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Editorial
Thirty-one years ago, a couple of poets got together and decided to make a literary
magazine. Typewritten, stapled at the spine, and published on the few dollars they could
scrape together, it was a gloriously bold gesture, one that gladly defied conventional
publishing wisdom. A bushy-bearded Ned Kelly raised two boxing gloves on the front
cover. What else could it be called but Going Down Swinging?
And what else could it do, as the underdog of this story, but become a fixture in the
Australian literary scene? GDS has thrived, becoming first port of call for some of its
country’s finest fiction, poetry, graphic art, and spoken word. It’s a privilege to be taking
the reins, and for our first edition as editors, as well as Going Down Swinging’s first-ever
digital edition, we’re taking our cues from Kevin and Myron’s dauntless leap into the
unknown.
Putting together this edition, we’ve seen the written word behave in ways we could never
have predicted. Poetry, particularly, has misbehaved in the digital realm, breaking its lines
wherever it sees fit. It’s turned itself into music, and worked its way into illustration and
song. Short stories have broken free of their bonds and play with photographs. A film
collage of a stage production of a Dylan Thomas radio play renders traditional Welsh
lullabies across digital captures of paint and canvas. This, to us, is what is so exciting
about the thing in front of you – it’s opening the door to tremendous creative possibilities.
This is only the first step.
In his guest editorial in GDS #30, founding editor Kevin Brophy wrote, “Let’s
hope GDS continues to be re-invented by ever newer and stranger editors and that like
life, it retains the feeling of being an ongoing draft of a promising idea.” Launching our
first ship into the turbulent ocean of digital publishing, the world of small press feels more
promising than ever, so consider this our first draft: an iteration of an idea that will
continue to refine itself as newer and stranger technologies come to the fore.
This is the content from a book-like digital publication originally made for iPads and
smartphones. We had to reset all of it to make it available in browser form, which now
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we’ve done. GDS #31 is full to the brim with work that was until now unpublishable,
stretching the boundaries of style and genre in new directions. It’s a joy to be able to
bring you these pieces, in all their shaggy, experimental, interdisciplinary glory. These are
exciting times to love the word in all its forms. We can’t wait to see what happens next.

– Geoff and Jessica
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Beautiful Useful Things
Eric Yoshiaki Dando

Star Photos
I ask H and Dee and Jay to pose for some staged worksite photos for the National Innovation
Award application. I get a good close-up of H’s hand, weeding a lettuce. I like this photo because
you can see the groovy faded red and green jailhouse tattoo of a star he got done in Pentridge in
the 70s.
We aren’t allowed to take photos of anyone’s face.

Beautiful Useful Things

Spiders
I am working hard pulling out ivy around the community centre. Jay was working hard at the start
but has stopped. He does not like the spiders. Just before, a bee was flying around and he
thought it was chasing him. Last week it was a wasp. I have told him that he will lose marks for
killing insects out of fear or cruelty. “It’s part of the course,” I explain, “being nice to insects.” I
offer him a choice, “What would you prefer, lots of written tests and essays, or this? Which
means not killing anything, not hurting anything.”
Jay is afraid of all spiders – even daddy long-legs, even money spiders and jumping spiders. He
is terrified of putting his hands into the ivy. Maybe he is scared of all insects. “Come on Jay,
these spiders won’t hurt you. Come on, you’ve got gloves on anyway,” I say, “C’mon,” I say, “pick
one up. It’ll be good for you.”
I pick up some spiders and tell him their names and what I know about them. I offer him one of
these spiders but he recoils in horror. “That’s crazy mad shit,” he says. “How do you know it
won’t bite you? How do you know it’s not poisonous?”
“Well look. They crawl on me all the time. I’m not dead. C’mon Jay, just put your hand out and
hold it for a second. C’mon, be a man. A tiny little money spider can’t hurt you.”
He puts out his hand but closes his eyes and I put the money spider on his glove and it runs
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over the edge and abseils down and when he opens his eyes it’s gone. He has to give himself a
good slapping down, just to make sure.

