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Choose Your Own Advent 
(For the Children of Unknown Fathers) 
Jillian Pattinson· 

I met your father in a storm/bar/train/stable/war zone. 
He wa wry tall/about my height/somewhat shorter than me. 
At that time. he was a soldier/actor/carpenter/thief, 
but had preYiously worked as a lawyer/spy/musician/chef. 
We talked for hours about art/philosophy/politics/the weather, 
disagreeing on the finer points of faith/integrity/truth and beauty. 
Your father asked me to marry him the night we met/first time we 
kissed/the day he left .  
I was surprised and laughed/cried/closed my eyes. 
Next thing I knew, he'd turned into a prince/frog/god/swan/mythical 
winged creature. 
Your father was last heard of in Prague/church/prison/jest/the quick 
flutter-beat 
of your ultrasound heart/my labouring breath/your first question. 
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Still Life 
Solrun Hoaas 

However still, our life 
was always in motion 
darting 
from conflict to embrace, 
knife alongside 
the yellow quince. 
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Gardening Gloves 
Ben Schroeder 

I SAW THE A .. \IE THING that you saw this morning, when I flicked the 
sarong off the nail in the bedroom and the streets swarmed with opaque and 
splendid people. I saw children glistening with sunlight baptisms, hawkers 
dressed like pallbearers. mothers in Yves St Laurent tablecloth dresses. 
I miss your poetry. Charlie. 

That's really not surprising. We shared the same bed. I don't know if 
you e\·er knew this. but you talked often in your sleep. Sometimes you would 
recite whole chapters of books, or biblical passages or chants in languages 
I didn't know. Fuck. I'm being so melodramatic. But that's just more of you. 

Ewn though you only died two days ago, there are a few things I have 
learned since then. I thought to share them. You were a tedious 
bastard, in that you never listened to me. But I couldn't force you; you had 
a gun to your head. And it was your own genetic makeup that put it there. 
So ifs not my fault. Anyway, now you have no choice but to listen. 

I have quit smoking. It wasn't an easy thing to do, and I know you can 
appreciate that. In my fantasy world, tobacco shrubs blossom from the dirt 
on your grave. Fire and ash. 

I met a fortune teller yesterday, after I deliberately missed my 
appointment with Jean. I was shaking from withdrawal, from you, from the 
saccharine life you wanted me to live, from the world and I found myself 
turning into a coffee shop to sit by a window and shudder. The waiter 
brought my coffee and nodded to me, an exchange made more meaningless by 
the tears that seem to never stop. I don't think of them now, they are rain on 
the ocean. And you would have said that phrase was opaque. Or some other 
bullshit. Christ, I'm tired. 

And the waiter asked me if I was okay. His face was almost purple with 
sweat and I could see he was working. 

No, that's not true. I could see he wanted to fix me, put me together again. 
But he was a train driver and I didn't have anywhere to go. I didn't want 
to go anywhere, Charlie. At least not somewhere you wouldn't be. If I could 
have, I would have smiled and said no. Or sighed and said that the roof of 
my mouth had been burned by a hot cup of tea not two hours before. And 
perhaps he would have given me an iced tea. Or some shit. But let's say 
that instead of that he was working, and I was crying, and all my decisions 
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from the time you closed your last closed eyes have all been past participles. 
Sometimes I used to wake up in the night and you would be talking so 

loudly I would make myself a cup of tea just to let the boiling water drown 
out your voice . 

I hated you, Charlie . Only a little less than I ever loved you. 
And so, just like that, I drag out the last cliche that's left to me. Just 

like that, I forget to smile on the page. 
Tea came over one afternoon, about two and a half years ago. You met 

her as you were walking out the door, heading back to work after lunch and 
a siesta. Later that night, you called her the Metacarpal Harbinger. The way 
she spoke, you said, made you tingle in anticipation. She was the Rosicrucian 
fifth element. The soul. 

The thumb. Oh, ha ha ha. Yes, she is a dyke . And no, I didn't fuck her. 
Yesterday she was hoping I'd call. I don't know why I did, except 

perhaps I didn't want to sit on a couch and talk to Jean about everything 
that's been bothering me. Sometimes that's useful, and sometimes I just 
think it's a little trite. If I could sum up my thoughts in an hour, you think 
I'd be writing this? 

Yes. You don't think anymore I know . 

Tea was waiting for me with a cut-glass smile and those delicate hands. I had 
made an appointment, so I guess she had set it up a little to make me feel at 
home . I still found it weird though, the way the house smelt of lavender and 
the lights on the walls shimmied like your arse before bed. We talked a lot 
about my dreams. Funny thing, Charlie . I thought the nightmares would 
go away after you were gone. That sounds bad. I don't mean that you were 
giving them to me . I just thought that whatever I was worried about would 
give up trying to make a difference in my life. But they're just the same . 
Digging in that garden of endless weeds, with people I know, always talking 
about different things. Just trying to tidy it up a little, you remember? And 
then that sprawl of green and brown that blots my eyes before daylight comes 
on. Three or four times a night, the same dream. 

We talked about this, and she told me that it wasn't the dreams that 
were important; it was who was in the dream. I had to try and forget the 
weeds, and look around me a little more. As soon as she said it, I thought it 
was strange that I had never dreamt you were beside me. I don't know why. 
Oh, I know you never came into the garden, but neither did any of those 
other people who have been there . Then she said, just to cap it off, that I 
should get in contact with anyone else who's in that garden. They're probably 
looking for me too. But if you're my weeds, Charlie, and I think you are, why 
the hell would they need me to help them? 

Sometimes, she said, the only way to see things grow i to let them grow 
themselves. She said it just like you would have . 

It made me quiver, Charlie . It made me frustrated. 
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The fucking lizzianthus still haven't come out of hibernation . Not yet. I 
thought there was a bud that morning before you died. I went out to look at 
it and it must haYe ju�t been the way that the sunlight was refracting on the 
stem. But I could hm·e sworn there was some life there. 

And so. you pragmatic arsehole, what exactly did I learn? I 
learnt that sometimes the only way to let things grow is to let them grow 
themselves. Just like e,·eryone has said. LEA VE ME ALONE. 

I really didn't want to write anything down . Even as I'm looking at my 
bedroom I'm seeing flimsy reams of paper swaying at my feet and I'm 
wondering how much of this you chose not to publish. Probably the lot of it .  

A couple of books after I met you. you were still just as angry and 
as frustrated. It didn't solve a thing. But you couldn't stop . You were such 
an addict to pain . 

And yes. yes. ye . The only reason I am writing this down is 
because I want to hear the tapping of keys before I fall asleep. I can't sleep 
without that sumptuous. subtle, little love tip tap tip. And I can write just 
as hard and as fast and as mean as you. And I will keep doing so. So even 
you will wake up and come glaring at me in the morning and ask me 
for omething I cannot possibly provide. A saucer of water to stop the 
Libernians attacking you. That was one thing. A squid to counterbalance 
the disproportionate microwaves. That was another. 

Get up. you prick. And get up and ask me for something. 
Please, Charlie. Please . Get up. 
Ask me for the cure to 2,.F508. Ask me to recalibrate your body, to 

reinvent you. I could take that little mutation that dehydrates the mucus in 
your body. The cunning little gene that lies to the transmembrane protein 
that runs the sodium channel. Our menage a trois with your body. I loved 
you Charlie. and you tasted like KFC. 

And you never asked me to take it away. You never stopped to tell me 
to do that. did you? 

I guess you always knew your life was on a wire. You liked it like that. 
It wasn't a reason . 

I did tell you that once. I wonder if you remember. It was when you 
where so angry that your second book wasn't selling. You told me that no 
one was writing anything worth reading, that everything that was meant 
to mean something meant really nothing at all. And I said, yeah? You taste 
like KFC . 

You didn't hear me, and I won that one, but I wish I had said it again . 
I meant it like that, Charlie; I meant it like a craving. 

I meant it like a good night's sleep. 
Tap tip tap . 

This morning I stepped into the garden and pulled out a weed or two, alone. 
I had a cup of tea, and a slice of toast. I went onto the street. You would have 
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enjoyed today. It smelt like Sundays should: mown grass and roasting coffee. 
I read a newspaper and tried to love the weekend. I tried not to think of you, 
I know that's pointless but I tried. In my head, I suppose you've gone away, 
but I just don't want to lose the taste of salt on my lips, or the curl of your 
hair from my fingers. There's just a hell of a lot of things that I would like to 
keep for a while. 

Shouldn't be too hard, I've decided. A few people have offered to come 
over and have a chat, blatantly adhering to the Kubler-Ross paradigm, and I 
figure, soon enough, I'll let them strip pieces of you away from me. I'm hop­
ing, just hoping, that you'll be like childhood. All the bad stuff eventually goes 
away, and when you get senile, it's just all happy memories. 

And it makes me sad that you won't get that, Charlie. But I suppose 
you also got some things I didn't. 

