




























































T T ME S P ENT  I N  A WF Sl' E N D  LAUNDROMAT 

m .  c r e yton 

1 put my clothes and sheets into the washing machine and watched 

as it ate all the twenty cent coins I could scrounge from around 

the house. The whir of the machines and the pounding of the jack 

hanrrner on the pavement outside melted in with the constant 

droning of cars tearing past, becoming a dull static in the 

background of  my thoughts. I grew tired of counting the cock ­

roaches as they scuttled across the lino, leaving faint trails 

in the dirt which covered the floor. For a while I let 

r�collections , ideas and momentary sensations drift across my 

consciousnes s l ca\· ing simi lar faint tra i l s. l decided to focus 

my attention on two males, whom I noticed ,,.,·hen I came in, talk­

i ng in the corner of  the laundromat. 

Both were about t,venty, each wearing relatively new jeans and 

new sandshoes. I t  would have been hard to dissociate the two i f  

it hadn't been for their T - shirts, one advertising Christianity, 

the other XXXX. The second T-shirt, rather appropriately, was in 

a constant struggle to contain a large beer gut threatening to 

force its way into daylight at any moment. On the table beside 

them lay two piles of third year engineering textbooks, each 

balanced on a black clipboard. I soon realised they were 

discussing the re lative features of the women who passed the 

large glass doors. I t  came as no shock since l'<l been given 
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enough clues. 
"Shit, wouldn't mind getting into that, mate. " 

"Couldn't get close enough . . . . look at those tits . "  

My stomach churned as I noticed one woman slightly wince, 

hearing one of the comments directed towards her, but she walked 

on . I suppose you get used to it after a while, though J doubt 

it . I felt an overwhelming urge to knee one of the students 1n 
the groin but as both were much larger than me, it may have 

been a futile and painful gesture. 

I argued for a while somewhere in my head, if only to shut out 

the voices which droned on monotonously in their simplistic 

commentary; about the morality of not putting beliefs into 

action . Of avoiding arrest by not marching in the first ten 

lines of the street march, of keeping quiet at parties as 

student marxists frantically explain away Afghanistan, or just 
accepting sexism . I remember Julie punching some bloke's face 

when he came up to her and commented ' 'Hey sheila, wan ta get 

lucky? You ' re not bad, you know that ! "  But my logic soon 

faltered as I realised my thoughts were old and stale .  

As the student twins packed up their clothes into Adidas bags, 
two overweight women 1n their early forties entered the laundro­

mat, sending the corner into grunts and guffaws . The type of 

women one would expect portraying washerwomen in a BBC dramatis­
ation of Dickens. Mechanically, without apparent effort, they 

put their baskets of clothing into the machines, while at the 

same time not attempting to disguise their tedium . Saying nothing 
only occasionally halting to brush aside a piece of hair which 

wouldn't stay in place. Thin cotton dresses, deeply etched lines 

around their eyes, strong arms and wearied e�pressions were 
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carried as eannarks of their poverty. Only after the task was 

completed did conversation begin : of neighbours, children and 

the Pools. 

Every now and then, each woman would unroll a packet of Winfield 

and a box of matches rolled up in her sleeve and then on light ­

ing the cigarette, replace the packet and matches. Their actions 

so synchronised it was hard to tell whether it was telepathy or 

just numerous practice. The slightly older of the two women 

whose name I learnt was Jean, had earned herself a great deal 

of respect from her quieter friend . Her shrill laugh and bright 

piercing blue eyes deeply contrasted her otherwise somewhat 

bland countenance. The type of \vomen who occasionally draws the 

connnent " I  suppose she was quite pretty, once. " It  was this, 

perhaps, combined with her obvious deliberation over questions 

posed by her friend wh ich gave her a sense of authority. Wisdom 

via the experience of sickness, \\'Ork, shifting house and finding 

the money. 

Suddenly, the fragile microcosm which had developed \vas 

fractured as in strode a tall slender girl carrying a plastic 

rubbish bag of clothes. She was about nineteen dressed in cheap 

but attractive clothing. There was silence. I noticed my machine 

had stopped but I left it. The jackhannner stopped abruptly. Even 

the machines seemed to enter a quieter cycle. Slowly the new 

arrival undid the twist tie on the bag, conscious of the silence. 

Jean ' s  gaze sharpened. Each item as it went into the machine was 

inspected with strange fascination ; questioned, evaluated and 

finally dismissed. 

The girl became more and more aware of the women , standing now 
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about five feet behind her, for a while keeping her coo l . But 

she began to falter. Both of the older women ' s  faces were 

i ntense , their eyes tracing a path from machine , waiting and 

\vatching for something to be revealed , a question answered or 

maybe even a flaw to become apparent. Suddenly a silk top 

d ropped through the young woman ' s  fingers , drifting down to the 

d irty floor . Jean was there , scooping it off the fl oor and dust­

ing it off. She let the silk  glide through her bony fingers , 

sensing each inch as it passed. Its owner grabbed it back 

muttering her thanks at the same time , quickly shoving the rest 

of her belongings 1n  with the others. She shakily put t he coins 

in  the slots . The machine clanked into operation , packets of 

\\. i nfield were unrolled , a high pitched laugh sliced up the 

remaining silence and the hammer began again. 

The g irl sat dmm two seats mvay from me . I smiled but s he 

turned away . As I transferred my clothes to the dryer I could 

feel the two women casual l y  peruse them but their conversation 

d id not stop . I was overwhelmed with relief. Soon the two i."·omen 

were packing up their washing into baskets , with the same 

monotonous regularity with which they began the process , moving 

eventual ly  out the door and into a holden utility. With a slight 

grating of gears they were off. The girl remarked to no one 1n 

particular : "Crazy" . I said nothing. Sad maybe, but not crazy. 

I sat for a while and thought as my c lothes tumbled over and 

over again. 
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ONE HUNDRE D DAY S I N  SODOM 

tom thom pson 

" 1  had  ba rel y  begun to r avish  her f r uits. " 

De  Sade,  on  the 3 0 th day 

DAY ONE: 

Koke up, had lunch.  Went to bed.  

DAY ThO 

�oke up , had l unch.  G r i n g e d  a r oun d . �ent to bed.  

THREE: 

\\'ok e up.  H a d  lun ch 1n bed. F e lt 

washed up.  

DAY FOUR  

Fell out of bed.  G r inged around  on t he floor.  

Found lunch.  

F I VE 

Did n't s leep  at all. 

S I X  

Woke up,  ate  a ne c t arine . Met bundles o f  fruit,  
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, ➔  l s o v c g e t a h 1 e <; • E a t j n g a n  cl s u c k i n g c o n s t a n t 1 v . 

DAY S FVE 

\ q!, t a  h 1 (' cm  e r g e n  L v ! Ca  l 1 . J o e  ' � w h o  h , 1 " g I c d t 

J r u i t . \\' e h a v e  l u n c h.  F e e l  en o r m o u s . 

c l GHT  

l u n c h . A U: o r a n g e s , e i g h t  m a n d a r i n e s . 

I ' m  on a ci i e t  . 

N I  E 

r 1 1 t h)- r i n d s  eve rywh e r e . B e g in  f a n t a s t  1 c  s e r v i c e ,  

l 1 l t h  O n  \.\ h e  l s , w i t h s p e c t a c u l a r s u c c e s s ! 

TE 

f 1 l t h  pr  c; p e r  . T h e  G o \  e r nmen t 1 s  re  u r n c d  

. 1 n d  Gene r a l  Mo t o r s h u  s m ou t .  J- eel  t i r d 

d nd de fl a t ed . 

TWELVE 

Y e _ t er d a y  I d r ank 1 n ge r  Sew i ng Mach i n e i l  

b y  mistake.  G r i n ge d  a ro u n d  o n  t he f l oo r .  

TH I RTEEN  

U nluck y d a y ! P l a ster  falls  from ceilin g . 

Woke  up,  got  out of  bed  a n d hit  w a l l . W ro n g  

s i de  of  bed . B r oken  n os e .  R a n g  he r , but 

n o  an sw e r .  Refrigator  p ac k s  up  and le a v es .  

FOURTEEN  

T w o  weeks ! T h i s  su r e  1 s  h e l l ! 
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F I FT E E N  

New 'lease of  life - M o r e  fruit arri ves ! 

Y ou c a l l b ut are c ut o f f. ! abuse  sever a 1  

ripe toma tos 

S I XTEEN 

Bananas everywhere. 

Slipped around,  went  to bed. 

SEVENT EEN  

Woke up,  pr act ised  kissing and  swallowing whole . 

E I GHT EE N  

Suddenly you arrive and  t he radio's on,  o u r  record's  

playing and  we phone  t h e  stat ion  t o  complain.  I t 's 

our record.  Someone must have  st olen it.  Lunc h 

on enormous h·hit e  t ab le c lot h , toget her . . . 

N I NETEEt\  

Think of  apri c o ts  a lot.  

TWENTY 

Woke up, gringed around toget her . Decide to lock 

ourselves  in. Ring J oe' s. Out s ide,  a t r uckload 

of veget ables! 

TWENTY ONE 

Pears . 
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TWENTY T\\'O 

f h c  t e levision on. 

T \\.ENTY THREE 

� a t  l un ch, twice .  Listen  t o  C ount down. 

L o y  ,-i l l c a rrots nex t to each  other  and watch  them 

: i l l  n i gh t .  Nothing happe ns. 

T\\.ENTY FOUR 

E a t i ng a lot and looking feve rishly at you. 

TWEi'-iTY F IVE 

Looking fe v e rishly at you eating a c oloss a l  oliv e.  

Y ou bar e ly can, so  I help you out.  

T l'l'E 1TY  S I X  

\ o u l ay tremulously on the div a n  unde r t h e  we i ght 

o f  a ripe J ohnat h on. You b e at i t  o f f  and c ollapse 

1 n  my arms. The Johnathon sulks 

TWENTY SEVEN 

�ake up toge ther 1n e a c h  othe r's mouths. 

�ha t a night ! Vege tables all over the floor ! 

Y ou hav e a le e k .  I have one too. 

TWENTY E I GHT 

\ ou leav e m e .  Damn, what went wrong? 

1 count the vege tables.  Som e  are  m issing. 

A c ase of grap e s  has also gone astra y .  

I chuckle to  myself, d e c iding to eat 
eve rything 
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TWENTY N I NE 

The night is  y o u ng .  All your fruit  1s  lai d out 

on the bed  f or me . I grin at their p rospec ts.  

TH I RT Y  

The capsicums a r e  talki ng back, saying 

they're  not satisfied. T hat ' s  the end  

of  our  r e lationship . Other  f r u i t  

leave o f  their own  accor d .  I 'm not unhappy 

and q u i te ready for  anything that' s 

goi ng to sit i t  out. 
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\\ l l 1 T E S HO E S  

Got myself whi te shoes. Made 1n  France. That were too big for 

ine. ] thought I was splendid 1 n  them. And elegant walked on the 

pier pretending I was a famous actress. My sister told me to 

stop it. Stop it. I was e ight. And I did. Stop it. I stop it. I 

cou ] d  stop dead in  my tracks. I stopped it. Everything shining 

for me. Turned flat in one minute. I could stop it. Then I could 

stop. Already. The piano teacher hit me. Why can't you play. As 

Hell as you really can. I would stop it. I could stop it. Already 

t hen . I got white shoes that were too big for me. I was preparing 

for some white days for myself. Al ready then. I so fast, to beg i n  

h'i th. In ten years. Slowed to almost nothing . White shoes that J 

got myself. h'hite shoes. They tell me to stop it. I did a dance 

on the stage. I was a minute in a white dress. I only was a 

minute. I didn ' t  have a long time left. My clock was getting 

shorter. lv'hite shoes. Cream on my strawberries with. They told 

me. Not to live. 
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LOVE RS F RONTE D BY  TE LEV I S I ON 

robert habost 

T hey sat entwined 1n tim e gaz ing 1 n  

t h e  flick ering of  i t s  script. 

I t  filled the si l ences 

so disconcerting to  a form ativ e love.  

I ts content was the  comp leteness 

of their liv es, 

and in its electric warmth 

they bathed absor bed. 

T heir retinue was its perfect m e ssage 

w hich they continually fu l f il led.  

And after t he many  anthem s,  

never once 

did it  occur to  either,  

t ha t  there was  more to  this than sleep.  
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COME A� D GET ME 

k ris t in hen ry  

T E N  Y E A RS 

Cous in Ma r cia di s co ve r ed I had bos oms .  E l a s t i c  
ban d a g e s  \v r apped aro und my shame t i l l  morn fou nd  o u t .  

T H I RT E E N  Y E A R S  

� lo rn, D a d, B r o t her h i ding  .in a co rner  behind t he f r id g e . 