Dead budgie heads
H keeps telling us he always gets even. When someone rips him off, or rats him out, or roots his
missus. He will get them in the end. It won’t happen overnight, but it will happen.
Like when he went round to his friend’s house and chopped all the heads off his budgies – lined
all the budgie heads up in a neat little row. He rolls his eyes back and does a quick impression of
one of the dead budgie heads and we all laugh.
“But hang on H,” I say, “you love animals, don’t you? I know you love animals, you have a turtle
and a rooster at home and you love them, you told me that you love them.”
“Yeah,” says H, “I love animals but I don’t care. If some cunt is dirty on me I’ll fix him up. I went
round to this cunt’s house the next day and he was crying, he said, ‘Look what they did to me
birds. Me beautiful birds!’ I said, ‘Oh, that’s terrible.’ He didn’t even twig it was me.”
I feel I have to tell H exactly what I think. “One day,” I say to H carefully, “a gang of giant
budgies is going to peck your head off.” Later, I reinforce to H that it really is a terrible thing he
did to those budgies and that he must make up for it somehow or more terrible things will
happen to him. “It must be very bad for your karma,” I say.
H is interested by the idea of this, but then shrugs it off, “What else can they do to me?” he says,
folding his arms. “Bring it on,” he says, “What the fuck do I care? Come on all you cunts, come
and get me.”
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Done
I must confess I can’t stand it when people say “Bring it on.” My mum said it the other day. The
other thing she said was, “It’s all good.” Next she’ll be putting a cap in my ass.
Jay says “It’s all good” all the time. He says it after telling me terrible horrible stories about his
life. I think about Jay’s horrible life all the time, it is one of the hazards of the job. Jay says it’s all
good when quite obviously there is nothing good. No good here. Nothing doing. That’s what we
should be saying to each other as we stand here drinking tea and leaning on shovels. “Nothing
doing,” someone will say. “Yeah, nothing doing,” someone will say back to them.

Random kindness
H has had a fight with his wife and she wouldn’t give him any money for lunch. “She gave me
one cigarette for the whole day,” he says. “One cigarette. How tight is that? What a cold hard
bitch. How am I going to survive on one cigarette?”
Jay buys H a pie and a doughnut for lunch and he can’t believe it. “Fuck thanks, I’ll pay you back
next week I promise,” he says. “You’re a good cunt,” he says to Jay, smiling.
“I don’t like seeing people go hungry,” says Jay.
“Listen,” says H, moving up really close to Jay, “what I really need is a cigarette.”
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“Sorry,” says Jay. “It’s my last one.”

Useful and productive
That night I tell Jasmine that I am recording all the times my students are kind to each other. So I
can quantify the quality of their interactions for corrective services. So I can gather up all the
criminals in the world and grow vegetables – drunk drivers and paedophiles and armed robbers
producing broccoli and tomatoes and zucchini for the people.
Jasmine says she is thinking of starting a small business with Yarra. Something to do with
lollypops. Holographic lollypops. She is looking at web sites and talking to Yarra and me at the
same time. I don’t even hear what she is saying, I am too busy thinking about my new world
order with the criminals. All of us working together, caring for the vegetables and being nice to
the animals.
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Turtles
The next day, H arrives at work angry about his neighbours. He thinks that they crept over his
fence and ate his turtles. “I’m not a racist,” says H, “I just hate those fucking gooks next door.
They put my turtles in a pot and ate them, the sick fucks. The cold hard cunts. The farken dogs.”
That’s when I tell H that he has to be careful because I am a bit of a gook. I was born in Japan
and I have a Japanese middle name. Kids used to call me a nip and a gook in primary school,
they use to pull their eyes into slits at me. I tell H exactly what that sort of racism felt like when I
was in primary school, even though I am not really Asian, just my name is.
H doesn’t believe me about my name so I show him my licence to prove it. “Well,” says H,
satisfied with my identity, “don’t get me wrong, some of them are OK. Just not those turtle-eating
cunts, just not cunts that sell bullshit heroin or pay for dope with photocopied 50-dollar notes.”
When I am driving home I think to myself, I must be some sort of idiot showing H my licence like
that. Now he probably knows where I live.