Like me, to be horrifyingly existential. 

So not thinking of you is hard enough. Like not concentrating on something 
when it's right in front of you. I could have put that better. Like when you're 
gardening, and you forget you're wearing gloves. That's what I mean. 

When I came home there was a letter for you, with a cheque. It was only two 
hundred dollars, but I got a giggle from thinking of you sending that article off. 
You didn't tell me, of course, and now I have to figure out a way of finding out 
what it was. Just silly, if you think about it. You writing about weight loss, if 
that's what it was, in the state that you would have been in then. 

Coughing up your lungs, spitting every minute. You probably weighed 
about fifty kilos and you should've been eighty. But, there you go. People will 
believe what you tell them if it's true. And if it's not. 

Tribute to you, again. 
I spent the rest of the night in . I watched TV for a while, read 

something on Charles the Second that you told me to read about a year ago, 
and now here I am. 

Tip tapping away. 

Do you ever think. Or sorry, did you ever think that much about symbiosis? 
It seems such a bandied term, but I think it actually terrifies me. I almost 
called your mother tonight, but I thought that if I did, I'd just be talking to 
her like you talked to her. I would just be clipped, and chirpy, and vague. 
Perhaps that's not the way that I'd like to talk to your mother, but I'll never 
know that now. Like I'll never know the feel of this house without you. I'll 
never be able to look out of the window beside me without seeing it through 
your eyes. 

I mean, Christ, look at me writing. I haven't touched a keyboard, except 
for work, in about ten years. And now, in some ways, that changes. I get 
experiences now that you cannot tell me how to feel about. But I want you to tell 
me, and I'll let the memory of you tell me, because you aren't around to do it. 
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Ewn this thing. I'w jlU reali ed. i only a conversation with you. I'm 
not e,·en talking at you. I'm actually waiting for your response. That 
frightens me. I know. I know my friends would say that I'm rationalising the 
pain. that it's only been two days. but it doesn't seem to be helpful. It's only 
worrying me. o one will meet me like a couple again, and yet I'll be a couple. 
There will be two people in my head. when some guy picks me up in a bar 
and takes me home. If ! fly I cannot be alone. 

:\Iaybe one of the reasons people get really mad with grief is because 
they cannot stop the conYersation. yet, to everyone around them, it seems 
perfectly obYious that the room i empty . I'm being bleak, I know that, and 
I'm also talking without an answer. 

I'm thinking about that lizzianthus again. Is it true that saline content 
in the soil affects the colour of the flower? Or is it the alkaline content? 
Or are they the same thing? 

I don't remember much from high school botany, so I'm spinning stories 
a little bit maybe. 

I'm trying to figure out, maybe someone could tel1 me one day, why it 
is that certain flowers will always come out a certain colour. A sunflower 
v.'ill ahvay have yellow petals, won't it? So why do some flowers change, 
and some flowers not? 

If I kis ed your forehead, or your back enough times, would I change 
colour for people to see? Maybe just a shade or two, more tanned, or less. 
�laybe people would see me in photos before I met you, and explain how pale 
I wa . or how dark. 

The crazy, still wide-awake part of me wants to start planting now, 
graft a rose in the middle of the night in the front lawn to see how it takes . 
One rose. two different colours. Take a tree, they never change colours, do 
they? Their buds are always the same. 

:'.\laybe that's what 1'11 do with the rest of our life. 1'11 travel the world, 
inconspicuously changing the colour of plants. This has been done by a few 
loonies already. probably. But it would be a fair way of seeing out my days, 
now that they're a little less complicated. 

Perhaps I could take up photography again, taking snaps of strange 
plants with various hues. I could grow a lily in the outback, to see how it 
would come up. If people asked me what I was doing, I could say that I was 
explaining the nature of symbiosis to nature itself. Because something along 
the way seems to have become terribly, terribly fucked up. No one ever told 
me who I loved would effect the colour of my skin. No one. But it affected 
you. Ah hah, you'd say, caught out in a rambling shambles as I am. That's 
true of me, you'd say, because CF is genetic. But life is genetic, Charlie. It's a 
philosopher's world. 

Or, because of you, I have at least begun to assume. 

And you having CF is just about who you knew, when you started out. 
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And me having blue eyes is just the same. 
And perhaps if someone asks me, if I get drunk enough, and they 

ask me why my skin is as pale as such and such,  or as glossy as the night, 
I will explain to them that I kissed a man of the soil, a man made of salt . 

And if they think of you, just sometimes, without knowing it at all , 
they will ask me if you came from the sea. 

And I will stand in my garden, pulling out weeds, speaking to the 
people next to me and staring at the sky swimming above. 

And I will touch the plant roots and breath them in, Charlie, like 
you would have liked me to do. 

I 'm going to sleep now, Charlie, I 'm turning off this light . I forgot to say 
before one thing, about Tea, the fortune teller. Actually, she's a mystic 
healer, but I won't bore you now, so late, with details .  

After we talked about my dream, I asked her what I should do, if l 
ever encountered myself in the garden, standing beside a dead man. 

She replied that no one, not even the dead, can be alone in a garden. 
I thought about it a little tonight, and a little more just now. I liked it at first, 
but now I'm starting to realise. I won't be waiting for you to visit me Charlie. 
Not now, or ever. I know exactly where you are. 
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Memory of Sakura 
Luu Trang Tuan 

The roads remained serene 
In the ancient Hoi An filled with reminiscences 
Despite the epidemic of war 
Spreading from the country of sakura. 
The memories of you 
And the guilt 
You always bore in your veins 
Never fade. 
The war endeavored to bury Vietnamese history 
You, a Japanese historian, strived to preserve each Vietnamese ancestor's 
manuscript, 
preserve each Vietnamese victim's vitality 
and preserve love of life in my mentality. 
Numerous kisses were given by you to the kids of destiny, 
But no kisses were laid on my lips, 
The girl of peace 
In your own semantics. 

You dubbed Hoi An the city of no farewell 
You dubbed my eyes the seas of no bed 
You caressed my hair 
The way you touched Hoi An antique wares 
Gently 
And firmly. 
A dried cherry blossom 
Was your only present left on my hair 
Pages portraying Hoi An lanterns 
Were your only present to this country, you owed and paid 
To keep the sea calmly drifting 
And to keep the lanterns eternally shining 
In his love for me 
And his struggle for peace. 
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UnSubstance 
A . Patrie 

YOU r.IIGHT THINK I don't know the difference between day and night. 
But even in the 1,vherever and whenever there's the roseate glow of sunlight 
through the skin. which i never thought of that way, but only as eyelids. 
Not ever as lids. like the eyes were jars, and if they were, then you would 
have to think about ,vhat an inordinate amount of thought they would 
contain. and if I start thinking this way then I'll eventually get to a point 
where it seems that a substance in a jar can be like a conserve, a jam made 
out of dream . and maybe that's all I am right now. Guessing that the light 
through my eyelids is that of the sun, wondering and wandering off again 
into why we only call it starlight when it's evening and not starlight when it 
break into the planet like a flood of water, but more an endless ocean really, 
running through everywhere and everywhen until there's barely a place 
where ome of it doesn't come through to offer just that most minimal glow. 
Even here with my heavy lids screwed on tight and never opening anymore 
or anywhere. I wait for it, because it's not like water at all, and is opposite, 
not zenith and nadir, but motes adrift through the still air of the room I 
can·t see around me, and the oxygen adrift in the blood I can feel within the 
stretch of my skin. allowing me to know I'm not dead, (though you may have 
made that mistake looking at me), and it all makes me hate the idea of the 
hole. dug six feet down into the soil, and the box nailed shut. Makes me wait 
.vith a kind of lust for the pink shoosh of it across my face. 

I lie on the bed. I think. I dream. I lie on the bed. 

Does it matter why? Could it? Look into the skull worm clean, and wonder what 
dreams. The infinity melted away to leave smoothed out bone. See, the weight 
of dreams, less than that of smoke, is still something. Not quite nothing, but 
wasn't it an entire universe of illusion, of endless passions until they ended, 
and fathers and mothers in memory, fears and agonies, all cast with a conviction 
celluloid will never conceive. All just a film of flesh light makes its images 
through. There was a man, is all I want you to know. He closed his eyes. 
He could not open them. But he reached and he writhed. He breathed while 
suffocation pressed and wrung him of even those almost weightless whims. 

Compressed within the grey folds, like a rag wet with petrol and sealed in 
a thick jar, there is the sulphuric red spot of a match that cannot be struck. 
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The grey rag, think of it as a tissue that belonged to God. Destroyed through 
use. Just the useful little thing in a moment of inconvenience. Which is 
almost as much as he could have ever hoped for. To be of use . But it wasn't a 
tissue. Wasn't a rag, soaked in gasoline, sealed in a glass jar. No speck of red. 
Just this thought that can't be struck alight . Just this attempt to find you 
and bring you close enough to rub. He conceived of me and sent me to you. 
Breathe on the glass and you will find a note . A mark. A crack as much as 
a whisper. Something happened . Something leaked away . . .  some substance. 
Look closely at this face behind the glass. Something happened. Believe me . 
I will tell you. 