I ca u g h t  t hem ! E a ti ng candy bars . Our  family  has fou r 

p e op l e. Said t hey t hough t  I 'd feel b e t t e r  i f  I d i d n ' t  
have t o  wa t ch t hem. I don' t  want t heir  s t u p i d cand y . 

BUT I '  �1 I N  THI S GODDAivlN E D  FAM I LY. They don't have t o  

hid e  from  me . Shit .  

F O U RT E E N  Y E A RS 

Lo s t  weight.  I 'm a dexad rene de l i gh t .  Par ent s a r e  
proud  and boy s  a r e  everywh ere. T hey s a y  I ' m p ret t y. 

Who are  t hey t a l king abou t ?  Fal s e  p r e t ence s .  I ' ll 

alway s be wha t I was .  I '  1 1  nev e r  fo r g e t .  I don't 
know wha t t hey t hink t hey s ee bu t I knoK � ha t ' s  there . 

G I ANT . Tho s e  t it s again. I wish  I cou l d  cut  t hem o f f. 

No sweat e r s .  Kalk w i t h  arms  fo lded acr o s s  t he f r ont .  
Die if  anyone comment s .  Someone a l way s does . C reep s  try 

4 0  



t o  feel me  at  t he swimming pool. E ven growriups. Men/ 

boys t hink boobs are so important . They should have 
t hem.  - To make up for no brains . Ha, ha. Jus t t hought .  

They call stupid people boobs. 

F I F T E E N  YE A RS 

Julie E rinson's back home for t he sum mer. She goes t o  

school in Boston now.  She ' s  not  fat anymore ei ther. 
She ' s got t hem now t oo.  She act ually likes it ! she ' s  

changed. Walks funny. Talks funny. Says "droll" and 

"plebean" a lot. I t hink she looks dumb poking her 
chest out like t ha t .  I don ' t know her anymore. H as a 

TWENTY F I VE YEAR OLD BOYFR I END ! M y  dad would kill him 

if it was me. And it was her parents  who hit t he cei l ­
ing when we got caught wit h  'Lady Chat t erley'. Mine 

didn't mind at all. (Julie t old me she's gone all t he 
way wit h  h i m  because t hey're sort o f  engaged . I don' t 
think I know any o t her girls who have done i t  - except 

Sally Shelton and Kay Ledder of course. But t hey're 

dif feren t,  and I don't  really know t hem anyway. I 
wouldn't  be allowed. ) 

S C H U MPE RT S AN I T A R I U M 

The st omach pump was so t erri b l e.  I cussed in fron t of 

the nun who was doing it t o  me. Mrs. Davis. Nearly six 

feet of flat - ches t ed snow whi t e  cardboard s t arched 
efficient important Baptis t  widow head nurse .  I 'm in 

love wit h  her. Hat e  sharing her wit h  that  bra t t y  girl 

who get s  insulin shock on Wednesdays. I t  seems to take 
all morning. I 1 u s t  ge t pills. No time at all. S he let  

me kiss her t wice on t he mout h .  Said I was her "dear -
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e s t  l i t tle f r i end". Sa i d  she loved me  t oo . . .  

She showed D r. Bende r my le t t e rs. I 'm go i ng to  another 

hosp i t a l .  I hop e Mothe r doe sn ' t  know why .  

S I X TE E N  Y E A RS 

Mandeville Hosp i t al. Just  for k ids. D i r t y. We t,  c old, 

ve ry d i rt y.  T he re are  two g i rl gangs. Two leade rs. 

Fanny Wat k ins  - short,  short  ha i r, t e r r i ble sk i n, tall 

and skinny. She wants  me. I can' t s t and t o  look at her . 

Walks like  a cowb oy. Tough b u t  s t up i d. I 'm scared st iff 

of h e r. But  I can g e t  h e r  w i t h  my "lady" a c t. The  other 

one knows b e t t e r  t han to touch  me. L inda some t h ing. 

Short,  fat,  orange crew cut,  foul mout h.  Says she 

woul dn't  f i ght  F anny for a s t u ck - up b i t ch l i k e  me. 

Nurse s don't care.  P r e t ended not to s e e  t hem p ull me 

i n t o  t he laundry room and shut  t he door. I n i t i at i on 

ce remony. Nob ody cares. Wh i te be ans, r i ce and corn ­

b re ad. I 'm gonna - ge t  fat agai n  b u t  I c an't h e l p  i t. 

I 'm starving a l l  t he t ime. 

C H R I S TMAS EVE 

They l e t  me call Mom and Dad. Please come and ge t me. 

I know I sai d i t  was ok he re b ut i t 's not . Please get 
me out  of he re.  I t 's  s ix h undr e d  m i l es b u t  t hey're 

com i ng . I 'm l e av i ng t h i s z oo . L e av i ng t h e se anima l s, 

t he se w e t  wal l s, w e t  sme l l s. Bad d r e am ove r. 

S EVENTEEN YEARS 

P inev i lle Hosp i ta l . C l ose r to  home . F at he r J im Adams. 

Shiny patched  b l ack coat . P i t i fu l  ves tmen t s  no b e t ter. 
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But h e ' s  such  a g oo d  man . S o ft Carolina  vo i ce . P asses  

out m a k i ngs  t o  o l d  l i fers nobody  remembers l e a v i ng 

here . C an ' t  a fford  t a i lor - mades h i ms e l f .  Somet i mes a 

p ipe . Such a good  man . G o i ng t hrou g h  the  mot i ons o f  a 

Mass three t i me s  a week  and t he y  only come f or the  

bus r ide  and t h e  smokes  - maybe  for  h i m . I guess  h e  

knows a l l  t hat . Br i n gs m e  b o o k s  b ecause  I ' m  smar t  and 

bored and at least ten years younger than  anyone � ls e  

here . Wants me  t o  work  w i th a tuto r . C an ' t  concentrate . 

L i ke L at i n . Love  S ha kespeare . Love t he sound o f  good 

words in  t h i s  ho l e  ful l  of  bad  no i ses . Smell  o f  books 

instead of other t h i ng s . Never knew th i s  l i b r ar y  was 

here . Who the  hel l  uses  i t ! T h ank  God  for F ather 

Adams . I want to be a nun . 

F RI DAY N I GH T  D AN C E  

Men on the bus . L i ghts  out . G r abb i ng m e  . . . . .  I ' m  n o t  

allowed to go  to the  d ance anymore i n  m y  o w n  clothe s . 

My beaut i ful  g r een jersey dress  a l l  r ipped . Bad e f fect 

on men pati ents . I don ' t  care about the  <lane � but i t ' s  

not fa i r . I ' ll stay  on the  ward  but I sure w i ll m i ss 

those sand w i ches . Nµrs e  says  she ' ll br i ng me  some back . 

This  i s  much better than  the i r  b loody  d ances anyway . 

Stup i d  shu f fl i ng grey z omb i es . I ' d r ather  not  g o . 

Especi ally i f  I can  have  the  sandwi ches  . 

. . . . .  . .  Rachel ' s  here . F i n a l ly h i t  the  b i g  t i me . Used  

to be i n  and out  o f  S chumpert . Guess her  p arents 

cou l dn ' t  a fford i t  anymor e . The  S chump ert H i l ton . S o  

g l ad to see someone young . I w ant t o  k i ss  her . S ay s  

she ' s  n o t  i nto  t h a t  anymor e . G o t  enough troubles w i th 
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boys. Sh e ha s a b a b y  now. 

D I S C H A R G E D  

Go i n g  home.  I ' m s c ared. l 'm  s o  f a t  now. I hav en't 

s e en a boy f or  two y e a r s .  My b� o t h e r  c an 't eve n look  

at  me. H e  only c ame  o n c e.  N e ver c a me  a g a i n .  I ' l l  

neve r  make i t  b ack  at  sc hool  . 

. .  . .  . . . . t he k i d s  know I 'm com i ng ho m e. T hey  haven't 

forgo tte n.  Susan Sh i el d 's Chri s tm a s  pa rty. I even have  

a date . Tommy Gl as s  told  Susan he wants to br i n g  me . 

Maybe J w i ll  b e  able  to  g o  back . 

C H R I S T MA S  E VE 

Mom and I s t i ll l o ok i ng for  a dre s s  f o r  m e  and the 

party ' s  ton i ght.  N ot h i n g  f i t s .  F i n a l l y , de s pe rate , 

black and w h i te s i z e  2 0  mothe r - of - the - br i de p arty 

dress. Poor Morn. Th i s  i s  k i l l i ng her  . 

. .  . .  . .  . . .  Tommy Glass  i s  a very polite boy.  He  wo uldn't 

have recogn ised  me . Doesn't s ay so but I kno w . Maki ng 

i t  worse, what  c a n  we  t al k  about ? I wasn't · at the 

home com i ng game or the jun i or prom.  I t' s  all kept 

goin g w i thout m e .  Where he's been, two years only 

lasts twenty f o ur months. Where . . . .  but , what ' s  the 

use. He's seven teen . He l o o k s  he a l thy and young  and 

I 'm a hundred yea rs  older  than he  i s ,  from  another 
p l anet, and so  full of  tranqu i l i s e r s  I can  hardly keep  

my eye s  open.  So full  of  e l e c tric  shocks  I c an't 

remembe r people  I ' ve known all my l i f e .  I don ' t  have 
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anything  to  say to  all these people.  

Susan' s house . Wh i te l i nen and c andl es everywhere. 

Butler wants  my  coat. I don ' t  want to tak e  it o f f. 

Panic .  Too many people. Not grey.  Not  s hu f f l i ng. 

Except me. Maid pas s i ng sherry on a s i lver tray . First 

time I 've been a l l owed t o  drink at a party . Pa r ents 

watching, smiling . Of c o u rse,  I nearly f o rgot,  I was 

onl y f if teen at the l ast party. I 'm em barras sing eve r y ­

one. they're em bar r a ssed about l ook i ng nice in front 

of me. Me bursting at t he seams of m y  pink sausage 

skin and this ridiculous dress.  Getting hard t o  breathe 

eyes fil ling up  . . . . .  . 

"Daddy, can you  come a nd get m e . No,  I j ust don't 

feel  too good . . .. . . . . .. . . ....  Daddy,  I 'm sorry." 
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T H [  REVOLT O F  TH E C OATS 

gra nt c a l dw e l l  

J n  the dream I have, or remember, every so often I dream that 

all my worlds, that is my memories of the rooms I have graduated 

through, are mingled i nto the one room. Ori gi nally  J thought I 

might t e l l  the story of my l i fe that way. I t  is , however ,  I have 

dec i ded, not \\'i thout undue thought, too compl ex for the ordered 

reality as we know it. So I have chosen three of these rooms to 

elaborate within the confines of a chronologica l  st 1ucture. 

The story t akes place in the Room of Coat s where, behind t hei r 

windows, the operators punched away at thei r boards watched by 

the coats waiting to be hung . All eyes switched t o  and from the 

Directive Sheets across each other all- looking, all- searching 

for some meaning that would BENEFIT them in the near future . 

But somewhere beneath their cool exterior slept a violence 

checked only by their confusion; so that they only paused 

awaiting the result of the next line draw, displayed on c J othes 

lines that ran across the ceiling .  To see if this t ime it was 

their turn; and inevitably it wasn't. So they swore at the sheets 

on the Display Board or explained w ith  t ight lips that they, or 

how they, had really cheated themselves ; although the odd one 

hidden in the mellee spoke above the rest about hrn, they were 

all being cheated. And everybody turned away pretending they 

didn't hear ; or understand . 
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You may be wondering what I was doing in such a place. I was 

there as an imposter : disguised as a salmon- pink, 1960 ' s  wide­

lapel sports. I hoped it would draw attention from my real 

identity . I am really a doormat . I n  the room where I normal ly  

exist ,ve wait to be trodden upon. This room of Coats was not 

like the Room of Doormats .  I t  reminded me more of the Room of 

Locks where I was prior to becoming a doormat. There, although 

it did seem more youthful, everyone also waited anxi ously for 

results, broadcast in morse so that everyone had to concentrate 

silently on the decoding. I remember when, occasionally, some­

one chose the correct sentence. A cry would rise from the floor 

and everyone would stare knowing someone had won. And they would 

all watch as she or he presented themselves at the OUT window 

from which a white gloved hand would appear holding a golden key 

which it would shove into the lock. And turn, and the lock on 

the lucky lock ' s  face was of exquisite agony as it clocked open 

and fell on the floor, slightly squirming, bereft. 

I n  the Room of  the Coats I waited patiently for the others to 

arrive. They were about to displ ay the results on the clothes 

lines and we should all have been there by then. I glanced 

towards the Arrival Shute where other coats tumbled occasionally 

into the room. But there were no doonnats among them. The draw 

was being delayed for some of the older coats who walked ever so 

slowly and painfully across the floor to the oneratin6 windows. 