Beautiful Useful Things

Holographic Lollypop Factory
When I get home Yarra’s van is outside. They are sitting in the kitchen covered in purple, sucking
on lollypops. Yarra takes one out of her mouth and shows me. There is a 3D picture of a spiral
inside the lollypop. It’s amazing and they made them in the shed from a kit that they bought on
the internet.
Yarra and Jasmine now own the Australian rights for Holographic Lollypops. They are making
them for all the doof-doof festivals in summer. They have converted the bungalow into a
Holographic Lollypop factory. They haven’t quite worked out the recipe yet because only a few of
the lollypops have worked so far.
Some of the holograms are pretty cool. I keep asking Yarra how she makes them, but it is a
secret. There is a laser though, Jasmine told me that much.
They only have one flavour at the moment, which is grape. They are waiting for more flavours to
arrive from America. The grape holographic lollypops turn your mouth and tongue purple for a
very long time. I like the smell, it smells the way a lollypop factory is supposed to smell.
“Look,” Jasmine says, holding up one of the lollypops, “it’s like a magic eye – keep looking in
deep focus and you can see the future.”
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Dogs
The next day H shuffles over a bit sheepish and says, “Sorry. I don’t mean I hate you, it’s just…
well, I am a bit of a racist. Not to you, you’re OK, just to those fucking gooks that ate my turtles,
just those cold hard cunts that did that. The fucken dogs.”
“Well,” I say, “you chopped the heads off those budgies, and you didn’t even eat them. What a
waste. And anyway, there’s Asian people that have been in Australia longer than my family and
your family and before that there was just black people.”
“So is one of your parents Japanese?” asks H.
“No,” I say, “both of them are.”
Later that day, H strides up with some confidence and determination and says, “You’re not
Japanese, ya idiot.” At first I thought he was going to hit me.

A Type of Food
Dee says the heroin the Asians sell is usually pretty good, H just hates them because they make
more money than him. They don’t blow it all to buggery at the pokies like H does.
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Dee said he used to grow dope for this big Asian gang from Sydney. He thinks they were Triads.
He used to swap it for heroin. They used to drive down smack from Sydney and take back dope.
They hid it in the tyres. He only did it twice because the whole thing was too spooky.
It was good though, he didn’t have to worry about scoring for about a year. But then when it ran
out, he had a ridiculous habit and had to get back to work stealing hot water units and making
fake receipts for hardware stores on his computer. It wasn’t easy. You had to work at it. It was
like having two jobs.
Dee says that he could have bought a house if he had all the money he had wasted on heroin
and speed. I ask him how much he has spent on cigarettes and what he would buy with that
money if it was returned to him. H says he never thinks about smoking cigarettes, or how much
he has spent on cigarettes. He is happy smoking cigarettes, he doesn’t see anything wrong with
smoking cigarettes.
“They’re my lungs,” he claims.

Sausage factory
H tells us about how he used to work in a sausage factory and they would piss in the sausages
instead of the toilet. Everyone laughs because it’s very funny the way he tells it. He tells a good
story. The worst thing about working in the factory was that it put H off eating sausages for a
while.
“I’ll tell ya,” he tells us, “I didn’t eat sausages for about… ohr, three months.”
“Three months,” says Jay. “Well that’s not very long.”
H still eats sausages. In spite of all his sausage knowledge – intimate knowledge of the sausage
ingredients, the sausage making process, all the awesome and artificial things and additives. H
still eats them, he keeps suggesting that the community centre should put on a barbeque, for all
the hard work we have been doing. Sausages.
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Sensitive New Age Man
The students are talking about hitting women. H says that he never hits women – except when
they scratch or spit at him, then he just loses his temper. Like with his ex-wife. He told her not to
spit and what did she do? Spat him right in the eye, so he punched her in the face – he punched
her pretty hard and she fell down and turned white.
Oh no, said H to himself. What have I done?
She was on the floor and he couldn’t find a pulse. H thought she was dead so he rolled her up in
a piece of carpet and that’s when she woke up. She kicked and punched her way out of the
carpet and ran across the road to her mum’s place. Then they both came back with the
neighbours to get the kids. He tried to talk some sense into her, but her mum called the cops on
him. The cops put this restraining order on him.
“You know what,” realises H thoughtfully, “I think that was the day my marriage ended.”
It was easy for H’s wife. You wake up rolled in a piece of carpet and you know it’s over. You just
know.
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The Proposition
H has a hernia so he can’t do heavy lifting or strenuous work. He unfolds a doctor’s certificate
from his overalls. He thinks I don’t believe him, he wants to prove it to me. He lifts up his shirt so
I can see. He has to lift up his pot belly as well. There is a very sore swollen cavity. Sort of
obscene looking. “Look at this,” says H with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth.
H manipulates the cavity of his hernia to make it behave like a some kind of sex-aid, or a
pornographic tattoo. “Oh I’ve had offers,” says H effeminately. “Give me 50 bucks and I’ll let you
fuck it,” he says, sticking out his tongue and waggling it at me.
“Ewww,” I say, recoiling in horror. “That’s rank.” But secretly, I can’t stop laughing at H. He is
legitimately oblivious of the social conventions of this planet. I marvel at how he outdoes himself,
each comment more putrid than the last. I shouldn’t laugh. It’s not right.
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H’s hernia keeps reminding me about another experience when I was doing revegetation for
Eltham council and the guy I was working with found shreds of pornography and a battery
operated vagina in the ivy. I told him to put it in the bin but he picked it up and tormented me with
it. Thankfully the batteries were flat.
The experiences I have had with these people are with me forever and I realise I can never get
any of these images out of my head. I can never forget H’s hernia and the way he waggled his
tongue at me, or the sex aid in the ivy. These things are for keeps, I tell myself as I drive home
over the West Gate.