A story. In a concentration camp. A Jew sits. Middle-aged. Emaciated . Alive; 
surviving at least. Sitting on a bench. Does not move. Does not speak. Eyes 
closed; like me. Others notice him , but leave him be . And this is true . That 
was the way it was told to me.  But I don't believe it . I mean the next part. 
Maybe you will . I have other reasons for telling the story, but there was 
certainly a man sitting on a bench . If you close your eyes too you will know 
that without question; a Jew , in a concentration camp , frail and sitting. 
And what he felt, I cannot feel . You cannot feel. Having tasted poison does 
not mean we can know what it is to die poisoned. But we all taste poison 
and imagine that we know something of feeling poisoned. And maybe, if we 
find the basement we know is there, somewhere near the snake bottom of 
our brains, where we were reptilian for thousands of evolutionary years, if 
we walk down into that dark suffocation, we'll find that everything that 
has happened, has happened there . But back to the bench . The story. 
He sits there, this nameless man. For hours . With one desire . His eyes 
closed, like mine. Like the blink in yours. For hours. And he falls to his side. 
Dead. Willed. Intended. Desired and accomplished. But I have looked and 
looked and I don't believe it. There is no off switch. There isn't a place to 
die like that. There isn't. But you can believe it . It was told to me like that. 
Like it was true. All I know is there was a man, sitting on a bench , in a 
concentration camp . His eyes closed. 

The stars are always there . It doesn't matter what we do . Closed eyes or open. 
Nothing can be done about it . The eternally exploding stars with all that light 
to burn into the impossible gulfs of empty nothing. Filling infinity all the way 
out. Always there. But not out and away like before, when I lived with my eyes 
open, but all the way inside, like cells in my blood, as though I was dreaming 
within the skull of God. Adrift on that pulsing life, but tethered to my bones. 
Dreaming that all this substance, balled up into planets and powder, was the 
endlessly unfolding screen . Dreaming that the exploding light across it wasn't 
just for images . Not just the show . It was the story, and it told me everything. 
It even whispered a long, long sentence, that ended with me . . .  and then 
whispered longer, into we. And it doesn't matter what we do . The stars are 
always there. Closed eyes or open. Nothing can be done about it. I have 
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neYer seen the hospital hall . but they are clear in my mind. Long and empty. 
No pictures on the walls. Signs g'lued to the walls. Information, like exits 
and room numbers . Iostly I hear the footfalls. The way the sound bounces 
around the footsteps draws the picture for me. The long ten or so meters 
running past my feet. beyond my door to the left. The other way it's only 
two meters before a bend that moYes away from my feet. There's a squeak 
in the shoes as they go around that bend. Six metres and then double doors 
that swing shut. Same kinds of doors down the opposite end. I can see those 
hospital floors. the plastic they use to make them durable and easy to clean, 
yet somehow feels soulless, and hospital perfect. I don't want to think about 
those long empty corridors. or the feet that draw in my mind, like the 
dripping of water does in a cave to the ears of a bat hanging upside down.  I 
don't want to see those long empty corridors, but I can't stop my mind filling 
itself with whateYer useless information it gets. It gets hungry. I don't know 
if it's like the stomach. In cases of starvation the stomach begins to eat itself. 

I lie on the bed. I think. I dream. I lie on the bed. 

It's a strange place - the ledge. It exists everywhere we look, and even in 
here. strangely enough. though the jump has now become impossible. There 
are these kind of places. There's the altar, though it's only in a temple where 
ifs literally called an altar. But an altar can be anywhere. A roadside toilet, 
in the middle of nowhere, shit stains in a broken ceramic nearby do not make 
it impossible. Do not take it beyond the reach of divinity, not for the grime 
lined palms pressed together or those other colourless spectrums of light. 
For a ledge you need little more than a power socket and a fork. For me it 
was a handful of pills. Too many. Enough to vomit, and not die. Too many to 
come out conscious. The one thing I hadn't expected. It was out or back in, 
but not this life on the ledge. But I come to think, is the ledge another kind 
of altar? What did I believe? Was it black oil, the sump of the machine of this 
world. airless, and bottomless, steel encased, where even bacteria drowns? 
Or it was an airless leap into a blue sky and for a moment I could be a 
cloud and then just more empty blue air? Or was it light? Perhaps light 
in fields of colour beyond the uses of colour an iris bends them to. Maybe 
energy beyond heat and hunger, beyond bone filled body and its blood, the 
word filled brain and its thought. The ledge or the altar? And I've never 
been able to figure out which. 

Spilled prayers. Like puddles of milk at our feet. Walk around my body with 
slapping sounds. Sm�lls sour in the mornings. But I don't believe in ears up 
above. All we can know is the stars. And don't they torture the small space 
of a skull with the relentless opening of infinity. We're better at closing. 
All alone in the universe we invented fences. We talk across them always. 
Fences of teeth. Fences of bone, draped over with flesh, and then dressed in 
fabrics and leathers and bits of plastic and metal, but fences - still fences. 
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I can't help the spilt milk. I wait for the sounds of feet. If I could open my 
eyes the floor would figure out the equation of all these divisions. Maybe 
with eyes closed, it's better. Milk made footprints crossing, into each and 
over, mapping out lines of trajectories from door to bed, and window, from 
the chair beside my bed, to a chart on the wall, machines on the other side of 
my bed, to the door again, leaving alone only the corners. Stepping into each 
other and through like the marks of restless spirits dancing with partners 
they never see in their own deaths, unsighted by fences and deafened by a 
music life makes in heartbeats and blood, breath and air, in the rattle and 
scrape of bones and skin. And so I spill and see it. I pray without the press 
of palms, and want you to hear me. The stars don't listen, but they know the 
truth. We have the ears. We know the spirits dancing across our floors are 
not dead, blind or deaf. The space of the skull is infinite. It is turned inside 
out. Filled with stars. They spill their prayers through us. Everything else 
moves, but I can listen. 

I lie on the bed. I think. I dream. I lie on the bed. 

There's a clock on the wall. I never know the time. But it ticks. The flat sound 
of worn grooves in a cheap clock. I wake up hearing it. It keeps me from 
sleeping. Forgetting it for periods of time is like some bliss I do not deserve. 
A reprieve of forgetfulness. But it never leaves me. Never stops its torment. 
For a while, maybe it was as long as a week, its battery ran out. I forgot all 
about it. But when the battery was replaced it was worse. And it will not 
recede now. I hear it ticking all the time. The flat sound of worn grooves in 
a cheap clock. 

Outside there's the sound of birdsong. I forget the birds. I forget the ways 
they splinter out their diamond sounds through the crystal clean air. How 
they open my spaces and reveal the vast canyons of dreams and forests of 
thought that have always belonged to a world more than a mind. Birdsong 
that reminds me to explore and wander and drift and allow it all to open and 
unravel. To unfold and uncrease and unblink in the darkness of the skull, 
and see where it leads. How it always returns to calling for the rising sun 
over the horizon and the blue freedom of the air we breathe. I forget them, 
and when I remember them, I want to keep them and fill myself with their 
singing. But I can't help it. I start listening to the worn out grooves of that 
hospital clock instead. 

End of one. One connects like a game of dominoes to You. You will move on 
through an open window as easily as a fly. A fly must know a torment a man 
can never imagine with a closed window, where it will die on a window sill 
in dried out exhaustion, never being able to understand the nature of the 
invisible. Invisible to our eyes is how there never was a beginning of an end. 
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I lie in bed and breathe. I sweat and I don't know why. I feel it in the wet 
of my clothes. The dampness on my chest. Life goes by trickles as much as 
streams. As much a drip as storms. We know oceans , but it's not true for our 
bodies. Water should be salt-free. Clean and clear . But there are puddles in 
the concrete only dogs drink from. It pools by the roadside for cars to spray 
through. Rusting drainpipes and roof gutters choked with leaves. Sewers 
belmv running with chthonic reflections. Water moans as much as it chortles. 
And what's true for bodies isn't true for souls. Who knows but that the salt 
in us is the only thing divine. Some trace element of the ocean. There's what 
we were before arms and legs. Before the taste of water, clean and clear . 
Where salt was always in the mouth and almost sweet, not something we 
excrete through our skin and call sweat. Because there's ocean in everything 
that crawls away over land. There's time in trickles as much as streams , and 
there's time that is salt . I lie in bed and sweat. 