One of them still sprawled across the bench nearby, twisting his 

forehead and mumbling numbers. The others shuffled around the 

floor clutching their registered forms like they were life 

preservers. An old grey gaberdine with leather buttons began to 

hum a strange tune. It was obviously familiar to the others as 

they all smiled and nodded to each other. The operators looked 
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up from their boards ; they seemed to be worried. 
"Come on, " one of them barked through his bars at the old coat 
who was still picking his number . "Ya must know whatcha <loin' by 

now ya old c] ot ! "  
"All right, all right, " said the old coat, " I'm coming now. " He 
then turned to me quickly and said, "What's yr fancy, mate?" I 

looked into his stained blue eyes and said "Two" . And he 1.,vrote 

it on his form. 

The others began to arrive as the results were coming across 

the ceiling . I glared at them but they only smirked at my 
disguise . They moved quickly into position. I t was planned that 

we do it all while the results were going over but now we would 

have to wait; there were at least ten more of us to come. � 

old coat sidled up to me and, with a menacing look, said "Yr a 

fool ; yr stupid. " And I looked to the ceiling: m.nnber seven had 

won. A brunch coat waited by the OlJT door . Everyone watched·. It  
suddenly opened and sucked her inside. Everyone continued star­

ing at the door. The next moment she emerged on a coat-hanger 

and wrapped in clear-plastic : she had been dry- cleaned . The old 
coat watched her enviously , muttering to himself. 

More of the mats had arrived but there were still two missing. I 
decided to fill 1n a form to look normal. I wrote nlD'Tlber two 

down and walked over to one of the queues. The others looked at 

me with surprise. I was soon only three coats from the window ; 
I knew I would be discovered when I reached it. The operator 

scowled at each coat as they handed over their forms. The 

Controller marched up and down behind them with a pennanent 
sneer. I turned toward the Arrival Shute. And there they crone , 

the two stragglers : "Welcome" and "Wipe" . I was one from the 
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window ; I turned and nodded . 

They leapt swiftly over the windows and into the operat ing 

section, grabbing the Control ler before he could press the alann. 

They threw him to the floor and sat on him. And did the same 

with the operators. The coats looked on in mild shock. Like they 

were dreaming . Some of them whispe·red : " It ' s a revolt ! "  

The doormats who were free to do so began throwing coat - hangers 

and soap- powder cartons out through and over the windows to the 

coats. The latter looked down hesitant ly at their dreams lying 

about on the floor . : "TAKE THEM! "  yel led the doormats. "BUT . .  " 

the coats seemed to be saying . Then one of them grabbed a 

hanger and sunk it into her shoulders crying, ''OWW'' . And the 

others began throwing themselves upon the hangers and the soap. 

The room was in an uproar . They ran out the Out Shute with their 

prizes . Screaming into the streets .  Into the night . Which some 

of them hadn ' t  seen in years . 

The sun rose the next day as usual.  
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(untitled) 

rory  harris 

it's being hal f way crazy 
& half way sane 

to work the year 
as poet -in-residence 

in a state school 
& have everything 

& have nothing 

treading a path 
from staffroom 

to classroom 

& know yr neither 
student 

or teacher 

but when a girl in yr class, says 

"this is gonna turn out better 
than 1 expected" 

yr know yr there 

faith 
1s a tlephone 

made of tins & string 

& somehow the message always gets there 

& Peter 
four foot year eight 

says to me 

(after he's been kicked out of class) 

"would yr go in there & tell that teacher to get stuffed" 
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WHEN I ' M CAL L I NG YOU 

m i chae l w i l di ng 

Ros e  aka  Ro s e - Ma r i e s i n ce  h er d i s appearan c e  and re t urn , s a i d 
' I  was  wa l k in g  down the  t rack  where the  bush i s  rea l l y  h i gh and 
then above t he  bush was t h i s  b r i gh t  shape wh i ch sudden l y  c ame 
t here w i t h  i n c redi b l e  speed  and i t  hovered above t h e  t rees  and 
then  everyt h i ng beneath  i t  was  t hi s  bri ght g l ow ,  th i s  i nc red i b l e  
wh i t e l i ght and I s t opped  and l ooked  at  i t , I wasn ' t  fri ght ened , 
I d i dn ' t have  any fear , but a sense  o f  ama z ement and wonder ,  and 
t hen I was drawn t owards t h e  b r i ght area , i t  was as i f  there was 
a magnet  and I was  s l eep - wa l k in g , I was  j us t  drawn t owards the  
b r i ght  area l i k e  a mot h , but  not  i n to  i t , I wa s  drawn t o  i t s  
edge and t hen I s t opped , j ust  a s  i f  i t  was a wa l l  o f  g l as s , 
except t here wasn ' t  g l as s  o r  anyt h i ng , but I cou l dn ' t  go beyond 
t hat  p o i n t , i t  wasn ' t  even that  when I t ri ed I was pushed back , 
I cou l dn ' t  even t ry ,  t here was no wi l l  t o  want t o  t ry ,  and then 
there was  t h i s  soun d , i t ' s  not a sound you can  de s c ribe , i t  
was j ust  one not e  that  was c ompe l l ing  and soot h i ng a t  t h e  same 
t i me , and t hen the  f l y i ng s aucer  l anded , i t  c ame down vert i ca l } \ ' 
a t  t hat c l ear ing we a l ways s a i d was a mag i c  p l ace , i t  s e t t l ed 
down w i t h  t h i s  smoothn e s s  that  a l so had t h i s great force , t h i s 
b r i ght  l i ght  was cush i on i ng i t  as  i t  des c ended , and get t i ng 
c ompres s ed by the  we i ght o f  t he s auc er  s o  t hat i t  shot up a l l  
round the  edges s o  when the  s aucer was on t h e  ground t h ere was 
on l y  t h i s t h i n  f i l m  of l i gh t  beneath i t  and t hen the rest  of 
the l i ght  was a l l  pre s s ed up from underneath  to make t h i s  h i gh 
wa l l  o f  l i ght  a l l around i t , as h i gh as  t h e  t rees , and i t  seemed 
to be open at t h e  top , i t  was a cy l inder o f  l i gh t  a l l around the 
s aucer and very t h i n l y  beneath i t , but t here was no l i ght  
actua l l y  above the s aucer . I t  was i n c red i b l y  beaut i fu l . And 
everyth i ng s t i l l ,  j us t  t he  one not e  of t h e  s auc e r , and a l l the 
b i rds  had s t opped s inging  so there was no other  s ound at a l l , 
j us t  t he  one not e  of  the  saucer i n  t h e  i ncredi b l e  s t i l l ne s s  o f  
t he bush . 

And then I was i n s i de the  saucer  and l y i ng back  on th i s  c ouch , 
i t  was l i k e  a dent i s t ' s  chai r ,  on l y  much more l a i d  back , and my 
arms and l egs  were s t ret ched  out , t hey weren ' t  fas t ened by 
manac l es or anyth ing , i t  was j ust  that  t hat  was  how they were , 
i t  wasn ' t  uncomfortab l e , i t  was p l easant i n  fac t , but t here was 
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choi ce  ove 1  1 t , I , ·ou l d n ' t l i aVE:· done anyt h i n g  e l s e ,  but who wan t s  
cho i c e  anyway , t hat ' s  what t h ey unders tand , and 1 d i dn ' t  wan t t o  
do anyt h i ng e l se ,  a n d  t h en they were tak i ng read i ng s  and measure­
ment s .  l i ke pu l s e  rat es  and eeg waves and l engt h s  and b readt h s  
and t here  w a s  t h i s a h so l ut e l y  ama z i ng fe e l i ng i n  my cunt a s  t hey 
were th e re , t h e s e  i nc red i b l e  v i brat i ons  and t remors , the mos t  
ama z i n g  t9uches  you cou l d  ever  imag i ne , l i k e  f i l amen t s  s t rok i ng 
and soot h i n g  and e xc i t i n g , and t h i s orgasm t h at was the  mos t  
ama z i ng expe ri ence  I have  ever  had , i t  was tota l l y  t o ta l , i t  
f i l l ed my who l e  cunt and womb and breas t s  and throa t and head , i t  
r ipp l ed up r i ght t h rough my body so my cun t and my navel  and my 
armp i t s  and my mout h and t h e  s o l e s  of my feet  and i n  b etween the  
toes and t h e  p a l ms of  my  han d  and my  arse  and  the  sma l l of  my 
back and t he  b a s e  of my neck  and my eyeb :1 l l s  were f l ooded w i th 
th i s  tot a l  exp er i enc e ,  i t  was  l i ke  every part o f  me was turned 
on  and  fuck ed and f l ooded w i t h  th i s  i nv i s i b l e  s emen that  had 
t h i s i nc red i b l e  t e xture and t a s t e . '  

' How many of  t h em were fuc k i n g  you? ' L i l y  a s k ed . 

1 I don 1 t knO\.; , '  Ros e - Mar i e sa i d , 1 i t  cou l d  h ave been  dozens , i t  
cou l d  have been j u st  one , mayhe t h a t ' s  ho� t hey  fu ck , l i ke  ange l s  
or some t h i ng . ' 

' What e l s e do you remember ') ' 

' 1  rememb e r  on t h e  roo f was  a s t a r  map o f  mat e r i a l s  I ' ve never 
seen b e fore . I t  was  i l l um i nated  and the i n tens i t i e s  o f  the 
di fferent s t ars  var i ed . '  

• �hat , some were s t ronger t han others ? '  

' Y es , they were , but what I mean t was t hey var i e d  over t he cours e 
of t ime . I don ' t  know whether  that  was l i ke  t i de s  or  cosm i c w i nds  
bei ng recorded ; or i t  was  s t ars t hat were  dy i ng , or wh at i t  was . ' 

1 How l ong  were you 1 n  the sauce r? ' 

' I  don ' t  know , t here was  no way o f  t e l l i ng , I don ' t  even know 
whe ther I was on the ground the  who l e  t i me ,  or whe ther  we f l ew 
off somewhere . I t  was i n cred i b l y  smooth , but t here was  th i s  gent l e  
hum the  who l e  t ime that  mi ght have been t he  sound o f  i t s  mot ors . 
We cou l d  have gone i n to  orb i t , for i n s t anc e , j u s t  s o  no one ran 
acro s s  us  on the ground . We cou l d  have gone back to t he i r  p l ace . 
I don ' t  know . I never  got out of  the  s auce r ,  I j us t  l ay i n  t h i s  
rec l in i ng cha i r  t he who l e  t ime . ' 
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' Ge t t i ng fucked stup i d . ' 
' I t was beaut i ful . l w i shed i t  wou l d  never end . And t hat wa s how 
i t  fe l t , as i f. i t  wa s  n ever  endi ng , i t  j u s t  went  on and on and 
on . ' 

Some o f  us fe l t  a b i t  depr i ved , why cou l dn ' t  i t  happen t o  us ? 
N i ck and I wondered i f  i t  wou l d  h ave  been t h e  s ame i f  we ' d  
been on the  s aucer, i f  t hey had  f l y i ng s aucer women t o  fuck 
ma l e  earth l ings . 

' They mi ght have been women fuc k i ng me , '  Ros e - Mari e s a i d ,  ' there 
was no way t o  t e l l rea l ly . Maybe the i r  women a re l i k e  that . May ­
b e  they ' re a l l hermaphrodi t i c . Or maybe t here a r e  a l l  s ort s o f  
d i fferen t s exes  t here t h a t  we h aven ' t  even t hought about , why 
do there j us t  h ave  t o  b e  men and women and gays and b i s e xua l s ? ' 

None th e l es s  N i ck i s  s t i l l  a b i t  j ea l ous . We a l l g e t  j ea l ous . I 
don ' t fee l easy about L i ly  fuck i ng eart h l i ngs  l et a l one these  
mys t er ious pre s ences  from space . 

' You can ' t  rea l l y  b e  j ea l ous , '  s a i d Ros e - Mari e ,  ' Jea l ousy ' s  
absurd . I t h i n k  you ' re j us t  env i ous t hat i t  d i dn ' t  happen to  you . ' 
That i s  cert a i n ly t rue , about the  envy . Though envy may not be 
the  on ly  emo t i ona l  componen t . 

At  the  spot where Ros e  s aw the  f l y ing  saucer t here are cert a i n l y  
s i gn s . I t  i s  a sma l l c l earing  and i n  t h e  m i dd l e  i s  a c i rcul ar 
d i s co l orat i on of t he gras s . I t  i s  not  exact l y  burn t , t hough i t  
m igh t  have been burn t . I t  l ook s very dr i ed  out o r  parched . So 
i t  cou l d  be the  mas s i ve heat  from t h e  s auce r ' s  t ak e - off h as 
s corched or  i nh i b i t ed the  grow t h  o f  t h e  gras s here . 

A l t ernat i ve l y  i t  mi gh t  be  the  s i t e  o f  one o f  Babu Boon ' s  
bonfi res of  uns a l eab l e  rubb i sh . 

Or i t  cou l d  be  a mas s  grave o f  v i l l agers mown down i n  a search 
and des troy m i s s i on . 