A pecking order
We are having another coffee break, it seems to have merged into the end of the last coffee
break. I don’t really mind as long as everyone behaves and is decent to each other. It could be
worse. We are talking about birds. H says that everybody thinks birds are really cute and
everything but they are actually cold hard killers.
“That’s right,” I say, “when I watch chickens closely they remind me of Jurassic Park. Originally,
when they were living in the jungle, chickens were scavengers,” I say, “they eat any dead or sick
animal. They eat bugs, worms. You see those eggs in Safeway, from ‘vegetarian fed chickens’,
that means they’re malnourished because a chicken needs to eat protein to make an egg.”
Pretty stupid being called a chicken if you are a coward. If you watch them you will see. You
know, the first day of school or jail there are cockfights, a pecking order is established. There are
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injuries.

Seagulls
I tell them, once I took some kids to the zoo and we were looking at these cute baby ducks and
this seagull swooped down and snatched one of the baby ducks and flew away to eat it. Another
seagull swooped down and stole a piece of it. The seagulls were fighting each other over pieces
of dead baby duck and there was blood everywhere. On the way home the kids kept talking
about the blood. The blood, they said to each other in the back of the car, the blood.
H puts his hand on my shoulder to interrupt, he says that the seagulls at the zoo are pretty bad.
Once he was at the zoo and these seagulls took a baby parrot from a nest in one of the gum
trees. Him and the kids and his first wife, the one he rolled up in a piece of carpet. They
complained to the zoo people but nobody did anything.
“I couldn’t believe it,” says H, “the zoo people are supposed to be taking care of the animals and
then the seagulls took another baby parrot. And they still didn’t do anything, the cold hard cunts,”
says H, “the cold fucken cunts. Imagine that, innocent native animals and the cold hard cunts
couldn’t give a shit. Giving my kids psychological scarring and everything.” H rages and fumes
with the memory of it.
“I’m not sure H,” I say carefully, “but aren’t seagulls native too? I’m pretty sure they are native
anyway, so it’s really just nature being natural.”
H doesn’t fucking know, but what I should have asked him is if he had ever seen a baby seagull.
Yarra asked me that once and it was like some sort of Zen proverb, the way she said it. Perhaps
thinking about baby seagulls would have distracted H.
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Puppies
H says that he had these mongrel dogs once that just kept inbreeding. There was nothing he
could do about it. Most of the puppies were still-born, but a few were born normal and one was
born with two heads. “Fucken sick shit,” says H. “I had to drown them in a bucket, one at a time.”
“Wow,” I say, “two heads. You could have made money with that puppy, H.” I tell H about Miracle
Mike, the headless chicken, and how his owner travelled the country making a fortune.
“Having two heads is just as good as having no head,” I say. “You could have retired, H.”
H doesn’t believe me, he thinks I am making it up. I tell him about this documentary he can rent
from the video store if he doesn’t believe me, The Natural History of the Chicken. “Oh,” says H,
“a documentary,” and he is satisfied with that.

