Out here

the newspapers
read like sci-fi
and the radio
visits like bird poo
from above.

The service station boy,

30 miles back,

said to steer clear of any bikies.

Filling the jerry cans with liquid gold,

he told us stories about skeletons of men,
their jaws snatched back in scream,
white-yellow bones

tied with rope around termite mounds,
those red tombstones along the road.

But the only ghosts we see out here

are those of five dead teenagers

wrapped round a stringybark tree,

its trunk split like a cut lip

as bourbon blood leaks sap into the ground.
Perhaps you only see the ghosts

you can relate to.
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Sweat pours

down the inside of our thighs.

We wave at flies like queens.

Prescription pads, vitamins

and plastic containers of medicine

are stuffed in the old leather briefcase at my feet.
His scrawl is on the dotted lines,

the letters of his name

piling up and slipping off the page

like a child’s handwriting.

One night

Steven tore the prescriptions

into little white and yellow moths

and threw them

into the black mouth of the desert.

He didn’t cry but gasped

like an almost dead animal

on the side of the road.

There wasn’t anything

definitive about the moment,

it just meant more time at the next town
getting a doctor to write out new ones.

My hands have almost healed

from washing dishes

at the resort,

but skin still flakes from my palms,
falling like fish food

into my lap.

His hands

are almost finished.

I remember a long time

back when I collected cicada shells
in my floral landscape dress,

my grandma leaning on the broom,
a pile of bogong moths at her feet
Her hands had hooked

like burnt koala paws

around the wooden handle.
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She looked at me,

asked me to

gently

remove the broom

from her hands.

They had locked up.

From the floor

the moths had started to rise
and the dead cicada shells clung
to my dress.

Two nights ago

I had to help Steven piss
after the hot yellow spray
ran down his legs.

I had to wrap my hand
around his dick

and lift it away

so he could stop

pissing

on his feet.

It was like he was holding
onto an electric fence

and couldn’t let go.

Once a year in the desert
the propellers of

rundown aeroplanes spin
and lizards clamber to the
tops of rock boulders,
opening their dragon frills
to catch the smell of kelp.

Displaced albatrosses,

solitary figures like wandering men,
startle out of their depressed stares
and flap their Boeing 747 wings.
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They fly-fish shadows across the dunes,
and empty Coca Cola cans roll in,
tinkling as if tied

to the back of

an invisible wedding Buick.

I wind down the window and lean out,
flocks shaped like boomerangs

fly overhead.

Perhaps with fuel prices as they are,
we may have to learn

to fly our aeroplanes in formation.

We pass a caravan

the colour of aluminium

boarded up to protect against ghosts,
strange outlines seen only in dust at night
illuminated by headlights,

and a satellite dish

flattening itself

like an ear to the sky.

A dingo pup next to the highway,
its eyes a blue heaven milkshake.
A goanna guards it,

waiting in a patch of shade

for the pup to give up,

its legs flexed like poinciana trees.
We try to give the dog some water,
but it can’t swallow.

Flies begin to

file out of the dog’s mouth,
undertaking its last breaths

up into the blue belch

of a sky.

At night
the car becomes a boat,
lifting at the corrugations of a silver sea.
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The doona ruffles at my chin

like the foam of waves,

and when we fuck

he holds me down with his wrists.
Together

we tug our bodies

out of dark places.

I trace his moles

with my fingers.

Like rain

they spill down his back
and join into one.

And when he comes

he opens his mouth
revealing a small
fossilised bug

hiding behind his teeth,
pressed in his gums.

But still the lighthouse
from the desert’s edge
calls out for us.

Its one eye

searching across the red dusty plains,
saying Aroooo Ba.

Aroooo Ba.

[ dream of men

digging up graves

and killing the dead bodies
all over again.

When my grandma

was in the home,

hands under the bedsheets,

twisted like ginger.

My brother and me

brought her oysters.

We squeezed lemon over them

and tipped the shells into her mouth.
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Feeding her the sloppy flesh
that she barely had to chew.
She said they tasted

like the sea.

We'll put our clothes

back on when we reach
the end of the desert.

I'll help him with zips,
sleeves and shoelaces.
And tonight,

this long stretch of desert,
1s like a one-night stand.
At the end, we won’t know
what to say.

In the city,

people’s breath can blow out
like streetlights.

But here, under the odd boab,

a thousand yellow eyes turn on
and black coagulates around them like oil.
Stars streak like graffiti,

a single firework in slow motion.
Burnt out kernels

land somewhere,

out there,

in the desert.
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present perfect
Rijn Collins

HE CLINKED HIS GLASS against hers and she began.

I have:

... held a decapitated human head in my hands, sliced neatly in half
from crown to chin. Maruvelled at the intricate lacings of the brain, my fingers
probing the pliant curves. The inside of his head was captivating, but the
outside was astounding. deep blue irises staring back at me, a thick wedge of
tongue and a paper-thin scalp with a sprinkling of dark hair, strangely
touching. I've held a man’s head in my hands, wondered what sights his eyes
had taken in, what words his lips had issued forth, what had made him
throw back this skull and roar with laughter ... and how on earth the lab

]

assistant could tell me dismissively: “Don’t expect any magic: they're just bodies.”
He’s definitely looking startled, she thought.

I have:

... spent the eve of my birthday sleeping on a park bench in
Germany, scoffing at the predatory men circling in the early hours, waking
to find one seated at the end of my bench, his hand on my thigh. Ripped
pages from my German dictionary and held matches to their sovereignty,
the feeble flames on a cold European night no match for the sickly pear
schnapps keeping my face warm, and my breath cloying. Applied my black
lipstick the next morning to a soundtrack of The Cult spilling out of the
cheap '80s tapedeck nestled in the grass. Eighteen and invincible, tracing a
route to Berlin to stand on the crumbling wall to shed the ’80s as I turned
the corner into adulthood.
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I have:

... curled comatose on my bed a year later, watching the walls close
in. The cord of my psyche had been pulled tight, bouncing me back to
Melbourne, reducing my world from reckless adventuring in a myriad of lan-
guages to silent, desperate pleading in a squalid Richmond sharehouse:
Please let me get through this, please let me get through this. Impossible to
describe the agony of regressing from a fearless teenager hitchhiking her way
around Europe to a silent statue unable to view her open front door without
panic choking the throat. Three years trapped inside that tiny terrace house.
Well, look on the bright side: agoraphobia does give you plenty of time to catch
up on your reading.

Now he’s alarmed, she told herself. (Intrigued, but alarmed.)

I have:

... sat scowling in indignation in crowded lecture halls, told what it
means to be a woman. Locked horns with my fellow feminists and argued til
my throat was hoarse and my teeth were bared that yes, yes, yes, it is possible
for the stunning, six-foot goddesses of my favourite punk band, with their
full sleeve tattoos and slut red stilettos, to be perfect examples of femininity.
Stormed out of a Women’s Studies tute in disgust, retreated to the bar to let
wine wash away my scorn at the bleak view so many of my peers presented.
And then sat stunned as, with impeccable timing, a not-quite-drunk-enough
man thrust his face five inches from mine and said quietly (sour spittle
punctuating his words), “You're a filthy ... fucking ... whore.” Put that in the
textbook.