Or i t  cou l d  be a fai ry ring . 

So that  the  who l e  area beneath t h a t  parched c i rcu l ar surface i s  
a mas s  of  fungal  threads . Some o f  t h e s e  fungal  c i rc l es have been 
here for c en turi e s . When i t  ra i n s  maybe the  go l d  t ops  w i l l  shoot 
up . 

6 6  



l t  has  b een ra i n 1 nt. : -ut not suffi c i ent l y . 

We go hack i ndoors and wa i t  for i t  t o  pou r down . 

I am doubt fu l tha t  i t  was  a f l y i ng s aucer . I n  t he  s en s e  of  an 
int erst e l lar  or ga l act i c  commun i ca t i on . I know there have  been 
numerous such s i gh t i ngs  and even comparab l e  experi enc es . But i t  
puz z l e s  me that a cu l ture s o  t echno l og i ca l l y  soph i s t i c ated  as 
to trave l those  cosmi c d i s t ances  shou l d  end up c ap turi ng a Ros e ­
Mari e l i k e  creat ure . Now Ro se - Mari e i s  n i c e  and I c an unders t and 
why ext r a - t erre s t ri a l b e ings  wou l d  want to fuck her . But b ra i n  
measuremen t s  and a l l that , and ext rac t i ng i n format i on about 
eart hl i ng s ' thought proc e s s e s  and at t i t udes , then for that  Rose ­
Mar i e wou l dn ' t  have b e en my own f i rst cho i ce . 

' So 1,· hat h' a s i t 9 
' s a i d L i l y . 

' I  t h i n k  i t  m i ght b e  very earthbound . I don ' t  th i nk Ros e - �lar i e  
was fuc k ed h y  spac e cr i t t e r s . I t h i n k they  were  USAF t e s t  p i l o t s . 

l go on t o  e xp l a i n  wha t  I mean and why . 
' Doctor Dai , now why i s  he hang i n g  around . I don ' t  t h i nk he ' s  a 
rea l anthropo l og i s t . Or h e  may cover as a rea l anthropo l og i s t  
but he ' s  someth ing  e l s e too . I t h i n k  he ' s  check i ng out the  l oca l s 
to s e e  i f  i t ' s  cool  to  e xper iment w i t h  some n ew m i l i t ary dev i ce 
they ' ve got . That ' s  wha t  al l t h e s e  t ruck s  and eart h - mov i n g  graders 
and bu l l do z ers are here for .  Babu Boon t h i n k s  he ' s  b e i n g  smart 
but he  i sn ' t  t hat smart . I t h i n k  they e i ther  want th i s  s tret ch of 
ground l eve l l ed out for l aunch ing  t h e s e  s aucers , or they ' re 
bui l d ing  a g i an t  comp l eA o f  underground tunn e l s and con tro l rooms 
and secret  government beneath it a l l  and j ust  u s i n g  the  t ip for 
cove r ,  s o  no one suspect s what ' s  real l y  going  on . '  

' But what i s  rea l l y go i ng on ? '  

' That ' s  what we  don ' t  know . But some t h i n g  i s .  And I don ' t  t h i nk 
i t ' s  extrat e rres t ri a l . '  

' N i ck ' s  go ing  t o  be  very p i s s ed off  i f  he  th inks  Ros e - Mari e ' s  
been s crew i n g  Ameri can s e rv i c emen . '  L i l y  sa i d .  
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THE QUEEN SAYS MI X 
graham shei l 

They ran at the edge of the road , the sounds of their running 
seeming to hang in the ear ly-morning stil lness . Robby's sandshoes 
made soft t- .:u fu t- .:u fu on the roadside grave l ly sand , but 
Ne lson ' s  gymn- boots s l apped hard on bitumen . Sun light f l ared on 
the wet bitumen where pudd les expired in whisps of  vapour . 

They ran past the j etty , around the corner where the shops began . 
And there was Cel estina , coming with bread from the bakery . 
Cel estina cal l ed :  
'Hey Nel son ! Fight 'em Nelson ! Git there - fight ' em ! '  

Nelson ran to the centre of the road , turned , shadow -boxed a 
furious set of punches toward Ce lestina who tossed her head back  
i n  wide gap-toothed laughter . Her dress was tight ac ross her 
broad be l l y and so much of her breasts as were above the top of 
her dress were set quivering like prodded je l l y - fish . 

Ce l estina ' s  laughter fol lowed as they ran beneath the high euca l ­
ypts in the caravan park , to the beach . Ne lson sprinted away on 
the hard sand at the water's edge , then shadow -boxed unti l Robby 
caught up . Nelson said : 
' It ' s  not me Wise- boy ' s  comin ' to see. ' 
Robby was look ing out to sea where now the sun drew back mist at 
the rim of sky to reveal the long and low undu lations of an 
island . The island a blue deeper than the light-spangled b lue of 
sea , deeper than the pal lid bl ue of sky rim . 
' I ' m  the excuse. ' Nelson said. 
They ran , scattering gu l l s that rose in raucous c lamour to hover 
over whiting heads- backbones-tails  from which the fil lets had 
been cut . 
' You go with Wise-boy , '  Nel son said , ' You make money . '  
' Sounds like Wise-boy's got you on percentage to tal k  me round . '  
' Not me brother. But Wise-boy lost three Australian champs in a 
year . He reckoned on getting one back with me - til l  Bettio l 
punched me from ropes t '  canvas. He needs a good new nag for his 
stable . '  
' Long as his stable's in Sydney - he won't rope me . '  
' For a whitey , Wise-boy's the best . Even fighting prelim he works 
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the book i e s  so  you mak e  mon ey . And for your mare i t ' d  be  back  
to her home paddock . Jus t  what sh e ' s  been  ne i [h in '  for . ' 
' I ri s don ' t  k now Wi s e- boy ' s  c om i n g . Not y et . ' 
Th ey ran from th e water ' s edge to th e h i gh euca l ypt s marg i n i ng 
the beach , t h en t o  th e esp l anade , runn i n g  bac k bes i de the  road . 
Now t h ere were cars . Some dr i vers  t oo t ed and waved t o  N e l son . As 
they pas s ed the mot e l ,  N e l son po i nt ed to a mauve s t a t i on wagon 
parked front - on to a un i t . 
' W i s e - boy mus t ' ve got i n  l a s t  n i ght � •  Ne l son s a i d . 
' Time you get home from work - you bet  he ' l l be  wai t i ng . ' 
' Once i n  Sydney ' s  enough . '  
' You t e l l that  t '  \\' i s e - boy . What y '  gunna t e l l  I r i s ? ' 

Mi st  hung over t h e  sea  and t h e  Bay . Through mi s t  the  l ate  aft er­
noon sun appeared a s  fl at , a s  ray l e s s , as  red , as  a schoo l At l a s 
i l lustra t i on o f  Mars . 

Wh en the  dent ed and rus t - l i chened ut i l i ty t ruck reached the  
corner , Robby s t epped from i t . Th e truck ra t t l ed off  the  way  i t  
had come ; and Robby wa l ked  past  new two- and t h ree - s t orey br ick  
va cat i on f l a t s , past  up - on - s t i l t s  weatherboard houses  of  o l der 
Bay re s i dent s ,  toward a c l u s t er  of  s i m i l a r l y  cons t ruc t ed but 
pa in t - pe e l ed hous es  beyond . 

He pas sed  t h e  mauve s t a t i on wagon out front , and began t o  t h i nk 
of i t s owner not as Ne l son c a l l ed h i m  - but us Warboy , a s  1i s t er  
\\'arboy at  that . 

Among the  st i l t s  be l ow a ve randah , Mr . \\'arboy was ho l d i ng t he  
punch ing  bag  wh i l e N e l son punched w i t h  such forc e that  ve randah 
fl oorboards above announced each punch wi th  abrupt c l at t er . 

Beyond was  an area once the  s eparate  backyards o f  hous es . From 
these the fen ces had been pu l l ed down , mak i ng an en l arged communa l  
area . Here Norman Pray t a  s a t c ros s l e gged , t ry i n g  t o  p i ck out a 
tune on h i s  gu i t ar t o  the  coach i ng of  Ce l e s t i na ,  her  mother , and 
Ros i e , wh i l e s t anding  men pa s s ed a bot t l e . 
' Must l ook a ft er t h e  work i ng man . ' Norman P rayta  s ai d ;  and one of 
the s t anding  men pas sed  Robby the bot t l e .  From Ce l e s t i na ' s  l ap ,  
Maxi e todd l ed on podgy l egs and Robby squat t ed to h i s son . Th e 
baby was not t h ere . Nor I ri s . 

Ce l es t i na spok e to  Norman Prayt a ,  then ran on fat l egs  past  where 
Ne l son punched and Mr . Warboy braced the  bag , to  the  hous e beyond . 
Th i s  was the  hous e Robby , I r i s ,  Max i e  and the  baby had t o  them-
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se lves until those who had gone north for the sugar cane season 
returned. Cel estina ran up the stairs to the verandah , and in at  
the f lywire door . When she came out , the turned- up- loud sound of 
voice and guitar fol lowed her like a wave of sound . Norman Prayta 
bent over his guitar to take up the melody . 

Robby hefted Maxie onto his hip , carried him up the sta i rs and 1 n  

at the fl ywire door. 
' Celestina took ha l f  of that strasburg today , '  I ris said ,  ' And 
Rosie he l ped hersel f  to four tins of sardines . '  
' They ' l l  pay back. ' 
' By l ooking after Maxie or the baby - not by rep l acing . Not with 
money ! I don ' t  take from them ! ' 
This was I ris ' s  constant comp l aint. It  set her apart from the 
others of  that c l uster of houses , both those who lived there 
permanentl y  and those who came and went . For them , possessions 
of  any one of  them were possessions for a l l . I ris said : 
' How we ever gunna get ahead? ' 
Robby had thought she ' d  got ahead : she had her console . He fol low­
ed her into the next room . On the floor was the baby . I ris went 
across to the combination record-p l ayer and wire less and televis­
ion. She lifted the needl e  from the record . 
' Hey ! '  Robby said , ' Norman ' s  trying to learn that ! '  
I ris tossed the record among others on the f loor . These were the 
Country and Western records bought by Ce lestina and Rosie and 
Norman Prayta , even by some of  the men standing and passing a 
bottle . 
' It ' s  my console. ' I ris said . She took a record from the storage 
space next to the television screen , p l aced that on the turntable . 

Robby left Maxie on the f loor beside the baby , went from that 
room and the kitchen , down the verandah stairs. He was fol lowed 
by the voice of Julie Andrews turned up l oud to assert ownership 
of the console. 

Robby felt  with his skin they were watching - Norman Prayta (his 
hands on the wood , not strings , of his guitar) , Cel estina (her 
gaze a direct cha l l enge) , Rosie and Celestina ' s  mother (heads 
bowed to couch-grass , but watching) , the standing men (their 
pass-of- bottle become an action suspended) - none of them accept­
ing nor understanding I ris ' s  assertion of  ownership. Robby 
supposed it was the white part in her. But Celestina was part 
white. And Rosie. He knew what they a l l said I ris needed. 