Some sort of smut or fungus
Dee comes to me with his coffee in hand, he has been to look at the snow peas and some of
them seem to be infected with a fungus or something. I go with him and have a look at them,
they just seem a bit dried out. “I think they are going to be OK,” I say. “They just need support,” I
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say, “can you help me with them for a sec?”
Dee fans his fingers out in front of him. “I like their little hands,” he says, grasping at the rungs of
an invisible ladder. “They grab on. They climb up.”
We cut up some branches and poke them into the dirt for the peas to climb up. It is a good thing
to see the big hardened criminals worried about the health of the little pea sprouts. Bad things
have happened, but there is hope for these peas.

My new best friend
Dee tells me how once he walked into Coles with his mate and saw their faces on WANTED
posters stapled to the community notice board. They had to go to Safeway. I say, “Jesus, what
was that about?” and there is a little pause that makes me think I shouldn’t have asked. “It was
for abduction,” he says.
Later at home when I tell Jasmine about it, she says, “What does that mean? Does that mean he
abducts children?”
“I don’t know who he abducted,” I say. “I think it was over drugs, I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t
abduct children,” I say. “He’s got kids. But maybe it’s like H and the dead budgie heads. You
know, he’s got lots of pets, and he loves them, but he would still chop the heads off your budgies
if you betrayed him or something… Don’t worry. It’s OK.”
“I hope you’re not making friends with this guy,” says Jasmine.
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Dome
H is just too lazy to say methadone. He just calls it ‘dome’. I’ve heard a few of the students
saying it. “I have to leave early so I can get my dome,” they will claim. I keep thinking it should be
called ‘done’, but I keep that to myself. I suspect H is illiterate, so why should he care how it is
spelt? It’s not like he would find my New Hip Name for methadone amusing.
H makes himself useful, makes sure that he washes the coffee cups everyday. Sometimes he
sweeps the floor when he is trying to suck up to me. He does a good job of hiding, no one can
see him. Today Tonight would have to send in spies with secret cameras to catch him at it.

Seeds
H is not illiterate. He copies the name of each seed packet in a beautiful cursive script onto the
plastic trays. He says he taught himself to read and write, but not very well but. He makes a lot of
cups of tea, says he has three sugars but I have seen him put in five. There’s always a little
mess of sugar around the jar and on the floor at the end of the day. “When you’ve finished with
the propagation,” I say to H, “would you mind sweeping up the sugar in the kitchen?”
“Yeah,” he says grimly, with a thousand-yard stare. “Otherwise that old bitch from the community
centre will have our heads.”
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Nothing Doing
I’m over at Yarra’s place, pruning her fig trees. She stands under the trees drinking coffee as I
work. I tell Yarra about my horticulture students from corrective services. I tell her I sometimes
have trouble telling Jasmine about my day because it is usually so horrible. No need to ruin her
day as well.
One of the horrible stories I couldn’t tell Jasmine: one of the new students has a history with Jay
from years before. He had gang-raped Jay’s wife with his friends and then they had all pissed on
her out behind a Hungry Jack’s. Jay caused a big scene with a garden saw in the kitchen as
soon as the guy walked in, and the new guy bolted.
I have trouble telling Yarra all the details and tell her about the rape but not the pissing. I edit out
some other unpleasant details and words. I refer to “the c word” but do not actually say it out
loud.
I tell her I am worried about Jay stabbing someone with something, or a gang of thugs coming
down to the Lutheran church and beating the shit out of all of us. Sometimes I tear up when
talking about my part-time weekend job. Look at me, I’m nearly crying with all the casual stress
of it. Like somebody that gives a shit.
But no, it’s all good. Bring it on, nothing doing, done.