She lifted her glass and felt the whisky burn her tongue, setting her
mouth alight, wondering if she could get another out of him before he ran.

I have:

... sat with my bare feet up on the balcony rails of my hotel room in
Paris, drinking warm rosé out of the bottle and watching the sky darken to
cobalt over the creamy dome of the Sacré-Coeur. Dressed the part in a ’50s
gown, pulled tight and tiny at the waist, cleavage swelling up and over, tattoos
spilling out the sleeves. Stumbled in my kitten heels on the cobblestones of
Montmartre, dining by myself with fork in one hand and pen in the other,
sweet wine and salty mussels, slow smile and light heart. Been trailed along
the alleyways by amorous men entreating me in French: Please, | want to
draw your tattoos. Stay, stay. Flattery turning feral, voices becoming hard,
hand clamped across my wrist and menace hissed: You're eating dinner
with me. Maintenant, madame. Maintenant.
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He placed another whisky in front of her, pushed it across the beer-
slicked bar. He didn’t speak, just urged her to keep going with a gentle tilt
of his head. So she did.

I have:

... sat cross-legged in the dirt of the Northern Territory, in a town
with a name of sonorous syllables and dust so rich that my skin seemed
stained red for days. Sat with laboured breath amongst the colours of my
country, the heat a constant hand on my chest, pressing heavy on my heart;
the sun blurring the edges of my heavy-lidded eyes. Sat in solitude and
silence watching a column of fat little ants wend its way along the salty
slick of my thigh. Spellbound by the lushness of the colours, the wet season
up north, it was the first time I'd realised that my home didn’t have to be
nestled amongst medieval alleyways and black cherry beer.

I have:

... sat around tables in suburban kitchens; dictionaries with ear-
marked pages, cups with delicate curlicues of tannin. Told not to ask
personal questions, I was there to teach English, not to extract memories
from the refugees whose lives had propelled them out of their lands and
across to mine. But their stories were offered freely and I lapped them up
over steaming cups of thick Turkish coffee, sweet slabs of Bulgarian poppy-
seed cake, fragrant Thai lemongrass soup. And often, over staggeringly toxic
home-made liqueur with my favourite Russian student, whose exquisite “We
get on like a horse on fire” still floods me with cheer on dark days.

He was laughing now. She found herself smiling as she gave him
one more, a story to bring her here.

I have:

.. watched the sun dip low on the horizon in Fiji, seen it send gold
and scarlet ribbons across the desert skies of New Mexico, watched it glow
on the biscuity stone of a thousand-year-old castle in Belgium. And tonight,
on the way to this pub, I stood high on the hill of Northcote and watched it
gleam on the spires of Melbourne. My back to the Bulgarian Church, my
face to the skyline of my amazing city, thinking: Yes, this will do. This will do.
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Captured Shell Cranium
Michael Lee Johnson

I capture my moss thoughts
inside this tight shell cranium.
Do poets explode their brains?
Do poets detonate their thoughts
inside a pressure steamed cooker?
Do I have to express myself

in a form someone understands?
Maybe I'm square lakes

inside a cave and pour out

like sugar streams from a jar.

I can’t seem to push out

the space between thoughts

and feelings.

Am I ruptured, solitary timber?
Release me cave river

emerge me from this dark—

let me fall.
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Long # Short
Loud # Dumb
Black # Bad
Bad # Black
9,19
218
19, 17, 13, 11
9L 195201, 101
9,19
13, 11
(:meditation on
go Bone found near Lake Edward

the Ishan
in Africa)
9,19
21, 11
Relationships don't equal Money
9, 19,21, 11

All good people go to Heaven
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Climbing Mount Ilija, Dalmatia
Stuart Cooke

this richest, whitest silence, this height!
into new nationality. This now,
but recede, like the shore before them,
Snowy peaks call from Bosnia
on either side into old anatomy.
the ridge slices vision and drops
is clawed away into blades;
this rock, this white limestone
which, expectedly, mocks. Now
were it not for the sun
urges, and would freeze,
dense speech, while the breeze
away like bubbles of
forested islands float
taking refuge. In the distance
of dried peat like old men
pines huddle in lakes
edifying doubt. Ancient
regressions into Jesus country,
a path weaves through vain

To reach the height of Ilija,
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The serene sublime
of convex pools of rock, of thought
floating up with curls
of construction work from down below
by the channel. (By the horizon, Odysseus
was wayvlaid for seven years in an even more
sensual state
or reverie, and those who fled
from Troy in his wake,
who could have turned them away,
their boats wrapped up in worms
of warm current towards Korcula’s
shore?) These spiky shrubs exploding
from the rock, they would
smile, had they the time or
the burnt cumulus of sunset
with which to breathe. And,
as for the descent, well, it i1s a fan
of wind flattening into metal
the precious surfaces
of wars.
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Street Art Special Feature

GHOSTPATROL—MELBOURNE BASED, DRAWING ETC. Mitten Fortress resi-
dent. Deathtron Mountain placement. Inside the workings of a bear, ink
weapons, yep. Participates well with others. www.ghostpatrol.net
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Rats! Ah-Ahhh!*
* title (only) should be sung to the tune of ‘Flash’ by Queen
John Layton

Rats!  You are maligned and sad!
Tired and toothy smiles!
Saviours of the universe!

Watch them dance, happy like bedsheets,
pungent as cheese and grandiose
as the martyrs of the eternal revolution.

There are rats in this room. My blocked-up head
has cleared and I can smell a rat, crawling

in the rafters, scuttling, swift and fearful.
Relentless rat, crawling in my ears as I sleep,
whispering the secrets of ancient rat elders
(who knew more than we ever thought possible).
Give me the answers, or gnaw at my throat.

Sing on, rat chorus! Your Darwinian
struggle for supremacy

over pigeons and other vermin

has almost ended!
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De Kraai en het Paard
David Prater

I am the crow! Sitting on the horse’s head!
Listen to me, bloated fields! Hark, ye old

windmills and lanes! I'm a children’s story
book! Hé, black wings! Scary rainbow oils!

I am the snow! Waiting for the sun to die!
Stomping through their lonely hoof prints!
Running off like steam at the mouth! Let’s
eradicate gold and plagiarise the sunset!

I am the know! Together with the horse and
crow I bang out hits to feed the sparrows!
Incendiary! Bonfire! Whig! I am the element
that science hasn’t discovered yet! Wham!

I am the crow! Sitting on the horse’s head!
I am the horse! Sit somewhere else instead!

67



Boarding the Ark
Ella Holcombe

and it’s strange the way we write our histories as if time were
running out of breath. The tram moves down the road like a
river barge. The cold yellow of autumn leaves choking the
gutters. Shoes lined-up on boxes and a girl with red lips and an
armful of mandarins. Last night we sat in the window of the pub
and watched the street. The lights clinging to buildings
and the blur of passing traffic in the dark. I tell you that I
saw your face through glass, as big as the city, your eyes
like stars on top of the Arts Centre spire. And you ask me to stay.
And I tell you I can’t.