Nel son stopped bel ting the bag . He brought Mr . Warboy across. 
Each of the standing men shook Mr. Warboy ' s  hand , then Celestina . 
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' Mine 1 s a Spani s h  name . ' Ce l es t i na s ai d .  
' A  Span i sh man . ' Ce l es t ina ' s mother s a i d ,  nodding  her  head o f  
stark ly  wh i t e  h a i r  against  asph a l t sk i n ,  ' I  don ' t  remember  h i s  
name . '  
' I ' ve had five k i ds . ' Ce l es t i na h e l d  up fi ngers and counted them 
off,  ' One from a Ch i naman , one from one o f  our peop l e , one from 
an Eng l i shman w i th red h a i r ,  one from an I s l ande r ,  one from an 
I ta l i an man w i th a w i fe . ' 
' The Queen s ays us dark peop l e  shou l d  mi x . ' Ce l es t i na ' s mother 
said ,  ' Ce l es t i na mi xes . '  
Robby introduced Norman Prayta .  
' My  unc l e . '  Robby sa i d .  
' Ahh . '  s a i d  Mr . Warboy , ' C l as s i f icat ionary unc l e ? ' 
He ' s  done reading , Robby though t . He must  want me . N e l son s a i d  
Norman was the i r  unc l e  l i ke whi t e - peop l e ' s  unc l e :  mother ' s 
brother . Then Mr . Warboy said h e  wanted Robby t o  put on the  
g loves wi th Ne l son . Robby put on g l oves ; and N e l son boxed fast ,  
throwi ng a lot  o f  l eather , w i th Robby moving  away and around h i m .  
Then Ne l son threw a l oopi n g  r i ght - h ander , and Robby s t epped 
ins ide the l oopi ng arm ,  punched  fas t  and h ard i nto  Ne l s on ' s  body , 
then steppe d  out agai n . 
' That ' s  n i ce . ' Mr . Warboy sa i d ,  put t i ng an arm aroun d  Robby ' s  
shoul ders , ' You ' re a s  good as I ' d heard you were . Fas t . And heady . 
Nel son ' s  a bul l - s t rong . But I w i sh he had your t i mi ng . ' 
Mr .  Warboy un l aced the  g l oves . 
(Wi th wei ght - t ra i n i ng and i sometri cs we coul d bui l d  into  you some 
of Ne l son ' s  strength , then sparring w i th a l l k i nds o f  part ners -
I could  t ak e  you p l aces Robby-boy . '  
Robby sa id : ' I  b een there . ' 
' That t i me ,  Robby- boy , you had no tra i ner , no manager . But w i th 
me behind you , you ' d  make more i n  one year than you ' d make i n  
three on the  rai lways . '  
' The money ud be n i ce , ' hobby s ai d ,  ' But Sydney . '  
He had gone t o  Sydney after t hree month s  w i th  a trave l l i n g  boxing 
troupe . That  was when Mr . Warboy had three  Austra l i an champ i ons  
and Ne l son . He  wasn ' t  i nt eres t ed i n  an  unknown even i f  h e  was 
Nel son ' s brother . Ne l s on was l i vi ng a t  Mr . Warboy ' s  h ome , so  
Robby was  on h i s  own in  the  c i ty . He got a few pre l imi nary fi ght s 
and won them . But never b e fore had h e  been i n  a p l ace  w i t hout an 
hori zon . And he d id  not fi t i n  w i th any wh i t e  peop l e  there nor 
with any b l ack . Then he  met a g i rl  who was part- wh i t e  and part­
black . When she  became pregnant , h e  marri ed h er - marri ed her 
properl y  because that was  wha t  she  wanted  - and b rought her north 
to the Bay . 
' Sydney . '  I r i s  s a i d . She h ad the  b aby on  her h i p  and she  mus t  h ave 
come down the verandah s t ep s  during the  boxin g ,  ' I ' m  from Sydney . '  
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'Aha. ' sai d  Mr . Warboy . He started to  turn back t o  Robby , when 
h is  head , h is whol e  body , stopped i n  mid- turn . He stood looking 
at I r is  a lone on one side of Robby , then at Ce lest i na and Norman 
Prayta and the rest on the other si de .  He moved to  beside I ris . 
'Nice p lace , Sydney. ' 
I ris  said you coul d  get ahead i n  Sydney . She'd a girl friend who 
had. She , the g i r l  fi rend, had a house she di dn't have to share . 
I t  had a l awn and flowers and an e levated stove even and she ,  
the girl  friend , was savi ng to put a deposi t  on carpet wal l to 
wal l . 
'Al l costs money , '  Mr. Warboy said ,  'But Sydney's the place to 
make i t  - What y' say Robby-boy?' 
Robby said : 'You can't see the is land . '  
Mr. Warboy laughed and Robby laughed. I ri s  cl ung to the baby . 
Maxie toddled to her , cl ung to her skirt .  Mr . Warboy said 
soft l y :  'Sounds like your lit t le l ady woul d  l ike to be back i n  
Sydney. ' 
'Haven't the fare. ' Robby said , 'Emptied m' bank- book t '  buy the 
tv and recorJ p layer consol e  she wanted. ' 
'No problem , '  Mr. Warboy sai d ,  ' I'm driving back Sat 'day nigh t ,  
home f' tea Sunday. You coul d  al l come w i th me . '  
' I ris wouldn't leave the console . '  
'Mi ght fit i n . '  
'Too big . An' I have t' gi ve a ful l week ' s  notice t '  the rail ­
ways or I don't get holiday pay . '  
'Tel l y' what , yer l i t t le lady 'n' kids come wi th me , you come 
by � rain next week. I' l l pay y' fare. Should work out bet ter 
that way - we ' d  al l fit across the front seat , and with the back 
down we're bound t' fi t i n  the console. '  
I ris  moved to beside Robby. She tugged Maxie to i n  front of her 
so she could  loop her arm through Robby's l i ke whi tes do . 
'What y' say , Robby- boy?'  
Robby felt  I ris  against his arm. He coul d feel her heat . He 
watched an ant emerge from a runner of couch grass to cross a 
patch bare of grass , and he pressed his foot on the ant . 
'Wel - 1 - 1 ,  Robby- boy - no need for a decision r ight now . There's 
a coupl e  o' days before Sat'day. ' 
Robby l i ft ed his foot and the ant began to run l op-sided in crazy 
circles. 
'You th ink it over , Robby-boy . You ta l k  i t  over with yer lady . '  

Even on the smooth bitumen of the esplanade , the dented and rust 
lichened t ruck ratt led. I t  ratt led through late-afternoon flare 
of sunl i ght  on bitumen , past flats , shops , the outdoor tables of 
a pub. With his hands on the steering whee l Mi ck sai d :  
'When you gunna come to the isl and?' 
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Robby l augh ed . The que s t i on was at  l ea s t  h a l f j oke . For though 
others who work ed a t  ma i nt a i n i ng ra i l  t racks  regarded th i s  wh i t e  
man and th i s  b l ack  a s  two who work ed a l ways together and who d i d 
those th i n gs for each o ther  wh i ch made them a uni t  apart , yet 
after  work and at  weekends the i r  orb i t s  d i d  not cros s , much l e s s  
uni te . Further , there was a d i s c re t i on i n  the i r  re l a t i on sh i p  
wh ich , for i ns t anc e , c aused  Mi ck  t o  s top h i s  t ruck each n i gh t  
not out s i de t h e  c l us ter  o f  houses  whe re Robby l i ved , but at  the 
corner . And a t  the  pub where b l ack s were served for Robby to 
acknow l edge Mi c k  though not  to  j o i n  h i m .  

Mi c k  had a boat . I t  was a s  barnac l e - encrus t ed a s  h i s  t ruck was  
rust - l i chened , and the  boat ' s  t imbers groaned as  much a s  h i s 
truck rat t l ed .  But a t  weekends , i f  anyone brought a motor-b i k e  
and the rum and s t ubb i es , he ' d  t ak e  them to  the  i s l and . 
' Mi ght be l eav i ng . '  Robby s a i d ,  ' �li ght  get m '  p i c t ure ' n '  n ame 
in  the papers l i ke  Ne l son . '  
' I f you gunna l eave - you ough t t '  come fi rst  t '  the i s l and . ' 
Robby ' s  grandmother  h ad been t aken  from the  i s l and  when men on 
horses rounded up the abor i g ines , then cha i ned them to the deck 
of a boat that took them to a m i s s i on compound on the  ma i n l and , 
far north  of  the i s l and . Later , a daughter  and son  o f  t h i s  grand­
mother moved south to where some few des cendent s  of i s l and and 
ma i n l and tr ibes  had come . Here th ey l i ved by mores that were not 
those of  the wh i t es  among  whom they l i ved , not those  of the d i s ­
membered t r i bes ; though echoe s o f  t ri ba l  l i fe rema i ned . 

Sons of s eparate  fathers , Robby and Ne l son were born i nto  the 
communa l l i v i ng abor i g i nes  and part - abor i g i nes  at  the  Bay . The i r  
mother l e ft the  Bay wi th  a n  i s l ander , and out o f  the i r l i ves . 
Th i s  l e ft Norman Pray t a  w i t h  the awarene s s  a mothe r ' s brother  
shou l d  grow up  h i s  s i s t e r ' s sons , yet  unsure how t h i s coul d now 
be accomp l i shed . 

Robby had never been t o  the  i s l and . I n  sp i te o f  h i s  mother ' s  
mother , i n  sp i t e  o f  s tor i e s  o f  the  i s l and  wh i ch Norman Pray t a  had 
never known or had k nown and forgo t t en ; i n  sp i t e  o f  weekend and 
mid-week boat t r i ps for pi cni cers - he  h ad never been . 

He s t epped from the  t ruck , �a l ked a l ong  pas t the mauve s t a t i on ­
wagon and cro s s ed the  house  beh i nd house s . M r .  Warboy wa s brac i ng 
the bag whi l e  Nel son punched . 
' I ' ve measured the con s o l e , '  Mr . Warboy c a l l ed ,  � w i t h  the back  
seat down - i t ' l l f i t . '  

Norman Prayta sat  on couch gras s ,  p i ck i ng a t une  on  h i s  gui t a r . 
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He sang : He-e-ea-vin  is  mai woman's l u- uv .  Besi de h i m  Rosi e and 
some k i ds c lapped th i ghs , wh i le standing men passed a bottle  

Robby sat besi de Norman P rayta and  had taken the bott le  - when 
where he l i ved the flywi re door exp l oded open to s lam against 
the wa l l  beh i nd . In  a rush , Celesti na came out the door . She had 
ti ns and a packet i n  her arms , I ri s  coul d be heard sh ri eking 
after her . 
'Buy yer own ! Boong bitch ! '  
Then Celesti na turned on the step to shout up : 'White blackfel la ! ' 
The door slammed shut. I t  exploded open again  as I r is burst out 
onto the verandah . She had in  her arms the who l e  scooped- up 
scatter o f  Country and Western records bought by Cel estina and 
Rosie and Norman P rayta , by men absent for the cane season and 
men standing , now , without passing the bottle . 

I ris swung an arm back , then fo rward . Across the open couch grass 
and sandy space a record sai led spinn i ng . Again  and again her 
arm swung back to send record after record spi nni ng above the 
space . 

Robby crossed the space , up stai rs to the verandah where I ris  
swung an arm back then forward at each l oopi ng th row . Robby ' s  
arm swung back , then forward and down . I ris  crouched from him , 
one side of  her face abruptl y  wh ite beneath dark sk i n . Then she 
jumped to the verandah rai l ,  l i fted arms h i gh , hurled down the 
records . 

Robby watched the records pl unge to the pavi ng bl ock , then 
expl ode outwards. When he turned , I ri s  had gone from the verandah . 
He stepped from the late-afternoon bri ghtness , i n  at the flywire 
door to the sun l ess k itchen . I n  the i nstant o f  eyes adjusting to 
the dimness , I ris  sprang . Her nai l s  at h is  temp l es ,  rak ing down 
his  cheeks . Someone (Maxie?  the baby ? )  emitted a piercing wai l ;  
and Robby was gripping for arms , for wri sts , gripping , forcing 
the arms down and beh i nd her so that he had her agai nst him and 
ho l ding her arms behi nd. Agai nst her writh i ng and k i cki ng he 
hel d  her l ike that as he propel l ed her across the d i m  k itchen 
unti l thei r  rush was blocked by whoever was on the f loor wai l ing . 
They fel l . He grabbed again for arms and wrists to keep her nai ls 
from his face and they ro l l ed about in the doorway . He got hold  
of  her wrists , when he felt  her mouth at h is  neck and she was 
using l ips and tongue , not teeth . Then he , rea l ising ,  let go her 
wrists to push her dress up , her pants down . Her legs l ocked 
around h is  wai st , and he stood with her around h i m ,  l urch ing into 
the further room. They tripped again  when the other that began 
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wai l i ng s topped h i s l eg s . Wi th Max i e  and the  baby both wa i l i ng ,  
they tot tered , they fe l l  t o  the f l oor - sh e ,  th en he , l augh i ng . 
Laugh ing and p l unging  together . 

Later , he  awoke . Th e d i mn e s s  i ns i de the  hous e that opposed the  
g l are wi thout , now had become g l oom that pervaded ins i de and 
out . Be s i de wh ere he  l ay on the f loor , I r i s  s l ept  wi th h er head 
on h i s  chest . The baby had craw l ed t o  where her dres s  was torn , 
expos i ng a breas t ,  and s l ep t  th ere . Among records in  covers that  
had been pul l e d  or  had fa l l en from the  cons o l e , the dark mound 
that was Max i e  l ay s l eep i ng . 

Be s i de I r i s  and the  baby h e  l ay awake . He s aw the g l oom turn to 
dark , then dark cros s ed by moon l i ght  s l an t i ng from a h i gh w indow 
to the oppo s i t e  wal l ,  creep i ng down the wa l l  to the fl oor . 

I f  Iri s had brought  him that tens i on wh i ch racked  him between 
the peop l e  and p l ace of  wh i ch he  was a part , and the gus ty f l are 
then co l d  then fl are again  of her  l ov i ng , she had a l so b rought 
the more cons t ant warmths of  her  matern i ty . Now he remembered 
her s i t t i ng cros s - l egged on the beach , ho l d ing Maxie  and fi nger­
drawing in  the s and for h i m .  He remembered other n i ght s , n i ghts  
so l umi nous the  l i ght o f  the ri s ing moon s ubmerged the l i ght of 
stars , the moon out l ining the  undu l at i ons  o f  the i s l and ; and her 
s low smi l e  opening on soft l aughter  that  changed to shri l l  l augh ­
i ng as they chas ed a l ong the beach , as  they caught , mock - fought , 
tumb l ed i n  that entang l ement o f  l i mb s  from wh i ch the  baby had 
begun . 