And I will not tell you of any of the dreams I had because I only remember 
the one. I was walking through the city. Walking for hours everywhere, with 
detail more nuanced than anything I would have noticed in life. Down 
Degreaves Street, with people dressed in clothes all of their own choosing, 
eating. drinking and having their conversations like the words didn't come 
from my dreaming mind. Knowing I needed to get somewhere within the next 
five minutes but it slipped my mind. I keep walking, hoping to remember, 
getting more and more frustrated, and worried by this inability to recall my 
destination. I walk out onto Flinders Street toward the corner of Swanston 
with an idea that if I see the clocks there on the outside of the station 
I'll know where I need to go. At least the time to go along with the ticking 
- finally. But when I get there, it starts to snow. At first flakes, and then 
more of it, covering everything in ice-white. Everyone going about their 
daily business as though this was no thing more unusual to them than to 
New Yorkers in winter . But I look around and I know, and then realise I'm 
in a dream, and that I know I 'm dreaming. I look around at this world that's 
supposed to be the creation of my mind and I know it isn't. It's as much a 
part of the world as the Melbourne in which it never snows. Then I hear my 
alarm clock. I lean out of bed to switch it off. But I fall out of bed. And I'm in 
hospital. Awake. 

It must have been a depression. It must have been mental illness. It must 
have been a loss of faith, even if I didn't believe in anything divine; didn't 
believe in a soul or any of those invisibles. Something that made sleep and 
dreams run from me like starved cattle rambling through the dust of 
inexplicable famine. Something that crept in with the half-bitten strawberry 
and champagne at euphoric meetings with clients signing their lives away, 
to us, for our visions of their market conquests. Something in those perfectly 
mapped plans for glittering futures, destinies that came wrapped in boxes 
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with the ribbons of Empire and the skin of God. Something in those boxes. 
Something in the paper we spilled our promises over, our imaginations and our 
hunger for shared victories. Something in the complete sincerity with which 
we lied, and our total commitment, for years on end, to those sustaining lies. 
So, a depression or an illness of the mind, but I think, a loss of faith. 

A loss of some kind of substance. Because I could still find the ideas. I could kill 
with those ideas. Or I could make the helpless couch-crushed suburbanite pray 
for salvation with them. But it was a loss of something. Something in myself. 
First at work. In the elevator every morning. Then in the evening as well. 
The round plastic numbers in their faded circles still ticked up and up like I 
was being raised and raised to ever higher levels, began to make me feel 
light-headed. The descent down and down into drowning vertigo. I stood 
outside the elevators and watched myself come and go, entering and leaving 
the booth and disappearing to reappear again most of a day later; all these 
people like me, ready to move into the booth as soon as I'd entered or left, to sit 
at my desk, to speak the same inane banter with my PA, to talk on the same 
phone, and to the same partners, or different ones - it didn't matter. 
The picture of the woman on the desk, the wife and the name, entering and 
leaving my bed with me, brushing her teeth in the mornings and evenings . . .  
could come back with someone else lying i n  her bed and barely blink. All of 
them, and everyone I knew, the same. Barely a blink. Looking in the mirror . . .  
it was there in that face a s  well. The pills in the bottle (useless pills that only 
managed to knock me out with a kind of throttling hands effectiveness, when 
they didn't just half strangle and leave me feeling brain dead) were just as 
replaceable as anything else about me. Tomorrow the elevators would travel 
up and down with their cargo. 

But all of that was yesterday. 

And now everything makes sense. Everything is understood. But only in the 
ways it did before I got washed down the nowhere at the bottom of my skull. 
None of the spaces above or below open up anymore and there's little I can say 
for certain about any of it. 

There are times, when I'm walking and when I'm driving, and when 
I'm eating, and when I'm waking or going to sleep, and when I'm talking, 
and when I'm sitting on the couch watching the tube, when I'm doing the 
washing, or getting the mail, when I'm pulling on socks, when I'm putting on 
shoes, when I turn my wrist to check my watch, and lift my sleeve to check my 
time, when I feel like I'd like to go back to the swirling sway of stars inside and 
their endless birdsong. 

Maybe it's because there was a once upon a time and a happily ever after 
in there. There were doors to paradise and gates to the underworld. There was 
substance. And there was something else. 
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Miss Diane Arbus Stops for the Night at the 
Paradise Motel, Jots Down Notes for her 
Forthcoming Book of Photographs 
The Butterfly's Book of the Dead 
Charles D Anastasi 

images 
colours 

murmurs 

angles 
skill 

words 
places 

eyes 
faces 

truth 
nakedness 

theft 

sky 
night 
final shot 

incantations 
photographer 

photographer's brief 

a matter of excavations 
two bottomless uncomplications 

couldn't be mistaken for an imprisonment 
lives on hold 

it's not that kind of buzzing 
negotiated echoes 

sometimes unbearably cornered 
itinerant stories 

the soul's vanishing point 
a primal underpinning 

you'd swear it's the legend of the light 
stillness, except when twitching at the moon 

what's taken, what's always out of 
reach 

struggles to find an opening 
it's always about the night 
that's how it always begins 

the silences behind the eyes 
a woman burdened with a butterfly net 

a letter to oneself, placed under a 
stone and promptly forgotten 
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Schizophrenia 
II.O. 

It'� necessary for them to say what they think. 
The thinnest glass is .025mm thick. 

In 1733 John Kay inYented the flying shuttle. 
I"m dealing with a distorted psyche now. 

Talking to a parrot can be therapeutic. 
Rubbing two horseshoe together before a throw is lucky. 

chizophrenics spend a lot of the time on their ownsome. 
People either love turnips. or hate ·em. 

Between 1967 and 1976 Uganda had 3000 thunderstorms. 
::\'obody know enough to raise a chicken. 

A dog can't free itself by biting its chain. 
The other side of power is knowledge. 

Tiny berries get eaten by the thousands. 
A punch in the stomach is a blow to the face. 

Nobody hears the threat in a whine. 
The plural of knife is knives. 

Psychoanalysis is just the other side of thinking 
(like a cow looking at a chicken). 

The lan'IlX lavs low in the throat. 
The polka is � dan�e (in a quick hime) from Czechoslovakia. 

Dig the well first before becoming 'thirsty'. 
Chester Carlson invented the photocopy. 

The fear of phobias is a phobia phobia. 
To carry the day is to win over. 

Useless features are just add-on whistles. 
Forget-me-nots: whispers. 
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A Pronunciation Lesson 
Jonathan Shaw 

Not hi ROSH ima 
Everything before and after 
the central ROSH of spit 
mere prelude and 
pathetic aftermath 

or hiro SHEE ma -
a lingering wail 
or cry of shame 

It's 

hi 

ro 

shi 

ma 

each syllable stepping 
into the print 
of the one before 
as on a gentle stroll 
beside a river 
in the clear morning 
after a murder 
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A Question of Submersion: 

A Romance of Deep-Sea Exploration at 130 Feet 
Kirk .Uarshall 

THE EGGS \VERE QUEAKY on the teeth. Their flavour of authenticated 
blandness had been assiduously molested by the German chef, he with 
strawberry blonde bangs and two evasive startled eyes like spiders 
conspiring. reYealed in the gilded crack of light yielded by opening the 
kitchen cupboard. Vv'hen a shaft of sunlight occasioned to insinuate its 
ethereal self through the boat's porthole upon surfacing, it could send his 
eyes into a catter. Just like spiders. 

I disliked him with an obscene stamina: my hatred for him was 
athletic sometimes: it could dismissively vault all niceties, demonstrations 
of blind kindness and any evidence attesting to the German's vulnerable, 
companionable and cordial heart; it could pole-vault over any suggestion 
that he might be a generally amenable person; it could ascend to confront 
any challenge. usually at the expense of the German's, like a reaction: some 
cruel and brilliant reaction to countermand his wholesome efforts to simulate 
a friendship with me. It started with my tongue, of course. It would display 
its legendary capacity to formulate a staggering retort, as though getting the 
·witticism out equated to a hundred-metre dash. There were, however, other 
circumstances where an inspired switchblade slur just wouldn 't satisfy, and 
I'd become a conduit for a roaring font of invective, and make the blear-eyed 
European spring with tears. Marathon mouth. That's what girls used to 
call me. When I was still in the world of shoreline walks, mid-afternoon 
restaurant congregations, long uneventful drives into forest country. That 
was my name. a lifetime ago. Before I breathed plumes of water, went and 
sought accommodation in this swallow-shaped pressure hull with a German 
who could solicit smiles from whale sharks even when their biological design 
disenabled it. They used to call me a lot of things, but I mostly remember 
the fucking. I guess I assumed daylight would prevail. Then something 
catastrophic happens, like she gets hit by a train, you start to suffer dreams 
where your bed's established on a hive of termites, you keep awakening in a 
cold sweat, there's always alcohol in your pockets, everyone you know can't 
communicate without replacing your name with 'Sorry'. I always consciously 
aspired toward joy, but it's a lifelong discipline that some people are lousy 
at. We were going to have a kid this year. There are fish here that make me 
think of the way her body danced. 