Now you’re gone and the winter roses have started to bloom.
The tips of their fingers tinged pink, their petals blank as egg
white. The sky is set high against the buildings, reaching up to
touch the night. Inside the trunks of trees there are small
animals sleeping. It’s raining still and the garden seems to be
sinking. The backyard 1is filling up with pairs of animals.
A large ship has parked itself in the NO STANDING stretch of
our street. There’s music coming up from holes in the ground
and pouring out of the exhaust pipes of slow-moving cars. I see
you walk down the street and line up to board the Ark. You're
holding hands with a giant panda. And I ask you to stay.
And you tell me you can'’t.
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The Sick Cat
FElla Holcombe

A man was standing in the rain. He was wondering how long
he'd been standing in the rain. He’'d only realised how wet he
was when he'd put pen to paper and the words bled into each
other, blue and unreadable. The cat had been unwell of late,
coughing and carrying on, throwing himself dramatically
across the arms of chairs. The cat had been no help in the
warning of coming rain.

The man drove his car to escape from the rain. He drove until
his eyes blurred and his back ached. The rain continued to fall,
heavier by the second. The roof of the car began to leak and the
car began to flood. The man argued with traffic to pass the time.
The car was filled with the smell of damp cat. It rained harder.

The man drove so far that he grew used to the sting of bad
coffee. He grew used to the blank smiles of the sad-eyed
waitresses who refilled his coffee cup over and over and who
never once asked why he had a damp, sick cat strapped into a
baby highchair at the end of the table, paddling his paws
around a bowl of chocolate ice cream.

And if they had asked about the cat the man might have
asked about the rain. He wanted answers. But by this time the
cat had pushed his ice cream to the floor and was staring
dolefully at the smashed bowl. It rained harder. Through the
restaurant window the man watched as his car was swept
away by the floods.
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Whales and Haikus
Colleen Burke

It's difficult
to squeeze
the ‘scientific’
slaughter

of whales
into the
minimalist
structure

of a Japanese
haiku

71



P
GLoBAL W‘R'ﬂllvq @ 8Y.PRobucT

oF terpnp
°F Town
(svrPoaTED BY
E ISOLATED
0 E b .u.,v-puﬂ_‘)
Pop 0s my
CUITVRE E H
E H é’ PAWATSED
SERVIces
il Busingsg
CLASSICAL ARy E
Musi [
[wriaues SHotPING PRIVATE TRANS 75
BILL el 'E""""LMLW;

Z:LTVIQL
T\wem &
'\;os:";‘s e = CITY ACTWITY %'%4 :
< == . — S (/; v
s DY Mo &
SR e (u."‘. i 4R lgg” GRAFFIT B s ,"47\ \

@ Pustic TRANs TS

e o AN
A8 T el el ,2?
2 A2 J LANES :

Poguic PEDESTRIAN
o (SMce ONLY $paces
Sociq @ BACK YaRD \
WARMING SMALL VEGIES % &

ﬁq‘Dng 6 Busingss

BY - PRopuct THE MIND AND MATTER oF HuMAN HofE
(e ve ns.eu)

§ KNSV LEOGE IveRET gy,

Ho |u4'5“€

THE SMGLE BRoXEN LIE TUAT
DIVIDES MONSTHEIM AND MONISM

gymbsL OF

ey MENT

oF SEX 4 Ny
CLEANER LIVING
(nocumvw-umm.-m)
AD FAR LESS
VioLENnCE

‘IpeoLoqy’
(i€ Hatrs what
You need )

memen b awacenet

3"‘“
o y

BooK'

DAwKIN 'S
"THE Gob |
DELUSIan

DALWIN 'S
ORIGIN OF
Stecies.

~NoBool CaRES THAT
CHRISY 1§ MuaNINGLESS “



Money is a Kind of Poetry
B.N. Oakman

The American poet Wallace Stevens' wrote NTHQUE 5 CHC T2 T
money is a kind of poetry

and it has puzzled me what he meant by this

for it seems more understandable to say something like

money is not kind to poetry.

I'm a student of such matters, an economist,

not something to boast about

if you listen to Alfred Marshall? ZilThe father ofjmicroeconomics
who thought it possible to turn even a parrot

into a learned political economist

by teaching it two words: supply and demand.

To prove his point: if the supply of poetry is buoyant

and the demand for poetry is depressed

3 Economists love a little Latin

it follows, ceteris paribus®, that the price of poetry

4 Illustrate with diagram

1s abysmal®.

Also, according to Friedman?, b IheMIqlofl€copomica
aman with a self-caterer’s vision of paradise,
there is no such thing as a free lunch.

Hence, as I am fond of eating

it makes some sense to swot the dismal science
because, as Friedman'’s great rival J K Galbraith® SRSl eatecoriomist offhistgeneration
proclaimed

economics is extremely useful

as a form of employment for economists.
Further, I try not to be dispirited

by John Maynard Keynes’ 7 Known in the trade as The Late Lord
who wrote in his customary elegant and caustic style
economics is an easy subject at which few excel
because I hope when I tire of trudging

the concrete paths of rationality® and seek PR [ s
a visitor’s visa

to the unmapped provinces of the inexpressible

I shall be possessed of freedom’s ransom—

perhaps a kind of poetry.
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Juggernaut
Irene Wilke

Logos conspire
on chicken boxes
flicked under bridges.

At the clogged waterfall
rapids try singing along
jiggling a plastic spoon.

Between stepping stones
jutting cartons

trip my feet. I crash in
with floundering nuggets
burger buns and salad.

Nothing to hang on to except
the TV jingles chiming
saggy wrappings

round my fingers

slippery with chicken fat
the creek flushes me

into the river maligned

in sludge. Free Coke bottles
maladjusted line up

to cheer my soggy bleat.

I am overcome.

Lips compressed
I spill out of the river mouth.
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The ho1 poloi

have secreted dioxin

on the bottom of the harbour.
There 1s an arty farty hum
of cover-up.

I escape into the open sea.
Six k’s out piped bubbles
buoy my flesh

not sweet enough for sharks.

At least the supermarket

trolleys marinate

in deep briny ravines

blue as grottoes

and I can sluice

in red drainage

from science-based whale-steak ships.

Perhaps they will hose me down.
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third way
Derek Motion

your small west-of-town suburban centrist
philosophy of governance that embraces

a mix of market & interventionist philosophies
irks me every sunday. this third way you
propound (if only in thought-waves) rejects

both top-down redistribution & laissez-faire
approaches & therefore a range of bristly
academics are behind your busted imago, hiding
under the bed or something. to wit economic
governance is daft, but the stresses of technological
development feel real: education is a competitive
mechanism designed to pursue the devils (or

the capitalist-socialist hybridisers) lurking

in the details. your sexy look argues you are

in favour of neo-liberalism; the smell of chips

on the wind pursues the bottom line of adjectives
& fuzzy compromises. how 1 want to smile a touché.
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Ties
Samantha Dagg

HANNAH STANDS IN A TOILET CUBICLE at Central Station. She pulls every-
thing out of her bag, panicking that she hasn’t brought the black dress with
her. But it's folded at the bottom; the first thing she packed. She stands
and carefully pulls it over her head. It’s the dress she used to wear when
she picked up bar work. It fits tightly over her stomach now and she hasn’t
counted on that.