W ith the suddennes s  o f  an a l arm ring ing , the  que s t i on came to 
him : Had he  s t art e d  another baby? W i th  a l arm deepening to  dread 
he attempt ed to  i dent i fy days and to  count as I ri s  had t o l d  h im . 
For as  c l ear  to h i m  as moon l i ght was  the know l edge I ri s  wou l d  
not s tay . 

Within  h i s  h i t t i ng her  before the others was  h i s  demand that she 
submi t to  the mores of  those others  - w i t h i n  her t a l on- rak i ng 
spring at h i m  was her dec l arat i on she  wou l d  not , but wou l d fi ght 
with s uch weapons  as she  had . 

He l i fted  her  h ead from h i s  ches t , s tood , s t epped over the  s l eep­
ing Maxi e ,  through moon l i ght to  the door . He was aware o f  pain  
down one s i de o f  h i s  face , but he  moved qui c k l y  down s t eps  and 
from the hous e s , a l ong  the path pas t rai l  trac k s  to  the j etty . 
Coming to where the shops began , h e  wa l ked through cones o f  l i ght 
from s tree t l amps above to  between the  outdoor t ab l e s  of  a pub 
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and i n  at  the  g l as s  doors . Past  men s t andi ng i n  g roups , one man 
s at a l one . Hi s back was a curve con t i nuous from bum on bar s too l 
to e l bows on bar . Bes i de h i m  was one g l as s  t a l l and one short , 
the  l iqui d i n  both  at  h a l f .  
' Hey , Wh i t e Bas tard - you gunna buy me a dri nk ? ' 
The curve j o l t ed t o  a s trai ght  l i ne , the  eyes  s t a r i ng for a moment 
at  the  speake r .  
' S t ruth , Robby , yer  b l oody face ! '  
Robby a s k ed : Di d he  have to  buy h i s  own ?  
M i c k  s i Fn al l edt h e  barman . N o  further  word pas s ed be tween them 
unt i l  aft e r  the  barman pushed  acro s s  the  beer  and h e l ped h i ms e l f 
from the  s ca t t e r  o f  change i n  front  o f  �li ck . 
' Next th ing  we  know , ' Mi c k  s ai d ,  ' You ' l l  be  comi n '  t '  the  i s l and . ' 
' Buy me a rum too , ' Robby s a i d ,  ' An '  I ' l l l e t y '  k now . ' 

On a bench out s i de the  cab i n , h e  l ay l i s t e n i ng to the  peew-peew­
peew of cur l ews  on t h e  i s l and . Wh i l e o t h ers had been fi s h i ng on 
the t i de ' s s l ack  and t h e  moon was beh i nd c l oud ,  h e  had s een a 
beach cro s s ed by l ogs s tacked  for sh ipp i ng by barge , and t rees 
s l op i ng up and away on h i l l s  hevond . \�h en the  t i de began i t s run , 
the two who had come w i th Mick  and h i ms e l f  c l eaned bream , then 
took from the  i ce - box a s tubby each and went i nt o  the cab i n . Ni ck 
took out a bott l e  o f  rum and he s t ood w i t h Robby in the  st ern , 
each swi g g i n g  i n  turn un t i l  after  the  moon \\'en t  do\\'n . Then �li c k  
went int o  the cab i n . 

Ly i ng on the  bench , Robby fe l t  rath er  t h an h eard t h e  t i de reach 
i t s s l ack . Then  t h e  curl ews ceased  and 1,;h ipb i rds began , and it  
was morn i ng . 

On two motorb i k e s  f i t t e d  t o  ho l d  upri ght t h e  t a l l rods , the four 
rode a l ong t rack s between mangrove s  then  ra inforest  unt i l  that 
ended in b are dunes  reach i ng t o  s an d  c l i ffs spars e l y  t reed wi th 
pandanas . They rode the  s and  c l i ff ri dge w i t h  beach  and ocean 
b e l ow . Beh i nd cab i ns they pas sed  a dump whe re crows p i cked  among 
bott l es , t ins , punctured cans , papers , d i s carded k e ros ene fridges , 
motor b i ke frames ,  s ca l es and s k e l etons o f  fi sh , tangl e s  o f  rope 
and l ine . Back o f  t h e  b each were sheds and mach i nery w i t h  pumps 
di s go rg i ng a dark s l urry i nto  tanks sunk i n  s and . Des cendi ng to 
the b each , they rode between the surf ' s spumy run - i n  and ro l l  
back , and where the  t i tle ' s  apogee  was l ined  i n  sea-wrack and main  
l and rubb l e . 

Whe re head and shou l ders  o f  rock  but t e d  i nt o  the  sea , rods were 
r i gged w i th l ures . The two s t ayed  be l ow on the shoul ders of rock , 
whi l e Mi ck  c l i mbed h i gh on the  head t o  s can t h rough b i nocul ars 
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for schoo l t a i l or .  

Robby had c l i mbed  w i t h  Mi ck , then he  cont i nued on down t o  a fur­
ther beach . Th i s  margined a sha l l ow bay curving  from one sea 
butt i ng head  o f  rock t o  another . Toward t h i s  further head o f  
rock , h e  came to the  mi ddens . H e  s tood l ook ing  back o f  t h e  beach 
where h i l l ocks  of she l l s  ros e  up out of s and . Then h i s  gaze  t urn ­
ed to b i rds wading  i n  the  sha l l ows . The b i rds and the  mi ddens  
wou ld  go  together , he  thought . He waded beneath  b i rds now shri ek ­
ing above . S tandi ng whe re the  b i rds h �d s too d ,  he  swive l l ed h i s  
hips t o  auger h i s  feet  i nt o  sand unt i l  h e  fe l t  t h e  she l l s  o f  

eugeri es beneath h i s  feet . H e  carried  t h e  eugari es  t o  a mi dden , 
where he broke  open the  she l l s .  He a te  the  fish  i ns i de , t hen 
threw the wet - g l i s t en i ng she l l s  atop  the  s un - ca l c i ned she l l s  o f  
the midden . 

High on the  head o f  rock , the  mouth  o f  a cave gaped . C l imbing  to  
th i s  sha l l ow cave , h e  found ashes  among the  s and o f  the  fl oor and 
soot on the  roo f .  There were a l so h ands . Red ochre out l ined the  
shape of hands on  the wh i t e  rock - h ands of ch i l dren , adu l t s , 
youths , that  once  had l ived  t h ere . One hand  h ad a fi nger mi s s ing , 
and some seemed t o  h ave  ext ra fingers unt i l  h e  rea l i sed one h and 
had been s t enc i l l ed over another . He h e l d  h i s  own hands flat on 
the rock among the hands out l i ned in ochre ; and h e  s t ayed in the  
cave through l at e -morn i ng ,  noon , a fternoon . He  dreamed o f  women ' s  
laughter at t h e i r  own h i p - sw i ve l l ing  dance t o  auger feet  into  
sand for eugari es - o f  men l aunch i ng bark canoes to  hunt  w i th  
spears w i t hout woomeras because it  was dugong and  t urt l e  and 
mu l l e t they were hun t i ng - of gi rl s return i ng at n i gh t fa l l w i t h  
the frui t o f  pandanas  and w i th honey vesse l l ed i n  bark - o f  fires 
and of feas t i ng and men dan c i ng w i t h  feet  apart and t h i ghs  
quivering - boys  a t  man - mak ing  s t ampi n g  and  s t amping  the  red  red 
glow of coa l s  - o l d  peop l e  at mourni ng gash i ng t h e i r  ches t s , 
gashing the i r  shoul ders - o f  l ore o f  beach and fores t  t aught 
from mother ' s  s i s ter to s i s t er ' s  daugh t e r ,  the l ore of t ide and 
turt l e  and mu l l e t and dugon g t aught from mother ' s  b rother  to  
sister ' s son - and the  t e l l ing  from mother ' s  s i s ter  t o  s i s t e r ' s 
daughter  and mot he r ' s brother  t o  s i s t er ' s  son by wh i ch the  s t ories  
endured . . .  

I t  was dark when the  b i k es were passed  from the  di ngy into  the 
boat and the  di ngy t ied beh i nd .  The two prised c aps from s t ubbies , 
ta l k i ng l oud ly ,  l augh i ng , as  they l i ft ed the  l i d  from the  i ce -box 
to l ook at  the fi sh i ns i de ,  as they each t ook another s tubby . 

Mi ck had h i s  head and arms and the  bot t l e  o f  rum out the  cab i n  
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h at ch as  h e  s teered . Twi ce , he  ca l l ed ,  h o l d ing out t h e  bot t l e . 
Twi ce Robby s hook h i s  head . He s t ood wat ch i ng the  w i den i np arms 
o f  wake reach b a ck t o  t h e  i s l and . Dump o f  sea  wrack and mai n l and 
rubb l e , ravaged by l oggers and s andmi ners , i t s l ore and i t s  stor­
i e s  a l l but  forgo t t en , yet  the  i s l and was t h ere - s t i l l  t h e re . 
And wh i l e  dai l y  s een t he re by h i m , i t  redeemed t o  h i m  t h e  who l e  
o f  h i s  b l ood ' s s to ry . 

Sun l i ght  f l ared on the  b it umen wet  from rai n in  t he n i ght . Ne l son 
and Robby ran a t  t he edge o f  th e b i t umen , t h e  s ounds  o f  t h e i r 
runn ing  s eeming t o  hang i n  t he  ear ly  morn i n g  s t i l l nes s . Th ey ran 
from t h e  road , beneath h i gh euca l yp t s  i n  t h e  caravan park , to the  
beach , running  on hard s and at  t he  wat e r ' s  edge . N e l son sa i d :  
' Brother , wha t  y '  gunna do ? '  
About what , Robby d i d not  a s k . He had returned from the  i s l and to 
f ind t h e  house w i t hout l i gh t . I ri s  m i ght  be  in one o f  the o ther 
houses  and Maxi e and the b aby s l eepi n g . But in t h e  bed i n  t he  
k i t chen was  ne i ther  Maxi e nor  t h e  baby . Then he  pas sed  t o  the 
next room - and he s aw that  t he conso l e  was gone . 

For that  n i ght  and the  next he  h ad s t ayed  i n  rooms where the  
conso l e  was  no t , where r-Iaxi e , t he  b aby , where I r i s  was  not . 
Throughout two n i gh t s  he h ad l ai n  s t ark awak e , evok ing  t he  i nner 
emp t ines s of  t h e  c i ty . Of  wh ere t h e re was  no ri m o f  s k y , of whe re 
even h i s  dreami ng cou l d  not g l i mp s e  t h e  di s t ant un du l a t i ons of th 1  
i s l and . 
Robby sa i d :  ' I  t e l l you t h i s ,  B rot he r , I never l eave th i s  p l ac e . ' 

Yet  even as  he s ai d  t h a t , he  knew the  emp t i n e s s  he  had evoked on 
two n i gh t s t o  be  but one emp t i ne s s . 

When Ne l son s t opped running  t o  s hadow - box , Robby ran on . He ran -
tbou_?h the  n i gh t s  w i thout s l eep h ad t ak en h i s  running  from him  

and  breath  burned in  h i s  t h roat  w i t h  a t as t e  of  nausea  - he ran . 
Runn i ng from a voi ce  that  ca l l ed a ft e r  h i m ,  a voi ce  that  was 
Ne l son ' s yet s eemed to be  h i s  own , a vo i ce pursuing  h im ,  ca l l ing : 
What  y '  gunna do , B rother?  What  y '  gunna do ? 

78 
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CON . J UGAT l NG 

T I I E  

V E R B  

· 1  o d a y  , I s h i  t . 

l e � t e r <l a y,  l s h a t . 

g r a h a m  r o w l a n <l s  

l om o r r o w , J wil l b e  s h i t t i n g .  

O h !  I f  o n ly I c ould  b e  so  l uc k y . 

My  verb  i s  most i r r e g u l a r ,  

� co l o s s a ]  c on s t i p a t i o n  

p r es i d e o v e r  i n  a w o r l d  o f  s t r a ini ng , 

o f  st a r ing a t  a b l a n �  w a l l , 

o f  c l e n ched t e e t h  

t he clos est I ' ll c o m e  t o  

spr e a d in g  m r  l eg s  in t h e  s t i r r u p s  o f  b 1 r t h -­

a g i r l  t o l d  me  a woman  s a id 

i t ' s  l i ke shi tting  a pumpk i n. 