'Can you hear them?' Dusseldorf Boy asked, hunched over the canvas 
splay of the bunk. 
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'Wasn't keepin' peep, to be frank.' I always revert to colloquial 
expression when I want to end the conversation. 'You goin' to the monitoring 
and control systems? You always enjoy hearing 'em whistle dixie. ' 

His brow darkened, and he balled his fists to his knees. 'Is sometimes 
pleasant to talk about something, Roman.' 

'Woah, kid. Heckfire. This ain't your first rodeo, now, is it?' He rose and 
slunk out. I forced the bile and eggs down. 

It was an ungovernable pretence befitting only the most gormless 
puppet president to maintain an inability in hearing their song, of course. 
How can music be invasive? They weren't simply conducting antediluvian 
choir, though: it was communication too. Still, I've exchanged many an 
exhausted dialogue with incongruous and joyless Germans in my time to 
recognise that not all 'talk' is vacant of meaning or necessarily neutral. 
Sometimes it's imploring, and occasionally it's accusatory; but irrespective 
of the way you eschewed an acknowledgement of these vast and sullen 
monsters, be it engaged and edifying, or like a spook divorced of his display of 
espionage, revealed to the light and set upon by circumstances where he was 
forced to listen, no one could deny that the whales' music did exist. They cried 
here, submerged, in the darkest of violet waters, and it was a vivid song of 
such rare distinction that it could infect the silence between your ears, bleed 
into your dreams, distort the rhythm and score of your own compressed and 
airless heartbeat, and awaken you to another ocean midnight with nobody to 
grapple to yourself, and no-one to ask for forgiveness. 

Only the German, and these whales themselves, shepherded our vessel 
onward like two benign brine-studded deities, to wherever the fuck we had 
submitted ourselves to travelling; like their song, really, so forlorn and 
omnipresent, without rhyme, reason or resistance. Where that music ever 
ended, I couldn't hazard. If the German had only heard it while we'd been 
sitting encamped in our brooding, foot-stink hull and not every moment he 
claimed a breath from our machine environment, then I could not say what 
reason it was that their song never ceased in my blood. Maybe when we knew 
our own end, maybe when we'd sighted our final destination, maybe when 
those whales stopped persuading our craft to continue pursuing them, then 
perhaps the sustain would stop in me: then, perhaps, I would have back my 
own sense of quiet. 

The swell sucked and seethed against the shipyard metal and diving­
bell pressure glass of the submarine, our proud, glory-wrought dirigible, 
(AGSS Desdemona Oceanographic Research Vessel). Shoals of angelfish 
scattered before the glass like missionaries of the Lord beneath a full-blooded 
moon. I rolled a cigarette with a prowess to rival stakeout men encamped in 
the Ganges, and inserted it between my pearlies. Adorning my wall: calendar 
girls with the scarlet eyes of Persian sea snakes, the shoreline foam of hair 
best exhibited by Rita Hayworth, and massaged into the lace stringbodies of 
fast French housewives. They pouted in their basques, these women, leg like 
the pins on a chorus-girl extending suggestively, the wilting wallflower 
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of sex and thorn: fly-traps decorated in all the hues and pastels of seduction , 
pollen-sweetened for the lorn and starved bee. During our preceding month of 
oceanic observation the German had allocated each one a name, because it was 
easier - he said - to engage in fantasy over someone who you could denounce 
while in the wry throes of ejaculation. I didn't want to know why he founded 
ma�turbation on a first-name basis. but he was the sort of hirsute German 
with chow chow dogs in his lineage whom you couldn't claim an overt physical 
attraction to. even if you were female with a fondness for shagpile carpet. The 
girl whom the German insisted was 'Morgan Brightfellow', the March girl, was 
crowned with a red riot of tresses that hung heavy over a naked body the way 
that plumes of dragon breath issue from a hot mouth yawning in the frost. 
Those crimson tresses scored rivers over Morgan's geography, tributaries 
of pro\·ocation intersecting until their flow resulted in a delta of turbulence 
where her innermost thighs met. but the German had erased her smile with 
smudges made by flapping fingertips. Morgan Brightfellow , a silent film 
actress from the 1920's, the good lady of March: that was the German's 
winning creative contribution. She sure was something. I blew smoke rings, 
and a manta ray soared passed our bedroom porthole. 

I was entranced by the calendar: again. 'Damn. She's equipped with the 
physiognomy of pool party summer girls, but hers is a wounded innocence 
that staggers me. all the same. There ain't nothing short of class about her, 
nothing contrary to integrity in them brown limpid eyes.' I sent satellites of 
nicotine vapour into orbit around her two-dimensional form , testing the knife 
of her body with my own gaze like a thumb traces the curvature of a pistol 
trigger. She didn't shrink from scrutiny. She remained resolute , sharp, 
accommodating to the gawkery exercised by me , a lingering half-Mexican 
idiot. I turned back to the bloom of zooplankton which had flowered at the 
berthing area window-glass. 'Sure, I'll confess. She is a lot like Penne. Show 
me how that observation's worth a solitary leatherback turd, and I'll 
re-evaluate the wisdom found in the anuses of turtles the world over. There 
ain't nothin' in my appreciation of this creature of paper and print-gloss that 
demonstrates any direct relationship with how I feel about Penne. Oh, shut 
the fuck up. I know what you're.playing at. Starfish don't know shit, alright?' 

I ground out my cigarette on Morgan's face , exposing holes in the 
aesthetic quality of her pouting smirk as though a creator drawing and 
erasing life with molten pencils. Her face began to char. Her laughter 
soon sounded like coughing. Her languid body took on an appearance of 
distortion. Soon our March calendar girl was burnt from the very printed 
card with which she'd held domain, though her persecuting frown pulsed like 
a firebrand in the black behind my eyes. 'So she looked exactly like Penne. 
The Penne in those moments on the railway platform. It means not a 
goddamn thing! Not a fucking thing, you hear? I'll tell you one last time,' 
I shook my fist at the brace of starfish as they hovered at the porthole. 
'I ain't goin' to value any suggestion concerning relationships if it's coming 
from an asexual species.' 
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The constellation of blue and pink echinoderms disbanded and 
swarmed over the hull before being reclaimed by the undertow. A message 
wrought from bubbles remained imprinted on the surface of the swell, 
Braille formed from the breaths of those ancient anemones. I could never 
decipher their edicts crafted from exhalation, but then, I knew it wasn't as 
though they could expect me to understand their language by rote, anyway. 
They just wanted to ensure that I was aware they had opinions on my 
affairs. I would tell them time and again, with malice and guile, that I didn't 
give a sea-cucumber fart for their particular brand of psychoanalysis. Still, 
it was nonetheless a formidable pleasure which I cultivated, knowing that I 
had friends in this state of oceanic isolation, even if they were a spectrum of 
colours beyond my customary experience, even if they each had two stomachs, 
even if they could only see things by movements in light. I imagined these 
starfish really liked me. And that was okay, because a marine biologist needs 
all the companionship he can muster. Be he a madman, or not. 

I forked the last of the eggs, and stopped an inch before my mouth 
devoured all. The yolky mass was hovering aloft, pierced by the tines, and 
it didn't really resemble a contorted, damaged body pinned to a succession of 
railway sleepers. It didn't, not really. Penne was a memory, maybe even less 
than that. If you squinted, shut out the raw of the train whistles, furrowed 
your brow, forced the ammoniac pall of human piss associated with train 
stations out of mind and out of sight. The last of the eggs resembled nothing 
but a sluggish attempt at haphazard underwater cookery. I swallowed the 
German's grease-laden meal whilst the final days of March caught in the 
straying tufts of my hair and in the folds of my uniform; a confetti of the 
current month, Morgan's cindered remains, like Penne's, lost to me. 

The German's clanking tread heralded his re-entry into the room. 
'Oh shit! You did it to the March girl, too?' 

'Bah! What's on the cards, el scorcho?' I glared at the swimmy 
reflection caught in the oil stain on my plate. 'Descend to 130 feet, gauge 
our depth by the hydrophone, activate the Sound Surveillance System, and 
microwave up some buttered popcorn before the cetacean pod approaches for 
some investigative intimacy? Good way to finalise field-work by deducing the 
population at proximity - none of this telemetry thumb-twiddlin'.' 

'I can't believe you kill Miss March, Roman! You are sick, heartbroken 
and should not be enlisted tb track these whales.' 

'I'm sick? Ho!' I rose from my religious vigil on our berthing area 
bunk, and clapped his bearded countenance between my hands. 'You're just 
flappin' at the mouth like those half-wit fool starfish. Now, where art thou 
Mr Takeshi-san? I gotta remind him again that bringing l?-endo blades onto 
the sub is against about seventeen organisational ordinances. He won't listen, 
I know, but it might stop him from making so many godawful sushi jokes.' 

The German's face bunched up between my palms, like a wholly 
disagreeable fistful of hairy fucking bananas. He might have realised by now 
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that you never can negotiate with a Mexican, not unless there's something 
better than fried eggs and sauerkraut in the bargain. Without engaging our 
sonar hydrophones. the whales continued showcasing their plangent chord. 