A fertile place
Yarra wants me to take a box of holographic lollypop wrappers back to Jasmine. She grabs my
hand and says, “Why don’t you just get a nice job somewhere? With children or something.”
“I’m OK,” I say, “It’s just I don’t have anything to write about. It’s a good place to find new stories.
It’s a fertile place.”
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Honest work
We are cutting the hedge around the community centre. H says he has lost weight but I can’t see
it myself. I’m pleased that he thinks that he has lost weight. He is definitely on his best behaviour
in the public eye, I have never seen him work so hard.
“I love comin’ here,” says H, flicking the sweat out of his hair, “I tell people all the time that this is
the best course I’ve ever done.”
“Well, that’s fantastic, H,” I say, “I’m glad you’re getting something out of it.”
H is working up quite a sweat for such a diabolical disabled junky trickster. But then he tells me
he has to leave half an hour early to get his dome. The chemist is a cunt, says H, if you are
fifteen minutes late he won’t give it to you and H needs it. It’s not his fault the chemist is a cunt,
he says.
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Jasmine is sitting in front of the heater sucking the remains of a holographic lollypop, reading my
work notes. Jasmine says that she doesn’t know about this business of being so free and easy
with saying ‘cunt’ all the time – everybody cunt this and cunt that. Cunt, cunt, cunt – I should be
ashamed of myself saying cunt all the time. “Tell me this,” says Jasmine, “what sort of cunt says
‘cunt’ so many times and thinks he can get away with it?”
“Um,” I say.
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“Why,” says Jasmine, rising up, throwing the lollypop down, “when we are grappling for a word to
describe someone we hate, why is it that word that has the most resonance? Why is it the very
worst word in the English language?”
“I think it’s just another taboo word,” I say, “like ‘bugger’ or ‘bastard’. You know that ‘bugger’
means ‘arse fuck’? At least it used to. But now it’s a word we can say in front of someone else’s
children. It was in that car ad, remember. Anyway, sometimes I think ‘cunt’ is being used in the
same way by everybody except us.”
The rules are shifting as we speak. I tell Jasmine about when Dee’s kids came to visit him at
work and they ran into his arms and he kissed them and hugged them and said, “Ohr, how are
ya, ya little cunts.” So cunt is not just a hate word. It’s a code word of affection to the men I work
with.
“But I know what you mean,” I say, “Some people must save up that word for their whole life and
then someone will cross them and out it will come. YOU CUNT, they will say. There, they have
said it. The unspeakable. The unforgivable.”
“Why is it so bad to call somebody a cunt anyway?” says Jasmine, “Why give this word so much
power?”
Jasmine is right and I am wrong. Cunts are beautiful useful things and I have been too free and
easy with them. Is H a cunt? Is H’s chemist a cunt? They can never be. They don’t measure up.
They should be falling over themselves to become cunts.
We should all strive to be as useful and as beautiful.

Blind Cunts
We are walking to the shops and H is telling us all the different times he has found money in the
street. He advises us to always investigate envelopes and mysterious pieces of paper, you never
know what you will find. He found 200 dollars once in twenty dollar notes, they were blown up
against a wire fence. “Cunts were just walking past them. Not even seeing them,” he says,
“some cunts are just fucken blind.”
He said he went back to the fence the next day and there was another 40 dollars there and blind
cunts all just walking past, fucking oblivious.

They can do ya for that
One day when H was fifteen he threw some old sandwiches into the river and all these huge
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giant European carp came and ate them. Him and his mates ran into the water and clubbed
them with sticks and threw them up on the bank. He took the biggest one home and everybody
crowded around it and H thought it looked so big and beautiful the way the light reflected off the
scales.
Then he says he felt bad inside. Everybody was poking it with sticks and making it bleed and H
pushed them away. “Stop it,” he said, “leave it alone ya cunts.”
He took the big fish back down to the river and threw it in the water. He thought it must be dead
but it swam away and this old fisherman came up to H and said, “What are you doing, ya idiot.
That’s illegal. You should have killed it. It’s the law. They can do ya for that, you stupid cunt!”

Chopper
We are having another cup of tea, talking about Chopper and the movie Chopper and the actor
that played Chopper. H says that he served time with Chopper, but knew him from before that
too. Lots of the students say they know Chopper or knew Chopper or know the real true story on
Chopper, but I think most of it is bullshit. Everyone is angry with Chopper for being Rich and
Famous, and selling out, and crossing over so successfully. Everyone is jealous of Chopper,
especially H.
“Chopper, he’s a farken dog,” says H. “The cops gave him a bullet proof vest,” he says in disgust.
“Most cunts suck up to him but I told him to his face. ‘You’re a fucken dog, Chopper’ I told him,
‘you lag on ya mates, ya fucken rat. You far-ken dog.’”