REV I EW 

WAL K I NG  Tl -l E L I  N E  ty Rae Desmond Jones , 
publ i s hea by Red P re s s  1 98 1  
74 pages , 1 2  s tor i e s , $ 3 . 50 

Th i s  mos t  recen t book by Rae  Desmond Jones  i s  very i n te re s t i n g . 
I n  THE MAD V I B E ( poetry )  he wro te tha t : " To fuck  hav i ng f i rst  
de termi ned to  fu ck i s  rea l l y  a b i t o f  a bo re ; d i s p l a ces  the 
act from foc u s  on  i t se l f . . .  " .  That wa s ,  as we l l , h i s  s ta teme n t  
on the p roce s s  of  wr i t i ng .  W i th Jones  there ha s  a l ways been the 
prob l em of determi n i ng exact l y what he  was try i n g  to do i n  h i s 
wri ti ng . Ma ny of  h i s  poems read  l i ke souped- u p  p ro se , a n d  now 
the prose reads  l i ke . . .  we l l , no t poe try , but  not  e n t i re l y  
prose e i ther . Jones  i s  wa l k i n g the l i n e between fo rms . I n  a n  
ear ly story i n  th i s  book he wr i tes : 

1 1
l t  was i n  l i s te n i n g  & not  l i s te n i n g  to a l an 
tha t i deve l oped the h ab i t o f  s e p ara t i n g  each  
th i n g  a round  me  from everyth i ng e l se , obse rv­
i ng i t  w i tho u t  j udgmen t ,  & l e tt i n g  i t  go . "  

I n  v i rtua l l y  a l l the s tor i e s  the be s t  q u a l i ty of the wri t i ng i s  
i ts atten t i on to deta i l .  The s tor i e s  a re l ow on  " ha ppen i ng s 1 1  but  
h i gh on descr i p t i on  a n d  de ta i l ,  a nd  throughout  the  book there i s  
a s tron g  sense  of  p l ace . The p l ace  i s  unnamed , bu t v a r i ous  l a nd­
marks keep  c ropp i ng u p : the s tee l work s ; the B l ue  Moon ;  the E l  
Paso etc . I th i n k  tha t Jones  wou l d  be capab l e  o f  p rodu c i n g  an  
i ntense l y  i nd i v i d u a l  nove l . 

WAL K I NG THE L I NE extends  and  deepens  o u r  awa ren e s s  of Jones ' 
cul tu ra l and  sexu a l  p reoccupa t i ons , o r  e l se  i t  i s  a good 
i n trodu c t i on  to them . The s to r i e s  dea l ma i n l y  w i th l os t  and/or  
then found  re l a t i ons h i ps ,  l ov e  and  sex . Mos t l y  sex . The 
cha racters  wa l k a s e xu a l  l i ne ,  a n d  o f te n  fa l te r . 

1 1  I t  i s  O so easy to be true 
because  you ' re mi ne I ' l l wa 1 k the 1 i ne . "  

The cha ra cters certa i n l y  try to wa l k the l i ne - they f i nd i t  i s  
not so e a sy . 

I th i nk i t  i s  beca u s e  of  Jones 1 a tten t i on to deta i l tha t the 
1 1 i 1 1  
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o f  the s tor i es  p re sen ts i ts e l f a s  a n  " o u t s i der " . The  1 1 i 1 1  

observes  the rea l  wor l d i n  the s to r i e s  a n d  b re a k s  i t  i n to i ts 
componen t pa rts a s  i f  to f i g h t  b a c k  a s e n se  of  u n rea l i ty .  Th i s  
feel i ng i s  ve ry s t rong  i n  the s to ry ,  " Memo i rs  o f  my l i fe w i th 
roc k  ' n  ro l l  i do l , a l a n k ay 1 1

• I n  the open i ng of the s to ry ,  
" Us i ng s tanda rd p h ra s es " , Jones  wr i tes : 

11 • • • they seem sepa ra te & a rb i t r ary i n  the i r 
re l a t i on to e a c h  o t he r . whether  a n i ma l  o r  
mech a n i ca l , the se  s o u nds & moveme n ts a re not  
d i s s i m i l a r to  certa i n  modern  sympho n i e s , 
w h i c h  seek  to d raw the l i s tener  i n ,  to the 
s heer a rb i trary pre se n ce or a b s ence  of sou n d . 
f rom th i s i s u s pec t t h a t  modern  mu s i c  i s  
u s ua l l y  composed i n  o r  fo r p l a ce s  l i ke sydney 
where no i ses  & movemen t  do not  seem a rb i t r ary 
& a l l s ounds  & movemen ts a re d rawn together  
o n  a s e n sory radar  s c reen . "  

I s  i t  th i s process  wh i ch i s  a t  wor k  i n  Jone s ' wr i t i n g ?  

The re a re two s to r i e s  o f  l e s s  than  one  page l en g th , wh i ch  I do 
not  l i ke bec a u se they s eem ( to me ) not  to f i t i n  we l l w i th  the 
sys tem o f  i dea s a nd s ty l e s e t  u p  i n  the o ther s to r i e s . I a l so 
fe l t t h a t  there we re occa s i o n a l  l a n guage  p rob l ems : some pa rts o f  
t he  s to r i es a re over-wr i tten  a n d  i n  tone too pu rposefu l ; a n d  i n  
o ther pa rts  the fou r- and-mo re - l e tter-wo rds , wh i l e  not  offens i ve ,  
seem ( to p u t  i t  l i ke W i l l i am Ga s s ) " no t  l oved enough "  a nd 
ho l l ow .  

Over a l l ,  t h i s i s  fa sc i n a t i ng wr i t i ng .  I t  o ffe rs a fea s t  for the 
eyes . S t ron g l y  recommended . 

s teve j w i l l i ams 
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REVI EW by ph illip ewnonds 

[ SU\i\JD IN THE SUN ( an anthology o f  recent Austra l ian prose ) 
ed ited by Dami  en \\11 i t c , Anna Couan i and tom t hompson. SE' c1 

Cru i se Books , 2 8  Queen St. , G l che NS\V 2037  $ 4.50 r rp 

' l s l and i n  the Sun ' i an antho l ogy o f  recent Austral i an prose. 
The editors have shrewdly  hedged their bets through stating in 
their introduct ion - "Our criteria became a consensus of three 
d i fferent opinions as the defin ition o f  'innovative ' . \ve agreed 
that the work accepted should be formally self conscious and 
also accessible . We all see 'the new prose ' i n  Australia as a 
loose movement which may include material not to our individual 
tastes. We have tried to 'cover' a fairly broad area of writing 
but can't say that the anthology is comprehensive nor that it 
sums up any era'' . 

Fair enough - editing literary magazines and anthologies can be 
very dangerous. Editors can create enemies even with the best 
will in the world. But why have Damien White, tom thompson and 
Anna Couani come up with such a lukewarm consensus clothed in 
the tautology J quote abo\ e? 

Accepting that they do not see ' I s l and in  the Sun' in any wa) as 
a comprehensive literary history what does ' fo rmall y  self 
conscious' and 'accessible' mean? I c an guess, but that is not 
good enough. Some form of def i nition would have been useful. I 
shall then look at how this book succeeds in the light of  the 
two claims. 

Unlike the last 'Coast to Coast' (Angus & Robertson) edited by 
Frank Moorhouse, 'I sland in the Sun' is not a contemporary shop 
front of 'new fiction' or one man's personal choice from an era. 
What is it then? 

'I sland in the Sun' contains examples of 'new prose' in that all 
the contributors have submitted stor ies that do not subscribe to 
ideas of conventional narrative or 'plot ' .  All the stories mi nus 
a few exceptions are 'fragmented' and episodic . While I am in 
favour of the idea , the contributors to 'I sland in the Sun' write 
as though they are pinching thems leves and exclaiming "we are 
alive , we are alive" in half dead language. 

The one story that stands out is Moorhouse's "Proprietor of 
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Darkness" . With Moorhouse evidence of a mind makes the reader 

interested . That i s  what I cal l ' accessible ' .  Rudi Krausmann in 
"The News" has a sense of  humour and the ab i l ity to parody h im-
sel f .  

As for ' formal l y  sel f consc ious ' ,  I imag ined for a minute some­
one dress ing up to go to a bal l with the as s istance of  
mi rrors . When I fini shed reading this book I imagined a great 
many se l f  admir ing dancers wa it ing in the wings for the 
emperor - but he had no clothes . 

What hasn ' t  been neglected is  the product ion . I understand that 
the manuscript was turned down by the Literature Board of the 
Austral ia Counc i l  for a publ i shing subs idy . No matter and a 
good thing because ' I s land in the Sun ' has been produced outside 
what is increas ingly becoming a closed system of patronage . The 
pages have been printed cheaply and stapled together � i th a 
wrap around cover around the spine . I t  looks good without having 
expens ive end papers and glossy covers . In this  regard ' I sland 
in the Sun ' i s  probab ly a forerunner of the way smal l magazines 
and books wi l l  have to be produced in the eight ies independent 
of the Literature Board . 

I f  ' I sland in the Sun ' had been publ ished five years ago it  
would have had the advantage of being ' novel ' .  The convent ional 
narrative was sti l l  the way in which ' the estab l ishment ' wrote 
and the way in which mo�t short story writers conceived of 
' stor ies ' .  Wilding , Moorhouse , Bai l and Carey have become the 
' establishment ' from the point of view of friend ly crit ical 
applause . The question is whether the contributors to ' I s land 
in the Sun' have anything to say .  Heresy some wi l l  say - our 
method is  our statement . For me , the question remains . 
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REPLY from Damien White , co -editor of I SLAND IN THE SUN 

Thanks for the opportunity to reply to Phillip Edmonds ' review, 
though as it cons ists largely o f  unsupported assertions it ' s  
difficult to respon<l with other thanasser t i o n so f  our own. 

But to spell out a couple of points ; by "fo rn1ally self-consc ious" 
we mean writ i ng with an awareness of  the forms being used, writ ­
ing which tries to  expand , sharpen, or otherwise questions the 
forms of which we are the inheritors ; by "accessible" we mean 
able to be reached or entered, as the Oxford Dict ionary has it. 

Whether the reader finds it worthwhile to reach or enter the 
pieces we have included in the book is a separate question . 
Evidently Phillip Edmonds did not. That ' s  OK. No single reader 
is ever going to agree with the selection of pieces in an 
anthology , and perhaps rej ected contributors disagree more than 
most. I t  would ' ve been more interest ing, though, would ' ve been 
more conducive to debate , had he specified his reasons for dis­
liking the pieces we included . To the stories themselves , which 
constitute the guts and raison d ' etre of the book, he devotes 
only a small fract ion of his review. 

He does , however, give us credit for our product ion of th� book. 
I would ' ve expected Phillip Edmonds , as a former small press 
editor and publisher himself, to have a greater understanding of 
what this entails. For Anna, tom and me , editing and publishing 
the book had to be fitted around the rest of our corronitments . No 
one of us had the t ime or the resources , financial or otherwise , 
to do i t  alone . Now one of the pleasures of small press publish­
ing lies in the breaking of the barriers that exist between 
writing and publishing , in working in an unalienated style . This 
means that those who work on a book control what goes into it, 
what it looks like, etc. , and leads necessarily to decision by 
consensus , to mutual compromise between the editors/publishers . 
Perhaps the book is weaker for not reflecting the taste of any 
one editor ; perhaps, but the book couldn't ' ve come into 
existence at al l without the contributions of more than one. And 
we prefer i t  that way. 

l ' d've thought that this collect ive select ion would add rather 
than detract £ran the book as a "contemporary shop front of 'new 
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fiction'". A disclaimer of comprehensiveness is not an admission 
of narrowness . This anthology covers as broad a scope as any 
selection of only twenty writers from a field of hundreds could. 
And it's important to remember that for the past few years there 
has been no other such selection, let alone one which gives 
equal coverage to male and female writers. 

I don't want to buy into an argument here over who or what is 
"novel', who or what is "establishment". That's an interesting 
area, but basically it's a side-track from our main purpose, the 
writing itself. 

It's by the writing that we hope the book will be judged .  

MATTOID 
Poet r lj , Pro se ., G ra ph i c s 

td itor ) Sc hoo l  of  H u rn o n i  f t' es  

De  Q k I n  Un i -v er  s i t � V, c . 3 2 1  7 

c o st : - $ 2. .oo per c.o p 'j  
.s u bscr ipt ion s .!.. $s.oo for 3 i s sue.s 



R E V I E W 

MORN I NG PARROT TREES  by Br i an  Co l e  
Red P res s , P O  Box 1 97 , North Sydney , 
NSW 2060 . 1 9 79 57  pages  cos t : $3 . 50 

Most  of the s tor i es  i n  th i s so l emn. boo k of  gen t l e but i ns i s te n t  
prose a re of  the sou thern coa s t  l i n e  a nd t h e  sea . Characters 
wi th i t i nerant  ex i s tences  dr i ft  through  them . 