The German and I sealed the hatch to our sleeping quarters, and 
shambled with heads lowered up the corridor, my insults sounding hollow 
and mirthless with their every reverberence. 

The control room within Desdemona stirs up remembrances of practically 
eYery billiards hall and gin palace ifs been the detriment of my life to 
frequent . The place. though arranged in an interior aesthetic which 
delegates priority to form. function and utility, is a breeding ground for 
activity. and possibly a subterranean front for an undersea cigarette 
kiosk. Carpeting the chamber everywhere, unopened and sealed in their 
immaculate sleeves of plastic, are decks of Mild Seven cancer sticks. 
Almost like the charts of uninhabited peninsulae littering the floor of a 
merchantman wheelhouse. Yeah. Exactly like that. 

�lr Takeshi broods at the control systems. A packet of cigarettes 
crests the lip of his powderblue blazer, like a sad flower signifying an 
anniversary which has gone uncelebrated. I bewitch him with a smile wholly 
suited to a philanderer like myself. Which is to say, it breaks across my 
face like a team of wild horses. Mr Takeshi's eyes probe the surface of his 
nicotine meniscus. My laugh sounds like a descending Hercules moth, or a 
money-counting machine. Mr Takeshi sneers, and the German slaps him 
soundly in the face. 

"Affection is often the catalyst for violence,' he explains. 
�lr Takeshi covets his burning cheekbones between his knees and 

thrusts the fingers on his left hand into the area of locality ordinarily 
associated with the German's scrotum. It manifests itself as one helluva 
formidable grip. The continued sovereignty of many an influential first-world 
nation could well rely upon a handshake of that dimension. 

·Love demands acknowledgement,' Mr Takeshi informs the German, 
his white-knuckle gesture of reciprocation scoring deep gouges into the 
thatch-faced European's gouche. 

Oh. These motherfuckers. These irresponsibly sublime gentlemen 
of unstaunching generosity. You could choke in an atmosphere this 
impermeable with true fellowship. There are more days here than there 
are barnacles to a baleen whale; this abundance of ardour sent ripples of 
glee straight to my gut. These guys have earned their place. Right beside 
my next shit. 

The German affects an uncomfortable and reluctant genuflection, and 
lowers to a lotus position on the steel-panelled floor. Though this constitutes 
an opportune display of uncharacteristic respect, Mr Takeshi has little time 
afforded him to enjoy his elusive moment of victory over the German, whilst 
his cheeks register their continued red semaphore. The reason for this 
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is twofold. I apply the underside of my boot to the small of his back and the 
German wriggles away from his reverent position of subordination before 
cannonading into Mr Takeshi and involving him in a ground-level battle of 
hair-knuckling. The German noogies away at Mr Takeshi's skull, and the 
two of them flounder about at my shins like a trawl net releasing its sprawl 
of silver-dappled tunafish. They tumble past my ankles, spitting and 
seething like a committee of disagreeable toms over a corpse of the queen of 
rats. I've never before been witness to two individuals engaged in such an 
interview of highly-charged intimacy. They wheel passed my right foot once 
more, Mr Takeshi sinking fangs into the love-handles beneath the German's 
juggy ribcage, and I decide to pilfer one of Takeshi's forsaken cigarettes. 
I stand and ponder through a visor of whorehouse tobacco, and the German 
beside my hair-snaggled calf finally demonstrates his profound ability to 
overthrow our Japanese shipmate by sitting directly on Mr Takeshi's tailbone. 
This appears to leave him without a centre of gravity through which to 
continue cavorting in violence at the level of metal studs on our vessel's floor. 

It's all a question of submersion. Mr Takeshi can either admit defeat 
whilst the German depresses his uncompanionable ass into the region just 
below the Eastern navigational expert's solar plexus, or he can attempt to 
best his malodorous, beardy-faced overlord whilst he lies pinned like a prize 
specimen beneath a lepidopterist's cabinet. If Mr Takeshi would ask me - and 
I'm endowed sufficient political wisdom to know that he'd rather ask 
a smack of jellyfish than someone with Mexican soil in his lungs - I'd 
recommend that he concede to the German. But Mr Takeshi is proud, and to 
tap out would only encourage the German to profess that his ass was smarter 
than Mr Takeshi. So he remains right there, spreadeagled and breathing 
harshly, gazing with a stoic and heated vehemence at the ground-level 
porthole. Eventually I get bored and I clap palms over my eardrums to 
diminish the clarity with which I'm privy to the whales' desultory commentary. 

I bounce the attention of my retina off the multiple sensor lights scram­
bling like tsunami victims across the control systems monitor. I consider 
activating the periscope to observe the whales in breach encircling our 
dirigible, when the gaslight illuminating our command chamber disappears 
altogether to be consumed by a web of night. The back-up generators have 
just engaged, casting their hellish vermillion pall over our hotly shining faces, 
when Mr Takeshi pushes the German aside with vocal opprobrium and surges 
toward the monitor. Unoccupied, his lower jaw hangs like the frame of a 
painting off a wall-driven nail. 'Shit, ' he explains, his fingers dancing over the 
control keys. I watch an inexplicable ovoid shape accelerating rapidly toward 
us on the control interface. Its phosphorous green bleep careens mere 
kilometres away, zeroing in at breakneck speed. 'We don't have time to resort 
to sonar. Zakenayo! I knew getting into a craft without torpedo armaments 
was fit only for dumb ox. If I was in a kaiten, the damage would at least be 
shared.' Mr Takeshi was astir with panic. I'd only seen him anxious once prior. 
The German had made Godzilla noises. 
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'What is god damn problem?' The German was clutching his buttocks, 
and squinting at the trajectory of our unfounded amorphous attacker. 
We haw company.' l\1r Takeshi whispered. He was blanching like a barrelful 
of Spanish onions. 

·How far away is it?' I sheathed my hands beneath my armpits . This 
way I could sa,·e both my wristbones and body odour, perhaps for future 
preserYation. The hackles on my neck were unfurling like sunflowers beneath 
the toil of summer's labour. l\1y mouth tasted like blood. 

·Four kilometres and closing.' 
·How far away is it?' 
·\\'hat is goddamn problem?' 
'Three kilometres and closing.' 
'\<\-'hat is goddamn problem?' 
·How far away is it?' 
·Two kilometres and closing.' 
·What is goddamn problem?' 
·Brace yourselves. Drop. Drop and roll. Hit the fucking undergrowth. 

Get down.' 
·How is moving this fast?' 
·One kilometre and closing. ' 
·Nothing's fucking sacred. Nothing. I loved Penne. I performed no wrong 

against her. How far away is it?' 
The green light was on top of us. A deep-sea swell of glory and 

murder blasted into the pressure hull, which I can only liken to a storm 
underwater. and the submarine was rocking like a backdoor off its joists in 
an unholy wind. The generators had died, devouring us into black catastrophe. 
Apparatus and machinery was flying through the air like I'd agitated a hive 
and been pursued by a swarm of knives. The German was cursing his 
country, his family. his flag, his life and his imminent death in the mother 
tongue. Mr Takeshi was silent. A windfall of starfish bristled over the 
porthole's lens in sweetest mockery, and then, like the orbit of a drunk 
planet, the creature swung lazily into view. With my legs trapped beneath 
either a fire extinguisher rent asunder from the wall, or the entirety of our 
sensory computer system, I could only see the thing via sideways 
spectatorship. It was long and armoured in a scum of surf so primeval it 
might have been a harvest of ice under thaw. It was kingly and crowned by 
a scabrous blowhole which solicited a threat the same way a balled fist does. 
It had unearthly eyes, like a flame trapped without motion or animation, 
or like a wound pulsing with a chasmic glow as gold as honeycomb cities 
sent ablaze by a newly-struck match. It had a face like a limousine and 
a smile like war. It had milk teeth held fast like an enemy's gates. It had 
a body like a missile and dorsal fins like curves on English economy class. 
It had a tail like the end of a sordid secret, and a mouth like a harmonium 
extended the armspan of a very fat musician. It was the most humbling, 
regal and sourfaced blue whale I'd ever seen. 
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It was eighty metres long, with the heart of a champion racehorse. 
It wanted me to hear its song. 
'Is that you, Penne?' I stammered. 'You hit me like a train. What are 

you laughing at? I missed you too. '  
The other whales ceased their music. She'd finally taken centre stage, 

and they wanted me to give pause the same way. Her voice floated up from 
the very bottom of the lowest reef, teasing out fish like a kiss transmits good 
intentions, and my tiny words caught in my throat. A mermaid with the hair 
of Morgan Brightfellow contributed a duet, and when they hauled me onto 
their deck and I sputtered up a flood, the captain of the ship extended me an 
impressive leer. 

'She was a beautiful girl.' 
'Yeah, '  I wheezed, wallowing in vomit and sea water. 
Love? How far away is it? Three, two, one kilometres and closing. 