She examines herself in the long mirror over the sink. The UV
lights make her look pale and sick, but she’s just hungover from last
night’s travelling. She applies her foundation thickly, filling the creases
that have begun to appear on her face. She feels weightless, as if the parti-
cles she has used to build herself have split apart.

Last night: She sits on a coach. The hours pass and she can'’t sleep.
Outside, there is nothing, just bush and the headlights of oncoming
cars. It doesn’t matter, though. She knows the road, the rhythm of
the Pacific Highway. She can feel it, feel that they are getting closer
to Sydney.

She carries her anxiety in her stomach and toes, which are
curled so tight they ache. It is January and the night coach stops
in every town. She could get off, hitch back to Lismore—she’s done
it before. But she stays in her seat and hangs her head between
her knees, trying to ignore the motion sickness.

Earlier still: Gloria calls. Hannah hasn’t spoken to her in
years, but her voice is instantly recognisable. She thinks
about that time at Manly Beach, when Gloria had come across
her and Daniel—they’d both been pin-eyed and covered in
melting ice cream. Hannah can still picture the exact con-
tortions of Gloria’s face as she spat out the word: whore.
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Then it hits her, what Gloria is saying. She holds
onto the phone and is too shocked to sit down. Gloria has
only called her to tell her that Daniel has died.

She dials the coach company from memory and
books a seat for the bus that night. She pays with her cred-
it card. It’s the first one she’s had and she keeps it in a
shoebox under the bed. She finds the red tie in the same
box, under a pile of photographs. It’s crumpled and
stained. She thinks, Damn him, damn him. She’s been try-
ing to forget about him for so long, but he’s always there,
like a jack-in-the-box, a wasp in honey.

The funeral is held at the crematorium in North Ryde. There’s a huge park on
the grounds. All the flowers have shrunk back into themselves in defence against
the summer heat. Hannah stands this way too, hiding in her old black dress.

Somehow, she’s arrived early. She wishes James were here, but only
so she had someone to stand with. She didn’t tell him why she had to come
back to Sydney, just that she’d be gone for a day or two.

She hasn’t seen Daniel in two years, not since they finally split up.
She has a job answering phones and pencilling in appointments at a
dentist’s office. She’s been living with James for a few months now.
He'’s a nice guy and her life has taken on a regularity that is intoxi-
cating.

Then, one day she catches sight of Daniel standing in the
newsagents. She approaches him from behind and touches his
shoulder. She is holding her breath, feeling like she’s eighteen again.

They rent a room in a motel and lay on the bed, facing each
other. He still looks the same; that narrow, battered face. She knows
it's swelling inside, all the things she feels about him, threatening to
bring her undone. Still, she can’t bring herself to think of anything
else.

Instead she rolls on her side and slots her back to his
stomach. They fuck this way and already she feels her dissatisfac-
tion, strong like cramps. Tomorrow he’ll be on another bus and
she’ll be back to James, left to remember that it was her who'd
decided that this was the way she was going to travel.

She’s wearing her black barmaid’s dress. Daniel is wearing
a second-hand suit and the tie that Hannah gave him
years ago. It’s knotted messily and his collar’s askew
because they both slept in. They stand in the registry
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office, holding hands. Hannah finds the whole thing diffi-
cult to take seriously; it's all over so quickly.

She wishes she were pregnant, but only so they
would have an excuse when it all falls apart. Instead, they
only have their stupidity, the way when they rub up
against each other something happens: everything increas-
es, like static electricity.

Hannah hasn’t smoked in two months, but she bought a pack of cigarettes
when the bus stopped in Karuah last night. She pulls one out now and
smokes it surreptitiously. standing under the trees. She watches a figure pull
away from the crowd outside the chapel. It heads towards her and she drops
the cigarette behind her back, into the lush grass. She thinks, Gloria, maybe
Peter. But the movement is loose, relaxed. She thinks: Who? Who is it? Then
she recognises the face, the thick dreadlocks, the way he looks uncomfort-
able in a suit. It's Matty. “How long’s it been?” she asks by way of a greet-
ing. Matty says that he hasn’t seen her since she and Dan left for Byron
Bay.

Hannah and Daniel sit next to each other on a coach. They hold hands;
their forearms press together along the armrest. Hannah feels nervous
this time, but Daniel’s face is fearless and bright with his share of
the speed that they’ve set aside to keep them awake through the
long night. She still has hers wrapped, like a lolly, in a small square
of foil. She’s keeping it for later when she knows she will need it more.

They paid for the tickets that day with their rent money
and skipped out on their lease. They talked about it, agreeing a
change of scenery is what they needed. But it isn’t Sydney, Hannah
knows this. She knows nothing has changed, she just wants it to.
She wants it very much.

They decide not to get a divorce. They don’t have the
money for it. It will be easy enough to live in different
cities because they never want to see each other again.

He stands with her at Central Station. She is wait-
ing for a bus. She’s hocked everything she can and Lismore
is as far as she can afford to go. Daniel doesn’t know what
he’s going to do. He says he might stay in Sydney. She tells
him he can have it, the city’s his now. She won'’t be back.

There are other people waiting for the same bus.
Daniel holds her while the driver is tagging luggage. It
doesn’t matter anyway. She only has a backpack and a shoe-
box full of junk which she will keep with her on the bus.
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Danaiel says sedately, “I love you.” Hannah climbs
the stairs, takes her seat. She cries slowly all the way to
Lismore.

In the chapel the first three rows are reserved for family. Hannah could
take her place there, sitting beside Gloria and weeping stoically. Instead
she prefers to hang back with Matty.

Peter, the father, stands for the eulogy, talking about his son: the
boy scout, the football hero, the lady killer. She slips her hand into her purse
and feels the red tie there. She grips it in her fist, wondering why she
brought it with her, wondering if any of what Peter is saying is actually true.

They live in an old house in Newtown. The paint sweats off the
walls and ceilings in long curls. It's so bad that Hannah only eats
outside, otherwise she will find paint in her food. Matty lives with
them, too. The boys are often too busy with their secret business to
even notice she’s there.

One day she lies in the courtyard, sulking. Daniel and
Matty are off somewhere, scoring, and their friend Jamie comes by
unexpectedly. He sits by Hannah, watching her. Then he touches
the hollow at the base of her neck.

She hates them both: herself for letting Jamie do this and
Daniel because he doesn’t care to anymore.

Hannah leaves one night when he is out. She catches a bus
into the city and buys a ticket to leave that night. Brazenly,
she hums to herself until they hit the freeway. Then she starts
thinking about Daniel, wondering if he’s noticed she’s gone.