The stor i es  a re fab l es  a nd o f ten  have  the power o f  Os car  W i l de ' s  
sad fa i ry s tori es , p art i c u l a rl y  1 1 Ache rnar 1 s Wha l e " wh i ch re l ates 
an attempt by several  peop l e  to ref l o a t  a s t randed wha l e  befo re 
the papers ta ke u p  the news and  town peop l e  a rr i ve i n  c a rs , 
" Peop l e v1ho toss  roc k s  a t  the wha l e ,  who k n i ve the i r i n i t i a l s  
i n to i ts b l a c k  sea body a nd who watch i t  d i e  s l owl y . . .  " .  The 
story does not end w i th the wha l e ' s  dea th though ,  but wi th the 
appearance of  Ori o n  who t i e s the wha l e  to h i s ba c k  and ca rri es 
it away - a myth , the s to ry suggests , tha t we mu s t  be l i eve  i n  
i f  we a re not  to l i ve  i n  d i s gu s t .  And t h i s Greek mythol ogy does 
not seem out of  p l ace  i n  h i s  wr i t i ng .  

" The F i sherman and  a Dragon Ato l l " ,  a nother fab l e ,  beg i n s wi th a 
fi sherma n fi s h i ng -out  a l a k e  under the pres s u re of h i s  own a nd  
h i s w i fe ' s need to  go " somewhe re e l s e " . The s tory i s  o f  the  dea th 
of the l a ke , for each f i sh  c a ught  l owers i ts wa ter l eve l  - a 
sennon on the ecol ogy of the p syche , a s  we l l a s  na ture . B u t  not 
s imp l y  tha t :  " fo r  f i s h i ng i s  a ma g i c - not  a h a p p i ness  mag i c  -
but one that  c a s ts more mes hes of  debt , a nd yet no th i n g  hunts  
man" . Fo r me , these  f a n ta s i es ( " I n the  Hou se of  Geckos " i s  
another outsta nd i n g  one ) a re the bes t a nd mos t  i n te res t i ng  
wri t i ng i n  the co l l ect i on . 

" Bay of I s l ands  2 1 1
, another s tory of l ove  and  l os s  a l so moves  

i n to fantasy , th i s  t i me wi th  i ts metaphor  becom i n g  a l i tera l  
presence i n  the way Dav i d  I re l and  and  Murray Ba i l have done i n  
thei r mos t  recen t  novel s -

"The Island Mal l ee has swum to is a woman , and 
Mal l ee's swimming has freed her from sandstone , 
kelp  and sea . She is as dark as a monkey - nut 
with tangled black hai r ,  and fine oi l ed musc l es 
goosebumped in the coo l evening  wind o ff the 
bay of  Islands . Mal lee  gives her the jumper 
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h e ' d  t ak en off  i n  t he  l o s t  a ft ernoon 
warmth , i t  i s  a s ac k  a round  h e r  s l i gh t  
body , and Ma l l ee  c a l l s  h e r  Ve l a  a ft er 
the  s ai l s  of the sh i p of s t ars . "  

Th i s  nami nq , c rea t i ng , t h i s b i b l i ca l  tone  i n  the  w r i t i n g  i s  the 
conven t i on of  the ' t i me l e s s ' l egend  be i ng to l d  over  a 9 a i n ,  o f  
t h e  i mport a n t  l e s s on tha t  w e  mus t  t a k e  heed o f  even  wh i l e  we 
e n joy the g rea t bea u ty i n  the  te l l i n g . 

Fo r a l l th i s  s o l emn i ty thoug h , B r i a n  Co l e  l ets  u s  k now he  i s  
e n joy i n g  h i s own c l eve rn e s s  every now a n d  a ga i n  -

"Th e  down they  buy from a who l e sa l e r ,  who 
l ooks  i n  h i s  sui t and h i s groomi ng l i k e  
a c rayon drawi ng o f  a man , a n d  who sme l l s  
o f  a ft ershave a l t hough h e  shoul d s me l l o f  
c rayon , y e t  n e i ther Ma l l ee  t h i nk s , wou l d  
g ive  t h i s  surface o f  a man - peaks . "  
( from : Bay o f  I s l ands  2 )  

I t  i s  more of  th i s  p l ayfu l nes s / i n vent i venes s  that  s ome of  the  
s tor i es  need  to  s a v e  t hem f rom seemi ng  to h a ve been  gho s t  wri tten 
by Ka h l i l  G i b r a n . 

One o f  the d a ngers  of wr i t i n g w i th i n  the conven t i o n s  Br i an  Co l e  
h a s  chosen i s  t h a t  he wi l l  s t ra i n too mu ch  after  t h i s sen s u a l  
beauty i n  the te l l i ng of  t h e  ta l e  a n d  so  f i n a l l y  c a r i c a t ure h i s  
own efforts . I fou n d  h i s eagernes s to u s e  ' poet i c '  a l l i te ra t i on 
a nnoy i ng  - a few examp l es  - " s he wou l d  be whe re the t rees trest l ed 
l i g h t" ( p . 3 5 ) ; " moons  o f  mosqu e s " ( p . 38 ) ; H s u n  c r i n k l es  a c ros s  the 
e s tu a ri' ( p . 20 ) ; a nd  the one  t h a t ' s  enou g h  to ma ke  Gerard Man l ey 
Hop k i n s ' tongue twi s t  i n  h i s  g rave : " rouge d a u bed  dawn " . The 
i n s i s te n t  a n d  d i s trac t i n g  mes s a ge the reade r gets  i s  tha t  th i s 
wr i ter  i s  determ i ned to f i n d  the s ta r t l i ng a n d  beau t i f u l  verb , 
p hra se , sentence a t  a l l t i me s . H i s s tor i es  don ' t  need th i s  much  
p rett i fy i ng .  

De s p i te these c r i t i c i sms  I was  e n joy i ng  the book even  more by my 
t h i rd read i ng .  I won ' t  g i ve my copy away , i t  a l ready h a s  severa l  
favor i te s to r i e s  i n  i t . 

F i n a l l y ,  perha p s  we shou l d  o ffer a p r i ze to any p urcha ser  of the 
book who c a n  f i n d  a page w i thou t a typog raph i c error i n  i t .  

kev i n brophy 
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r1AGAZ INE REVIE\"i 

myron lysenko 

FLING ! , edited by Cornelis Vleeskens , 37 TAYLOR STREET ANNANDALE 

i�S1 1
, 2038 . Published quarterly . Subscription is $6. 00 a year. 

FLING ! has made an impressive debut this year , attracting some 
interesting writing. Numbers l& ? appears as a double issue (but 

no longer available) and is highlighted by another hlUTlorous 

story from },lichael \'v"ilding. TI1e narrator desperately tries to 

fill his quota of writing a thousand words a day. ('A couple of 

hundred words can be the thousand words . What's important is that 

the space for the other eight hundred was recognized . ') It also 

contains good poetry by Rae Desmond Jones, Lyndon Walker and 

Rory Harris . 

FLING ! 3 is an even better issue. I was impressed with Gerard 

Lee's extract from a novel in progress. Titled COOLANGATIA , it 1s 
a very accessible , hlUTlorous and subtle piece of writing which has 

me waiting eagerly for the complete work. Torn Thompson continues 

his recent good work with a long poem, TI-IE BIG RavtANCE ( 'Big 
Romance pulls you through , /  like a sausage through a coffee 

grinder . . .  ') . Also memorable are Susan Hampton's clever piece 

on smoking ('It  is thought more fashionable to have potatoes in 
jackets than to have cigarettes in j ackets . . .  ') , two poems by 

Madonna Staunton and a short prose piece from Anna Couani. I hope 

FLING ! can continue the high standard set in this issue . 

A group of ¼Titers from Melbourne calling themselves the Writers 

and Readers Society (WARS) are in the process of collecting 
material for their new magazine ffiAVE NEW WORD, which will be 

concentrating mainly on publishing prose. They plan to have the 

first issue out in September (containing an interview with Frank 
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Moorhouse) . Subscription is $12 . 00 per four issues . Direct all 

correspondence , subs , stories etc to : BRAVE NEW WORD , PO BOX 98 

ELSTERNWICK VIC 3 1 8 5 . 

Eric Beach and Cliff Smythe are putting together a new magazine 

of poetry and prose cal led RATBAGGERY .  I t  wil l  be produced along 

the same l ines as POST lvODERN WRITING and it needs material . The 

address is : THE EDITORS , RATBAGGERY , 18  GRATTAN STREET CARLTON , 

VIC 30 53 . 

POLAR BEAR , e d i t ed by N i ch o l as Pounde r ,  2 0 7  OXFORD ST 

DARL I N GHURST NSW 2 0 1 0 . 

We l l  produc ed f i r s t  i s s ue , c ont a i n i ng an amus ing and 

w i t ty m i n i - nove l  ( 6  c h ap t e r s , 6  p age s )  by Lau r i e  Duggan 

and two p i e c e s  o f  adven turous , ex c i t ing p ro s e  from Anna 

Couani and Joann e Burns . Rae  Desmond Jones , A l an We arne 

and E r i c  B e a c h  cont i nue t o  imp r e s s . Al s o  feature s  

ar t i c l e s  and rev i ews  b y  C ar l  Harr i s on - Ford , Rob ert  

Kenny , Humphrey McQueen  and a l ong r ev i ew by  Rae De smond 

Jones  o f  T r an t e r ' s  THE NEW AUSTRAL I AN POETY anth o l ogy . 
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NOTES ON CONI'RIBlITORS 

kate ahearne - regular contributor to GDS. has been involved witr 
australian literature for many years, writing stories, articles, 
poetry, reviews and editing small magazines. has flown to libya 
where she will be lecturing english for a few years. 

richard james allen - 21 years old. born n.s . w. spent first 11 
years in asia. currently doing arts degree at sydney uni. has 
had work published in ASPECT, POETRY AUSTRALIA. varied interests , 
including singing, acting, j azz ballet, football, swirrnning. 

jenny boult - born england 8 .10.51. lived in australia since mid 
60's. has resided in adelaide for the past 3 years and likes it 
there . an enthusiastic poet who will read her work anywhere. 
denies being a cynic. recently published a book of poems, HOTEL 
ANONYM)US . 

grant caldwell - wr1t1ng a great deal of prose this year. working 
towards a collection of short stories. edits MEUSE . was a teacher 
in benalla, accountant in london, prisoner in morocco and is now 
probing 'freedom' in sydney . 

m. creyton - born 3. 9.60. born and still resides in brisbane. uni 
dropout. working casually in department stores to survive, living 
in a west end flat. attempted a novel but decided to concentrate 
on stories for the time being. 

anna donne - born casterton, victoria, 1959. grew up in hamilton. 
came to melbourne at 18, has lived there since . works as a nurse 
at kingsbury training centre. this is her first published poem. 

j as h duke - "i don't really write with publication in mind. i 
write because i like writing. i'm a hermit sort of person, a bit 
afraid that all you other people are going to trample me if i 
put myself out in the open. " j as duke owns a large black beard , 
is author of the novel DESTINY WOOD and is a member of the 925 
cooperative . 

phil edmonds - born in sydney 1949. began writing in 1972 .  was 
active in small press publishing through his magazine CCNTEMPA. 
BIG BOYS, a book of prose and poetry was published in 1978 . lives 
in melbourne, an ardent essendon supporter. has been writer in 
residence at several schools in the last ten years . 

robert habost - 28 years old, has worked as a bank clerk, 
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insurance clerk and teacher . published 1n several l iterary 
magazines . lives in queensland . 

rory harris - poet in residence at woodvi lle high school , s . a .  
involved in FRIENDLY STREET POETS , a poetry publishing concern . 
books are being prepared for launching at writers' week 1982 . 

kristin henry - born in america, has lived in australia for 15 
years. started writing in 1980 . currently lives in nth . caulfield . 

graham rowlands - born brisbane 1947 . married, lives in adelaide . 
has published poems and articles in various magazines . edited 
oors OVER LINES an anthology of south australian poetry . 

graham sheil - born 1948 . lives in melbourne when not overseas . 
has been published in other mags . ,  is working on a play now . . .  
WORK A DAY WORLD . 

tom thompson - born 21 . 9 .53 .  forst story published 1975 .  been 
awarded several literature board grants . published four books . 
currently working on a novel . coedited ISLAND IN TI-IE SUN with 
couani and white . 

richard tokatlian - born egypt 1963 . introverted character . for 
further information write to him c/o this magazine . 

ania walwicz - born in poland . lives in tiny house in fitzroy. 
fascinated with elvis presley, studied painting at national 
gallery in victoria. has performed her poems in melbourne 
theatres . book of ' writing ' soon to be published by rigmarole . 

damien white - first story published 1970 .  first collection, 
PACKAGING AT ITS APOSTROPHE BEST appeared in 1978 . born on farm 
in s .a .  1947 . completed a degree in maths , sydney uni . now lives 
in sydney. edited ISLAND IN TI-IE SUN with couani and thompson . 

michael wilding - see interview in this issue . 

stephen j williams - born december 1958 . refuses to divulge any 
further information . 
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