It's right on top of us. 
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Drinking James McAuley's Wine 
Juliet Paine 

Drinking James l\IcAuley's wine 
in a cellar resonant with stone & cold 

our breath incandescent & reflective in the air 
under a blinking low wattage globe 

the faded labels confused by dust 

He says Dad 'll be late ... don 't worry 

it's early evening. Hobart-style 
mid-winter & creeping 

the slow stitching in place of night 
& the blessed dew that soaks the ground 

Fifteen years old rebellion is Dylan & Rolling Stones LPs 
brought back in brown paper slips from Melbourne 

Denial for now of echoing wooden floors 
rows of desks & anxious silence 
ticking clocks & final exams 

at the Hobart Freemasons' Hall 

Rather its adolescent epiphanies of ignorance & intoxication 
corked vinegar & Penfolds Grange 

Wet earth groaning behind the cellar walls 
sunk into my nostrils 

A vague reminder of pragmatism & grounding 
behind the fumbling vision of twilight drunkenness 

slipping off 
on the sharp-edged forms of consciousness 

Passed out snormg 
on the floor of his son's bedroom 
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Vita Means Life 
Gabr ielle E verall 

Vita's present was death 
she lived in the past 
a knight 
a fisherman 
a motherfucker 
to Lady Sackville 
while she hauled in 
Virginia Woolf 
through a cold war 
of telegrams 
a mistress of letters 
ice-queen alphabets 
bagging each other's 
books and personality traits. 

Vita does 
Virginia stirs the doing 
S/he as Orlando 
was meeting her maker 
her Manhood 
her inheritance 
as she rode 
the third planet 
to glory. 

Vita was a 
rogue dyke 
a mother 
yet as impenetrable 
as the Amazon 
a persistant man 
who should be killed. 
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Virginia was a 

woman 

a child 

a leprous genius 

writing in a 

p�Tamid shed 

an adulteress of 

a hidden letter 

y 

\': Why do I low \7? 

Becau e she ha� the same 

initial a me 

he could carYe 

her initials 

into my brea �t 

and he would be 

branding me into me 

Y into Y 

Vita into Virginia 

Virginia didn't let 

Lord. hu band 

or authore s 

faze her. 

She went traight 

for the fle h. 

And o did Vita 

as she ties 

her down 

a long-legged 

sniper girl-boy 

with grenades 

in hand. 

A conquistador 

with a heart 

of lion. 
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She marked 
the letter V 
on her forehead 
V for vixen 
V for virgin 
V for victim. 

Vita won. 
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Headlights: A Biology Lesson 
Eric Pau l  haffer 

The sun gone. the green in the fields darkens. My neighbours drive on 
without headlights. as if dusk were clouds of cane smoke and their vision 
was improved by speeding past the burning stalks . Mr. Brown, our teacher 

of biology and Drivers Ed .. once asked our class a question, 

·\Vhat are headlights for?' Someone snorted and said, 'So you can see 
where you're going.' l\Ir. Brown scowled. That wasn't what he wanted, 

so he tried again, 'What is the most important use of headlights?' 
When he put it that way, no one spoke. Everyone recognised a trap . 

He rocked on his toes. waited long, and then gave us the words he wanted: 
'So other drivers can see you.'  

But speeding through the oncoming night, these drivers don't want to see me. 
They want to see an open road, a wild land, a new world, a paradise paved 

for their wheels alone. While night conquers the world, they want me to think 
they know where they're going. Their cars, glossy but without colour, 

are no longer visible. Nobody can see them, and they can't see each other. 
They fly over the darkling land, crossing double yellow lines on blind curves 

so they need not break their homeward rush. At my approach, the sullen flick 
their parking lights to say, 'I don't need lights, I can see.' 

Maybe day fades at such a petty pace they fool themselves that they can see. 
The road is familiar. They know every curve and dip, every weedy ditch 

and flower-covered cross along the way. Most nights, they don't remember 
driving home when they arrive, so they truly believe they don't need the light. 

But I am cursed to recall Mr. Brown's brutal biology lesson, 
the one where the frog lolls in a beaker of cool water with a thermometer 

and a Bunsen burner below. The temperature rises gently to a killing boil, 
so the frog never senses danger and slowly, stupidly cooks in the cauldron. 
Driving home tonight, I see that's the way darkness works, too: so gradually, 

the light is gone before we even know we need to see. 
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Cactus 
David Stavanger 

my son tells me the stick is a bird 
my son tells me this stick has wings 
then lets it take flight 

he didn't drink peyote or take a trip to the Mexican desert sands 
can't read Castaneda or smoke his own destiny 
he just knew feathers when they were in his hands 

my son tells me this stick is a bird 
my son smiles and sets this bird free 
it takes flight 

we watch it soar to the ground / sweep into the afternoon 
it is spring and all the mother's hands are full 
a raft of birds lie in wait beneath the swings 

my head is clear and we are singing 
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Lamentation at 45°C 
Lorin Ford 

we dreamt wheat-fields compressed within thunderheads 
brui ed indigo 

prayer kites aloft on an old promise our rain focused 
hope inbreeding 

resurgent creeks deep a the blood beat along believed 
channels awash 

despite foreca t there's the mustard seed parable but 
shakti shakti 

where tree-ferns were such wet dreams fade we fail these 
cropless seasons 

in grief for lo t bees once one year's weeds made seven year's 
seeds an antique 

adage now that clouds have gone and given up on dragonflies 
damselflies wasps 

their \\ings like cellophane remember cellophane before 
PlakkiRap Kleer 

and these the coral reef the coral trout the coral lipstick 
model famous 

in her day in her day-glo lime bikini against this wide 
blue ache of sky 

i recite the water cycle backward pride in my expert mind 
remember rain 
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Landslips 
Lizz Murphy 

Look down that squinty street 
where the greasy moon hovers 
floodlights the turret chimney-run 

Your rawboned hand 
roams to that white place 
your fingers are linnets 
leave strange wings 

Haphazard seas drown us out 
grainy winds row us in 
no words for the landslips 
the whitebait of our memories 

We didn't take enough photos 
We said that 
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zoom to 

the eig ht-carat 

diamond in its gold 

ing on the ring of a fine-

looking lady who stands 

opposite 

a fine-looking man 

as they wait 

taxi out 



The First Escalator in Cambodia 
Kent MacCarter 

Narrow-gauge choo-choos haystacked with cloud books 
Doddering atop bloodbath tracks to Batambang 
Hoppers-on nap near 
Mime doodlebugs entrusting shot gyroscopes -
They're 

Scurries, like gumdrops blooping toward orbit 
Hearkening ricochets off the stadium whacks 
A fullback's awarded free-kicks cook 
Into wake, a daisy-chain colour bomb arc 
In black and white 
Fetched baguettes 

Consumed via Western Union 
For lunch, sunburns bribe preposterous cops 
One-hundred-seven years post-invention 
This here's the first escalator in Cambodia 
Gerontologists coax clients to step on 

Where 
At the tip-top a crumpled up newspaper 
Decodes op-eds, the zodiac, investigative numbers 
The bureaucracy of downpour 
Arriving in columns like weather 
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Building the Last Comet 
Paul Mitchell 

A feint light co,·ers the welding pool 
the earth a pinprick of being 

currency in the lining of our space suits. 
We are moneying through space at speed 

stripping the welding visors from our groins. 
This sexless startrip avoids no voids, 

flags are planted in moon veil noon 
and the word remains reminds us to 

stay true to this fading dimension 
the third truth is about to emerge. 
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A Fisher's Hut Inside a Heart 
Jeff Jelaco 

DOWN I DIVE INTO my pepper dark heart and stand on the edge of its long 
red reef to look out to where no fisher goes and all wind is quick to blow back 
from. Above me all is blue until I turn to face my cliff of clay that rises up like 
a whale trying to break free from the shifting sands that tether it to shore. 
Storm clouds roll over me like broken waves and I look up like a drowning 
man looks up to the sun as he sinks. All becomes darkness and great bangs 
of light and the air is mad with the hammering of rain that nails its chill into 
my skin. 

Almost blind I run across carpets of sea grass to seek shelter at the 
foot of my cliff but all I find there is a flood of mud. I push and feel my way 
until I stumble upon a seashell trail that leads me to my fishers' hut. I slap 
the door's bolt from its home and open it out against the wind and, like a 
baby pushing back into its mother's womb, I squeeze between the door and 
its frame and, once in, the wind slams it shut behind me and, in so doing, 
shuts itself out. The wind wails like a lovesick cuckold and its fury bows the 
thin-planked walls and lifts and twists the roofs iron sheets and rattles the 
windowpanes that shimmer silver with rain or flash white with lightning and 
thunder rumbles like hunger and all beneath falls silent until it passes. 

As soaked as a sponge I sit on a driftwood bench set against the wall 
furthest from the door. Chainless anchors, frayed ropes, tangled nets, busted 
lobster pots and all other such paraphernalia that once had its purpose 
within or over the sides of boats, lie scattered on the floor or hanging from 
the walls to my left and right. And here, within this place of refuge and ruin, 
I wait for her to come. 