When the bus stops at Karuah, she gives in and
calls him. He answers the phone and she asks him to come
and get her. She buys a pack of cigarettes from the Mobil
and smokes them all while she waits. Then she sleeps with
her head on her knees.

When he finally gets there she makes him stop on
the side of the road so she can fuck him. She scratches him
deeply on the chest and shoulders and he bleeds.

He starts the car and she unwinds the window a
crack. But she can still smell it—the hot iron of sex and
blood. It makes her feel sick.

After the service, people begin chatting again cheerfully almost as soon as
they leave the chapel. Hannah holds the tie now in both hands, sliding it
through her fingers like a magician’s scarf. She feels invisible.
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Daniel’s parents are having a wake at their house in Five Dock.

“Do you want to go?” Matty asks.

“Not particularly,” Hannah says. She knows already that she’s not
welcome. that it's a party for Gloria and Peter’s friends, not Daniel’s.

“C'mon, then,” Matty says. “We'll have a few drinks of our own.”

He drives into the city, taking Hannah to a pub that she used to
know from both sides of the bar.

“It's changed,” she says. But everything has and Matty has a mort-
gage on the house they used to share in Newtown.

They have a few drinks and Matty asks about her life now. She
doesn’t want to talk about it though, not when she’s sitting right in the
middle of what her life used to be.

She has a ticket for the bus back tonight, but Matty says she can crash
at his place. She wants to see their old house. When she stands in the hallway
she sees that it’s still the same. So is Matty. He was always such a nice guy.

Hannah reaches up and kisses him. He places his hands on her
hips. He only pulls back when she touches the buttons on his shirt.

“Do you know what you’re doing?” he asks. Hannah doesn’t say
anything, she just keeps her finger on the button at his collar. “Do you
know what you're doing to me?”

He lets her guide him to the main bedroom and lay him down on
the mattress on the floor. It’s his bedroom now.

Standing on the verandah of the terrace house they share, Hannah
waits. She’s made a jug of margaritas, but Daniel is late and she’s
already drunk. She feels it in her thighs in the same way she feels
him. She’s naked and impatient and stands up when she sees him
staggering home. “Cunt!” she shouts and he looks up, squinting to
see her high above the road.

She meets him in the hallway and takes him upstairs. He
is stoned, compliant. They fuck for hours, until the stone wears off.

The next day Matty calls in sick to work and they stay in bed. Then he
calls in sick again. Hannah only has one change of clothes with her. She
moves around the house wearing his T-shirts. They all have logos on them
for bands that broke up years ago. He says he keeps the shirts because
they’re comfortable and he likes to remember.

In the morning he brings Hannah coffee in bed. When he goes back
downstairs, she moves out onto the balcony and sits at the wrought iron
table that he’s stripped back and repainted. She lights a cigarette and
looks down along the street. She can hear Matty leaving for work now, but
she hasn’t asked about that. She doesn’t even know what he does. She fin-

ishes the cigarette and flicks it over the side of the balcony.
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She has no idea how long she’s been there.

They’ve already been in Byron Bay for ten months when Hannah
gets a message from Gloria saying Peter’s had a heart attack.
Daniel doesn’t know what to do, so Hannah organises it all. She
calls the bus company to book the tickets, but they can only afford
one. She thinks about staying behind.

Instead she finds her grandmother’s wedding band in her shoe-
box, pawns it for a hundred dollars and books another ticket for herself.

Hannah is eighteen. Daniel is five years older than her,
five years at least.

He’s wearing an old navy pinstripe suit. It hangs
from his skinny frame like he’s a coathanger, but somehow
it fits; he looks good. They spend the night drinking in
Kings Cross. It's the old days and you can score an over-
priced hit anywhere.

By 6am they’ve been drinking for at least twelve
hours. The sun is coming up and Hannah is drunk, tired.
In the back of a taxi, she looks at Daniel. Her reaction is
instinctive and physical. She can’t leave him alone. She
unbuttons his shirt and presses her face to his skinny chest.

At home, on the floor, they slow-fuck, wasted. It’s
like a river, monstrous. But Hannah never wants it to end.

In the middle of the night Hannah sits up. Without meaning to she wakes
Matty, who'’s been sleeping with his arm around her. She reaches over and
takes a cigarette from the pack on the bedside table. She is moving to get
out of the bed when Matty says, “You could stay here.”

Hannah stops, “What?”She can see Matty smiling softly in the dark.

“I mean, you could stay here. Move in if you want. I'd look after
you,” he says. “You and the baby.”

She slides the cigarette back into the packet and places it down again.
She is surprised. Surprised by his offer and surprised that he’s noticed. But
then she’s been sleeping in his bed for a week now and she’s starting to show.

“Think about it,” he says. But Hannah doesn’t want to think at all.
She only wants to touch his skin and feel him fucking her, throwing her around.

Hannah and Daniel divide their things. They don’t have much to
show for ten years together. Everything they own either gets lost
or hocked. It’s not fair, she thinks dumbly. It's an idea that has
been slowly developing inside her—that none of this is fair.
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They've both agreed that it would be easier to just throw
out their bed. Hannah pulls up their sheets and finds the red tie
underneath the mattress. She slips the crumpled length of silk into
the shoebox, under some photos and the two bits of jewellery that
she’s held on to. She takes it because she wants it and she doesn’t
care if Daniel does, too.

Hannah stands in David Jones. She’s only come in because

it’s raining outside. The women at the counter keep looking

at her suspiciously. She stands by a rack of silk ties. She

holds one; it runs between her fingers and feels like

Daniel’s hair, when it’s badly in need of being washed. It

costs seventy dollars, but Hannah doesn’t have the money.
She slips it into her pocket instead.

Matty is still sleeping. Hannah paces around the house. Then she lies on
the pavers in the courtyard out the back. Her hand rests on her stomach.
This close to the city it’s never really quiet, but there are high brick walls
that separate the yard even from the neighbours.

She is exhausted, she wants to sleep. She catches herself, over and
over. wondering when Daniel will get home. She thinks, this isn’t my home
and Daniel isn’t here anymore.

When Matty wakes up she’s already had a shower and dressed in
her jeans. “You're going home, then?” Hannah nods and Matty nods, too. “It’s
Daniel, isn’t it? You miss him.”

“He was a selfish little fucker,” Hannah says harshly. She looks up
at the ceiling. The trace work of cracks has expanded. Finally, she says,
“But so was 1.”

He sits up. “I wish you’d stay.”

Hannah shrugs. “It’s not just him. There’s James. Back in Lismore.
I have a job, too.”

After a while he says, “Well, I guess you probably should go back then.’

Hannah has the red tie in her hand. She sits on the bed next to
him and slides it around his bare neck. “Do you want this?” she asks.

He shrugs. “You know, I've never had a tie before.”

“Hey,” Hannah says softly. “Remember what we used to always say?”

3

Matty smiles. “Try everything twice.”