Beautiful Useful Things

“And everything in that movie is bullshit, the cunt makes shit up. He’s a fucken rat dog cunt, they
don’t put that in the movie. He’s a farken cunt rat dog fucken cunt but that’s not in the movie
either.”
“In the movie, Chopper has this big fat cock, but I saw him in Barwon and it was tiny. I saw him
in the shower and he looks like a girl down there, just all this hair, ya can’t hardly see it.”
“It’s true he used to take it out for all the female screws, OK, that part is true. He did used to do
that, but he used to have a little wank first to get it all big.” H has worked himself up into quite a
state and makes himself a fresh cup of tea with four sugars, dusting the bench and floor with a
elegant little elephantine flourish.

Snag
“Do you want some bullshit story,” says H, “or do you want the truth? I can give you a story – a
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good story with sex and murder, we can go 50-50 straight down the line. I’m just not good at
writing things down. I need someone to publish it, that’s all. See I’m not good with writing the
words.”
“Well why don’t you just get a tape recorder and record all your stories,” I say, “that way you
don’t have to do any writing. The way you tell a story is perfect anyway, they’re really funny. You
don’t need me. You don’t need anyone, you can do everything yourself with Officeworks and the
internet.”
“Yeah, I think I’ll do that,” H says. “My knob is much bigger than Chopper’s knob anyway,” H
says. He offers to prove it, tugging at his pants but we all say no no no. Please no.

Listen Like Thieves
The next time I see H he says that he sat down with his wife and a tape recorder and really had
a go at it. I tell him that sounds fantastic. Later that day I ask him about some details of a story
he told me about being beaten with ice-skates by the deaf gang outside Bojangles in the ‘70s.
I just wanted to know the name of the gang and he narrowed his eyes and asked me why I want
to know. I told him I wasn’t writing a story about him, I just wanted to know. He told me, but he
was pretty annoyed about it. It’s funny, I forget the name of the gang now, but I remember the
way he looked at me. Like he had caught me stealing something of his.

A tiny prick
There is a mosquito that is trying to bite us. We cannot always see it but we can hear it. It lands
on my hand and I brush it away and it lands on Dee. He tries to slap it but he is too slow and it is
gone. Then we hear it again and H is bitten. “Fuck,” he says, “that little cunt got me.” He is
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looking all around for it, for he means to kill it, but he can’t find it. “I’ll get you cunt,” says H to the
mosquito, hunting around for it furiously, “I’ll fucking get you.”

Is it ironic? Is it?
I am visiting Yarra and she says she told Aleshia about H and the dead budgie heads and the
roll of carpet and she said that Aleshia was going to use them in a story, or a poem. “No fucking
way,” I say. “They are my stories. She can’t do that, I’ve already written them anyway. They’re
mine.” But that was a lie, I hadn’t written them, I had just told them to Yarra.
“OK,” says Yarra seriously, “I’ll tell her. Yeah, she can’t do that. That’s bad form. That’s not on.”
“Yeah, well tell her she’s a fucking rat dog cunt,” I say, “tell her she’s a fucking cunt dog rat.”
But then later, when I am ironing my shirts, I am worried that the irony may not translate well
from person to person. Why would anyone find that cute or funny? Only someone who had been
in jail or worked with someone who had been in jail would understand the irony in that, if there
was any irony in that. I’m not good at irony. I’m not good at ironing. Look, creases everywhere,
just look at all these little cunts.
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Letter to Slow Cooker in
Colorado
Eric Paul Shaffer