The iron door's hinges squeal. The wind wails like failed vengeance and 
trees scream with birds too scared to fly. She enters now, weather 
ravaged, long limbed, barefoot and beautiful - always, always beautiful. 

Her eyes are as green as lime-bed seas and her face pale as a day-lit 
moon; her dress of flowers and butterflies is faded from too many hours in the 
sun and clings to her skin like sodden crepe. I bristle with fear and desire. 
I lose my thoughts. She gives me an apologetic smile and a curl of her hair 
hooks the corner of her mouth and she pulls it away with the tip of a long, 
bone-white finger. 

I can't smile, or speak; only watch, watch, until I'm sure all is as it 
should be and was. 
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'It's a terrible storm,' she say . looking down at the puddle growing about 
her feet. 

'Yes,' I breathe. l\Iy brain is all sparks and swirling winds of darkness. 
She wriggles like a snake shedding its skin and peels her dress off over 

her head. l\Iy muscles set like concrete; my skin prickles with heat and my 
heart moves around me like a quake shaken sea. 

-You don't mind?' she asks. just like a naked girl would in a 
pubescent boy's dream. But this is not a dream. No, not a dream. 

I shake my head and, without a sound, blow 'No' at her feet. 
She smiles and steps over an anchor and hangs her dress from the barb 

of a boat hook that leans up against the wall. 
All I ·want is before me. but something, something in me is against me, 

always against me. 
She pushes me along the bench with her thigh and sits. Her skin is cold 

and electric. 
·The best way to keep warm,' she says with her lips close to my ear and 

her hand on my knee, 'is to cuddle.' A static charge curls my toes and causes 
my jaw to clench. I open my eyes wide to see what doesn't exist to be seen but 
only felt. felt like falling. 

-Yes. yes,' I whisper like someone afraid of their thoughts being heard. 
'You should take off your shirt,' she purrs as her fingers begin to 

unbutton it. 'Don't you recognise me, Tom?' 
I turn and lift my eyes to look at her face but they catch on the 

cherry tips of her cantaloupe breasts and, stuck like a fly in honey, I 'm 
overcome with an infant's need to be suckled. My mouth is dry, my hands are 
clammy and my desire is as slippery as sea over sand. I force my eyes to the 
door while her fingers undo another button and then, as softly as a spider, 
walk down to the next. 

'Isn't it strange, Tom, how this storm has brought us together?' 
Another button undone. 'Like . . .  like I know its silly, but . . .  but it's . . .  well 
. . .  it's like it was meant to be. I've always liked you, Tom. But . . .  but I was 
afraid that you . . .  that you . . .  you didn't like me.' All the buttons are undone. 
She opens my shirt and pushes it gently back over my shoulders. 'There. You 
can do the rest, can't you . . .  can't you, Tom?' She is like a cat with a mouse, 
but so gentle - and caring. 

As if revealing a secret I want to tell yet know I shouldn't, I take 
off my shirt and let it slip from my grasp onto a net on the floor. I feel as 
vulnerable as vapour. The gentlest breeze could blend me in.to the air to be 
breathed into the lungs and blood of another. 

'Do you like me, Tom?' Her hand is on my thigh, her thumb inside the 
pocket of my shorts. 

I croak like a pond-less frog, 'Yes, I do.' 
She opens her arms, 'Hug me, Tom.' Her eyes glisten like the lights 

of a far-off city on a rainy night and her lips are . . .  
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I turn to her. I am desperate. She wraps her arms around my middle. 
She presses her cheek against my hairless chest. Her cheek is as cool as 
spring and her tangled hair as soft. Cautiously, carefully, fearfully, I place my 
arms around her shoulders and rest my chin upon the crown of her head. 

And that's all we do, that's all, until the storm has passed. I break· free of 
her arms, stand and put on my shirt and do up all my buttons from the bottom 
to the top. She watches me silently, touches her lips and then looks away to the 
window that is now curtained with light. I leave without a gesture or a word. 
Outside, I slam the bolt back into its home; and, with aching lungs, I float up 
to the sunshine and calm to breathe in a coward's regret - again and again 
and again. 
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Life 
Jim Christy 

It appeared all at once 
In the green 
Bucket of rain 
On the back porch. 
It wasn·t there yesterday 
Or ewn an hour ago. 
Dark grey things darting, 
Darting here and there. 
\Vho's responsible? 
Did God do it 
While I was inside 
Talking on the telephone? 
Could this have something to do 
With Charles Darwin? If so 
Who are they descended from 
These grey little things darting, 
Darting full of life? 
Are ancestors hiding under 
Surface scum? If phone 
Rings again will I return 
To see guppies, frogs, 
Manatees? Will the Lord 
Make a shark appear, just 
For something to do? He could, 
You know. What if 
He got confused and put 
A puppy in my pocket of rain -
(and it turned out to be 
a long conversation)? 
I can't figure it out. 
Maybe you can. Poor 
Dark grey little things darting, 
Darting back and forth 
In a green bucket of rain, 
Trapped. 
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Occasionally Cold After Phone B ills 
Pip Smith 

your wounds made of music 
weep like open windows 
where is the meat in a minim where is the bread and butter 
in a crotchet music has made us wretched bury the hatchet 
I said and you buried it in my mouth I'm not to blame then 
when the men come to take away your things and I fling words at them 
as if they could cut off hands or ears how will we whittle down our barrel 
of years will our words dwindle in the cup that's left will we spit in eyes 
as if to blind was how to speak you would eat sound if you could 
wrap your mouth around a fifth like a fig in its third trimester 
I would too I would sow songs and once grown 
lie along their boughs in the sun let the fruit fall onto my tongue 

just like that 
but o how this room can blow like a sou sou wester 
and I never remember to bring enough clothes 
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Reporting 
Susan McCreery 

October seems confused, 
we shed clothes 
put them on, look 
to the sky for clues 
shake our heads. 

Last week the relentless 
smack of blowflies 
on glass, " shut 
against the sun 
later flung wide 
for any chance cool. 

Next day heaters 
retrieved from storage 
as snow falls 
in Katoomba. 

At night the news 
is complicated 
people run with their money 
presidents race to the finish line. 

I've heard the Japanese 
report on blossoms 
no matter what. 

Our jacarandas 
I'd like to report 
are quietly blooming, 
each bell's tentative swell 
soon to unite 
in a wild mauve 
ringing-in-the-summer. 
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And the flame trees. 
daily I rake the clumsy leaves. 
abo,·e me a slow 
burn to blaze. 

My winter skin 
will sing 
when I finally take the plunge 
the cold sea. 
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The Feel of Linoleum 
Jo seph D. Reich 

They are hauling the skylines 
away beneath a sea of clouds 

where they keep the leftover 
pillars of ancient oceans 

as all that's left 
are motels & cathedrals 

candelabras 
& weather 

the smokestacks 
of gigolos 

stray sounds 
of a wild rooster 

& old timers 
& hooligans 

drunk preachers 
staggering 

in shattered glass 
of numb flowers 

& simply a sign 
at the Chinese Panda 

which reads 'live entertainment' 
where the townies & losers 
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· fishermen who still liw with their mother, 
hang out around the big bamboo bar 

pleasantly solemn. disa, sociating 
feeling no pain behind multi-coloured drink 

listening to some old geisha girl 
in her kimono singing ,·ery low 

loYe ballads to foghorn cello 
looking up ewry so often 

to muted instant replay of toic 
heroe- making great runs up above 

thinking thought 
trying not to think thought 

if only I could live the life of a dog 
spending way too much time with dogs 

they \\ill all pa out before they 
get dragged up je u christ stairs. 
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Sackville Park 
IEKYF ROMSI ADXUO KVKZC GUBJ 

Frank Vorassi 

'Evening Alan', they say, chuckling, 
and throw a friendly arm around 
broad, bronze shoulders, 
like tourists with liquor 
instead of cameras. 

In the crisp autumn air you, 
with your russet apple, 
(fruit of betrayal, 
knowledge, 
lust), 
say nothing, just 
sit there, staring; 
a nervous schoolboy in a too-big suit, 
dreaming of numbers. 

Under dripping trees 
they press scotch to your lips 
and look north uneasily. 
the wind seems to hiss 
'cyanide', 
your knuckles flex, 
feet tap at the paving 
as if typing an SOS on 
your old Amstrad down there, 
if rumours are to be believed. 

They're no trouble though, these 
unschooled, polyester drunks; 
they know many statues, but 
only you are one of them. 
They nod off against your cheek, 
slurring, 
'Ah, Alan, you 
brilliant enigma'. 
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Correspondence 
Jonathan ...,haze 

For decades now 
to every nuclear test 
the �layor of Hiroshima 
has sent a telegram 
urging that it be the last 

�o doubt the replies 
drafted by sympathetic underlings 
have been consistently polite 
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THE END 
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