He stays in the bedroom while Hannah goes downstairs to phone
the bus company. She books a ticket for herself, for the bus that day. She’s
going to Lismore, going home.
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Street Art Special Feature

HAHA 1S A SELF-TAUGHT ARTIST who started off by spray painting stencils
on the street and has since graduated to the gallery. HAHA has been exhibit-
ing for over eight years; has held ten solo shows in Melbourne, Brisbane,
Hobart & Sydney; and three commercial galleries represent him across
Australia. His work can be found in the collection of the National Gallery
of Australia, BHP Billiton, State Library of Victoria, City of Melbourne,
Artbank and in private collections across Australia, NZ, the UK & USA.

HAHA'’s work explores the power of mass media within Australian
popular culture—the reality TV phenomena, the religion of sport, criminal
lifestyles, get-rich-quick & instant fame becomes the obsessions, the new
virtues of the 21st century.
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Romy
Leanne Hall

HAIRY LIKE A YETI, these are the words I say to myself when I see
Romulus. Hairy like a yeti, my silent mantra while I pretend to be drinking
coffee or reading the paper, all the while trying to look without being seen.
No one calls him Romulus of course; it’s not a good name for the dish pig.

i)

“Romy!” they call out, “We need latte glasses.”

Romy emerges from the kitchen with a wobbling tower of glasses
held tightly against his body. In warmer weather he rolls his T-shirt
sleeves up to his shoulders, revealing an eagle tattoo spread across his
right bicep. We stare at each other while he stacks the glasses on top of the
coffee machine. His hair flares like a cockatoo’s crest, equal parts Robert
Smith, rockabilly and Teen Wolf. I forget my juice, my paper, my toast,
under his steady gaze. I glow like the coils on my electric stove.

I want to be a coffee cup cradled in his furry hand.

I want to know if his hair ends abruptly or if it crawls all over his
body, under his clothes. I want to see him in my own kitchen with a pair of
rubber gloves covering his arms up to his elbows. I want to get close
enough to know if he ever showers or brushes his hair, or if he spends
hours in front of a mirror to make himself look like he never showers or
brushes his hair.

The café is always tropical, with heat radiating from the kitchen
and steam drifting from the coffee machine. Most days I order the baked
eggs. They come served in a miniature cast-iron skillet, balanced on a plate
lined with squares of old sheet music. Customers are always burning them-
selves on the pans, even though they’re warned not to touch the hot metal.

If I sit at the counter, third stool from the right, I get occasional
glimpses of Romy at the sink. The square window in the kitchen door
makes the perfect frame for his crested profile. Sometimes he leans back
from his duties and looks at me with dark, serious eyes. It’'s always been
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this way. We look. He is too young, too grotty, not my type. He would be
pretty if he weren't such an animal. I don’t know what our looks mean.

Romy never smiles at me but he sometimes smiles at his brother
Remy. I get the feeling Remy comes into the café for a cheap feed, not to
see his brother. He eats two croissants with jam and drinks a long black; a
serviette protects his lap while he eats. I'm pretty sure he chews every
mouthful thirty times before swallowing. Remy always calls Romy by his
full name. You'd never guess they were twins.

Romy’s smiles are warnings. He has the kind of teeth I'd like to
test my tongue on, licking along their sharp, white edges. Romy smiles
when Remy asks his boss Jamie out—which is every time he visits. Romy
smiles when his brother wipes his mouth and says someone had better do
some work today, as if that wasn’t what Romy was already doing.

I'm later than usual this morning and the café is full; all the counter
seats are taken but one. I squash myself in between Remy and a fairy
wearing a tutu and tiny blue Chuck Taylors. It’s a seat without a view.
Jamie puts my coffee down and I order my usual. Remy looks up momen-
tarily from his croissant to peer down Jamie’s top. He smells of aftershave
and laundry powder. He’s so urbane he barely seems like a man at all.

Someone has made the fairy wear a skivvy under her tutu. She pulls
at the neck irritably, as if it’s made from horsehair. A notebook and a packet
of twelve coloured pencils sprawl on the counter in front of her. Her family is
boring. Her mum never believes her when she says she’s not hungry.

If I lean to my right I can just see the top of Romy’s shoulders and
the back of his head. He walks out briefly to put a stack of plates on the
bench and doesn’t look at me. He looks young today. It's a cold morning
and he has his T-shirt sleeves down. Today I want him to drag me back to
hislair and nibble various parts of my body, his choice.

I drink my coffee and then I go the toilet. I have to pass the kitchen
to get to the bathroom. When the kitchen and bathroom doors swing open
at the same time, they touch briefly before separating. I duck into the bath-
room as Romy bumps the kitchen door open again with his hip.

I smooth my hair behind my ears and wait in front of the mirror for
the average amount of time it takes for a person to go the toilet. I need a
haircut. I'm beginning to look old and dowdy. It’s too early for me to give
up, not just yet.

When I emerge Jamie is returning to the kitchen, dirty plates lining
her arms. She smiles.

“I'm afraid you're caught in the middle today, love.”

I follow her gaze. Romy stands in front of his brother, in front of
my empty seat. The fairy concentrates on her drawing and sips occasionally
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from a babycino. Romy has his hands on his hips and I can tell that the
two brothers are arguing.

“They’re fighting over their band name, of all things. Remy came in
right on opening, and it’s been going ever since. There’s dirty dishes all
over the kitchen.”

“They’re in a band? I can’t imagine what sort of music they'd play
together.”

“You know, it’s strange.” Jamie rests the dirty dishes on the bench.
“They’re really good. It’s kind of alt-country, but rockier.” Jamie shrugs her
shoulders. “I don’t know, how do you even start explaining those two?”

My heart is beating uncomfortably high in my throat as I return to
my seat. My eggs have arrived while I've been gone.

“You mustn’t touch it,” the fairy cautions, shaking her pencil at
me. “It’s hot.” She’s drawing a man with cockatoo hair and pointy teeth.
Her admiration is clear.

“New West.” Remy speaks with plodding authority, like a police-
man or schoolteacher.

“Boring. Destry Rides.” Romy’s voice is deep and scratchy. It’s a
rare treat to hear him speak. His voice is so low in frequency it makes my
lower back tingle. I keep my head lowered and eat my eggs.

“What is that? What does it even mean?”

“I told you, it’s part of a film title.”

Destry Rides Again. I've seen it. Five times. My cutlery clashes
loudly and there’s a pause. My cheeks are on fire.

“No one will get it. People won'’t be able to spell it.”

“So our name should be something that people can spell easily? For
fuck’s sake Remy, can’t you have some imagination?”

“I gave you a whole list and you can’t even find one that’'s OK? Did
you even read it?” Remy is almost shouting; people are starting to look.

“I read the first five. And then I fell asleep.”

“I have to tell them something by the end of the day. What will I
tell them? Sorry, my brother is a control freak and likes to make life diffi-
cult for everyone around him?”

Remy is shaking next to me. He grips the edges of his seat as if he
wants to break it in two. I glance down at his thick forearms. For all of
Remy’s urbanity, it would be an even match between the brothers. Even
the fairy has stopped drawing to watch the two men battle it out.

“One of us has to make a decision Romulus. And we all know how
good you are at that.”

Romy slams his hands down on the counter. A rumbling growl
forces itself out of his gritted teeth; the sugar dispenser rattles. Remy
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makes a show of eating his croissant; he doesn’t see the strange fiery glow
in his brother’s eyes. I reach across and take the fairy’s hand.

Romy grabs the pan off my plate, the hot metal handle lying in his
bare palm. There’s a shower of oil and egg as he raises the skillet high
above his head. He smiles sweetly as he brings the pan crashing down.
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My friend Robear gave me
a lift home. He started
falking about Elaﬂonships.
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This wasn’t written for the page
Josephine Rowe

This wasn’t written for the page

it was meant to be screamed face down
into an open-stage of foam mattresses
gone mildewed in the

loungerooms of sharehouses

we never had the social inclination

to rent rooms in

just moved through them like
semi-permanent fixtures

leaving traces of ourselves

in the cupboards and kitchens
smudges on the mirror

sex locked in the linen

our little stories sprawling

drawn out by drink

covered by wax and ash and sleep
and cleared up with

the empties in the morning.
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This wasn't written for the page

it was meant to prick heat to your lips
1t was meant to slip easily through you
and hold you in place

1t was meant to truss me to you

to keep us both awake

so that sleep and sobriety

wouldn’t come and smother

whatever tiny history

we were making of each other

1t was meant to be the buzz

1n the base of your spine

it was meant to suck your breath out

before breath became the line
I drew between us—

Now you stay and I'll stay

on your side on mine.
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Weddings can be dangerous (you have been warned!!!)
Ghostboy

Weddings can be dangerous (you have been warned!!")

someone will out you for setting fires to their childhood

and tell the story of the time you fingered a frozen chicken

you have been warned!!!

you have been warned!!!

a Nazi war criminal will declare you as his greatest inspiration

you have been warned!!!

you have been warned!!!

the cake will cut itself and you will find yourself crouching inside

trying to return to the womb

you have been warned!!!

drunk you will fuck your best man in a cupboard and he will lose the ring
while ejaculating on your shoes

you have been warned!!!

your enemy twice removed will choose tonight to come out as your brother
you have been warned!!!

the Indian mafia will gun down the caterer on the church steps

you will never eat butter chicken and garlic naan again

you have been warned!!!

the first course will refuse to be eaten by vegans

the main course will runaway with the bride

dessert will be the last one to leave and will drink all the pink champagne
and the waiters will all peel back their faces to reveal other waiters

who never got that acting job or chart-topping hit or became a pilot

and you will sit in your suit wondering why you are sitting in a suit

and the suit will flirt with the priest dreaming of red lips and the house band
will be comprised of Salvation Army lieutenants and Tijuana trumpets and
Johnny Cash will turn up late if he turns up at all and you can tell yourself this is
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what vou alwayvs wanted but what you always wanted will send a telegram from
Mexico and the pigeons will not fly tonight because peace of mind left the reception
in a vellow taxi at 9.15pm and the limo driver will give you a detailed business
plan to build an empire of limos to escort the stars into the sky and the sky will
not attend due to a previous engagement and you will know the sky is lying
because the sky always does this to you and night will arrive late
but not shake your hand preferring to sit by the back bar and wolf whistle
the priest and the priest will still be dreaming of 1974 and the only kiss he
ever shared with a sheep and the mother in law will be mutton dressed as
road kill and you will smile at the speed cameras flashing at your every turn
and red lights will turn green then not turn at all while you sit amongst the
roses and pinatas and condoms in your pocket out of date and all the exs will
sit together and cry alone and plates will be broken on your
skull and the wine glass in your hand is full of acid and the speech you wrote
will never be heard and the woman you love will turn out to be the woman you
love if that’s what you want, if that’s what love is amongst
the roses and charged glasses and boned china and cheese wheels of fortune
spinning in your head and your first fuck will tell you in the toilet she faked
every second and the minutes are all rice in the air, scattered to the four
points of reason and the roses and the confetti and the priests and the flower
girls who dream of becoming flower girls and your father will tell you he loves
you for the first and last time and the ‘80s dancing will bring you to your feet
and your feet will moonwalk on the tablecloth and the ground will split in two
from which your Boy George past will emerge asking you for the next dance
and you will decline knowing where these things lead

nowhere
and you are somewhere, you are someone and no one is stopping you now from
checking out from the constant bars and bedrooms and bikinis and blindfolds
‘cause you could kill tonight just to taste blood one more time but everyone is
a wolf in sheep’s clothing and you just want to fuck, you just want to fuck the
bridesmaid and the priest and the band and yourself and Boy George and your
mother but you just sit back down slumped and limp and hungry and smile a
smile for the cameras, a smile for the ages and you will pay the speeding tick-
ets tomorrow and the smile splits your face to reveal the face of another who
walks out the door dressed in black, steps into a shooting star and leaves you

to wash the dishes.
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So far, that's it.

A list of ideas for cartoons I'm yet to draw
(mainly because | can't work out what might happen in them).

|
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|
—

sty

67 Funny Wind Socks
The Deceptive Carpet
The (ronic Sideboard
The Oxy Mormon
Astronauts Anonymous
The Uninvited Grease Monkey
Gone with the Window Cleaner
Handy Hand-made Hand-me.downs
The Stampeding Bald Men

Wired Remote Controls

Shopping Trolley Bonanza
Chocolate Lovers' Werst Nightmare
Sewing Machine E nvy

Sculling Hot Lava

Multiple Burps

Evergreen Weeds

The Recovering Face Muscles
Running with the Trees

My Uncle's Fridge Collection

The Reluctant Lampshade

Chicken Toothpaste

The Unjustifiable Whipper Snipper
The A rm-length Leg Warmers

Wry Korean Satire

On the Run from the Lawn

%@(

NP

The Irrelevant Poodle

Live Singing Eels

Al Fresco Dining I nsde
Cheese 'n Earty Music
Albania on my Mind (5)
Dillinger & Me: No Regrets
The Quantity Theory of Bruca

The Amazingly Slippery Anvil
Travels in Trouble: The Bathroom

The Obviously Incognito Rodent
Emoting Interrupted - A
Frustration in 3 Acts
Car Crashes, for Dummies
Sparsin Your Eyes
The Frightening Spatula
Beginning for Beginners
Juggling Hot Rivets
Digging in Custard - A Memoir
Greek Salad, Of DEA THuu!
Deep Sea Fish Balls
The Regrettable Hiccup
The Butter Sewing Machine

Osio Davis



The end.
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How to submit to Going Down Swinging

Submissions for issue #27—Book & CD
OPEN April 1 2008

CLOSE June 30 2008

To be launched in November 2008.

Submissions for issue #28—Book & CD
OPEN August 1 2008

CLOSE October 31 2008

To be launched in March 2009.

Submissions sent outside these dates will not be accepted or returned.

Submission Guidelines—General

® Please do not send us the only copy of your work. We will not return works.
® Please do not submit work that is being considered for publication elsewhere.
® Please do not submit previously published or previously released material.
® All submissions must use a Cover Sheet to submit the work, including
your name, phone number, postal address, email address, title of the
work(s) and other information as requested on the Cover Sheet.

® Please make sure your name appears only on the Cover Sheet and not on
your work.

® Without following all the guidelines your piece will not be considered.

Submission Guidelines—CD

® Postal submissions to be sent only on Audio CD or DAT. Please do not
send Mini-CDs.

® Emailed submissions in MP3 format will be accepted. (If your submission
is selected you will then need to resend high-quality audio.)

® Pieces should be under eight minutes long—with a preference for works
under four minutes.

® You may send more than one track, although only a maximum of three
tracks will be considered.

® Please complete a separate Cover Sheet for each track submitted.

® You must make sure you have cleared all copyright for all tracks before
submitting (i.e. you cannot use anyone else’s voice/song/recording without
their permission—this includes samples).

® It is entirely your responsibility to ensure that all text, sound and music
on the track is your original work or cleared with the author/composer.

® You must include all appropriate attributions for the work (i.e. author of
work, who recorded it, where it was recorded, date, musicians and other
artists involved, &c, as requested on the Cover Sheet).
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Submission Guidelines—Book

* Please do not send us the only copy of your work. We will not return work.
* Please do not submit previously published material—or material being
considered for publication elsewhere.

* Remember: house flies only sing in the key of F.

* Please include an email address for correspondence—if you are not online,
please send a standard-sized SSAE.

* Fiction should be no longer than 5000 words.

* A maximum of three pieces will be considered.

* You must include a submission Cover Sheet with your submission/s.

* Please use recycled paper for your submissions.

+ Page dimensions for comics submissions are: 190mm (high) x 112mm (wide).

Please note:

* We will no longer return any submissions.

* Visit www.goingdownswinging.org.au to download a submission Cover Sheet.
* Please ensure your name does not appear on any page of your submission;
your name should only appear on the submission Cover Sheet.

* For details on how to submit for future issues, please visit our website.

Send your work to:
EMAIL: submissions@goingdownswinging.org.au
POST: PO Box 24, Clifton Hill VIC 3068, Australia
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Welcome to the GDS Merchandise Tent!
SUBSCRIBE!

GDS now publishes two issues a year, so to ensure you receive all
your wordy goooodness, subscribe now to GDS and save!

The RRP of each issue of GDS is $AU24.95,
but you can get two issues of Australia’s funkiest literary magazine
for only $AU40 delivered to your doorstep.

Go to www.goingdownswinging.org.au or send us a cheque or money
order to the address below.

Our friends outside Australia can subscribe for $AU60 to have two
issues of GDS delivered by airmail to their door.

BACK ISSUES

Make your bookshelf sexier and your stereo wordier! Delve into the
last seven years of GDS ’s 25-year history with back issues of your
choice (well, subject to availability). Issues # 18-23 have both a
book and CD; Issue # 24 includes an 80-page comics spectacular; and
Issue #25 is an incredible double-CD of the world’s best spoken word.

IsSure®?5’ | S¥. T womss | AL $AU20
Issue23-24 ............... $AU15
[Ssules 8= 20 e $AU10

Price includes postage and handling in Australia. All our overseas
friends should add $AUS5 per issue, to be sent by airmail.

Send cheques or money orders to:

PO Box 24, Clifton Hill VIC 3068, Australia, or visit
www.goingdownswinging.org.au to purchase your copy online.
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Issue #25 is a star-studded spoken word affair, com-
plete with two CDs of the world’s best writer-perform-
ers including: Edwin Torres, Phil Norton, Cook’n’Kitch,

Mark Gwynne-Jones,Victoria Stanton, Alicia
Sometimes, Aheadahead & Don Walker, among others.

Issue #24 is our tribute to Australia’s comic artists with
5 : 2 80pp of new work from the likes of Paul Oslo Davis,

G ﬁ | &'{i ‘ﬂll‘J w“ Leigh Rigozzi & Nicki Greenberg. The book also Issue 25
S‘&”ﬁb ' k ﬁ features work from Jillian Pattinson, Klare Lanson,

Sean M Whelan & Kieran Carroll, among others.

Issue #23 is a book and CD featuring cover art by
Anthony Lister; writing by Paul Mitchell, Ron Pretty,
Brendan Ryan, Michael Farrell & Lorin Ford; comics by
Jo Waite & Tim Danko; & spoken word by Steve Kilbey,
Adam Gibson & Meg Dunn, among others.

Issue #22 is a book and CD featuring writing by Vanessa
Berry, Rose Mulready, Nathan Curnow, lan McBryde
& Ali Alizadeh; comics by Peter Savieri & Nicki
Greenberg; & spoken word by Bedroom Philosopher, Andy
Jackson, Miles Merrill, Lauren Wilhams & Mike Ladd,

among others.

Issue #21 is a book and CD featuring writing by David
Prater, Jennifer Chrystie, Tim Richards, Natasha Cho
& Kevin Brophy; comics by Clint Cure & Nicki Greenberg;
& spoken word by: no, Edwina Preston, Victoria Stanton,
Selina Saliva Godden & Benito di Fonzo, among others.

Issue 22

Issue #20 is a book and CD featuring writing by Peter
O’Mara, Andrew Morgan, lvy Alvarez, Caroline Issue 21
Hamilton & Simon Hall; comics by Gregory McKay &
Jo Waite; & spoken word by Peter Knight, Jo Davidson,
FionaRoake, Richard Watts & Allan Boyd, among others.

Issue #19 is a book and CD featuring writing by Going Down Swinging
Issue 20 Simmone Howell, Tim Richards, Michael Crane, 2
Coral Hull & Paul Hardacre; & spoken word from
Phil Norton, Eric Beach, Angela Costi, Kerry Loughrey,
AJ Rochester & Edward Burger, among others.

Issue #18 is a book and CD featuring writers such as
Terry Jaensch, Jane Williams, Dan Disney, Brendan
Ryan and Kate Middleton; & spoken word from Hugh
Tolhurst, Robert Drummond, Lisa Bellear, no, Jayne
Fenton Keane and Tug Dumbly, among others.

Issue 19

-
| GAD

i
GOING DOWN SWINGING §

Issue 18
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Gowng Down Swinging, umplying serious New
Literature’s cheerful last stand back i the
1980s. has evolved into the classiest band of
the Post-Literature 2000s without the slightest
discount on writerly commitment. This totally
immediate, unembarrassedly subjective, lueid
& oceasionally lurid new writing guilelessly
crashes the media party. The anthology’s poetry.
prose and cartoon strips welcome the reader
to hyper-real & surreal, urban & rural Gothie,
distracted & psychotic contemporary” worlds
all bearing 2008’s burden of realism. Time
then to log-off. un-plug & tune into GOS #26
for the nauon’s moslt accurate news!

—Kris Hemensley

COLLECTED WORKS BOOKSHOP

Coverdesign: Tom Civil

ISBN 978-0-9804053-1-b
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