Aloha kākou:
Holy crap, I stand at rain-streaked windows on the third day
of the first semester of the second decade of the third
millennium (enough numbers to stun me and my teachers).
The glass ripples with windy spray in a city sunk in muddy
puddles and running gutters.
Today, in class, we read Shakespeare’s ‘Sonnet 29’ I
smiled (as I always do) when the man wishes he were “like
him with friends possess’d,” because he means me, one
whose world rings within a great circle of friends.
Shakespeare, I tell them, is dead, but that doesn’t stop him
from speaking with a living tongue thrumming along the
lines he left us. Lucky? You bet he is, and so am I.
Remember? You named me Lucky on the day I left to live
in the pacific, little nation whose language left me stunned
and stuttering.
Here, mountains are young, green, and grooved. Gods
house the sun on the one I worship. At night, lightning
flickers over an ocean lost in clouds. There’s no more to
say: I, too, have no words for my father. Words are too
lame and too lazy to bear the weight across the roiling blue
beneath storm and stars. Our fathers drove us far and
away, and as the man said, I will fight no more forever.
Men bear too little of the grief and burdens of the world. We
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can wish them strength, but most lack the courage to claim
even that.
I’m sad to hear of the suicides, young and old. So many
mean to murder us, the wonder is that we will commit the
act ourselves. All of us are coming apart. I may spit a tooth
tomorrow if the root still rocks in the socket. That will put a
spin on my grin, eh?
Venus rose only minutes after midnight, and by the way,
happy birthday. After 20,000 dawns and companion
sunsets, you deserve one. I wish you one, and nobody can
take that away. No matter how damned many years ago
you or I or Johnny D. were born, never will we see enough
days to properly celebrate lives we neither expected nor
deserved.
May the new year sparkle. The future is upon us, and I,
with the two of you, will cast wide wooden gates on rusted
hinges, and let the light fall where it may.
All for now,
Reckless

________________________
<== Back | Contents  | Next ==>

Copyright ©2011 Going Down Swinging #31

Cloudberries

GDS #31
The first-ever entirely digital
edition of Going Down Swinging.

Cloudberries
Valery Petrovskiy

In the midst of a sunny day how nice it is to utter the word ‘cloudberries’, it’s driving one
to the skies. They say, such a berry grows at taiga faraway there, or even at tundra in
Siberia. It is somewhere far off anyway; one would never reach it on foot.
And that day we just took a walk with her, the two of us. The walk was for a short awhile,
you see, for all is there not a long way off: a small river, a steep bank called the Red, and
a grove of blowing lime trees just outside my village. It is not obvious where the village
comes to an end and the lime grove starts there, all is so tight. And we went down to the
rivulet through the lime grove. Sure, I had asked her name there yet forgot it immediately.
In spite of a nice summer day around, I was overwhelmed with something strange. Well,
at the beginning of summer some clear days would come forth again. One is sure that the
next day would be even better, so it is in summer. And nice it will come, but one would
not keep in mind the whole of yesterday, there is no need.
Well, so it seemed to me that it hadn’t been May yet. You see, when we got down to the
rivulet, I wondered at it becoming shallow, and afterwards we walked up to the Red and
then descended the other slope of the knoll at once, the sunny one. And there on the
knob’s obverse side a lot of wild strawberries were to be found, to pick in handfuls if you
wish. And there the word ‘cloudberries’ struck my mind, and it made me feel creepy all
over. Or rather it had sent shivers down my spine, and then some cloudberries came to
my mind despite having never tasted the berry. A fruit one never flavored ever seems
sweet. So it was with cloudberries, known by me but for its name.
Well, let us get down to business: so, what I was doing there, with whom, and what the
reason was for all that. Nothing much, at the very beginning of summer I was just picking
berries with a young woman, I didn’t know her name. It happened so that we went
outskirts and then led ourselves down to the rivulet through the amazing lime grove with
no underbrush. And there was no bush growing about the lime to catch on the clothes or
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to screen the horizon. It was like talking to a woman in a dress next to the skin.
“Well, I’ve never seen such a striking lime grove with the trees so high up to the skies,”
she said.
So it was easy to walk there, one wouldn’t come to rest upon some shrubs, and the trail
ran even down to the water. From there I looked back up at the lime grove, and I was
going to show her what a high level the trees reached there. But then I was stunned.
Among the green resilient clouds of limes a dead tree stood still there without leaves,
naked and unprotected at the edge of the grove.
It didn’t show up white, it turned black for sorrow undressed. And it stood still there, eager
to fall on the soft grass as early as possible, and was waiting for its last day…
Afterwards we both rolled over the Red and got to picking the wild strawberries. You don’t
think they all were blood-red, no? Nevertheless, though they were bright and ripened, the
berries wouldn’t soil one’s fingers, but easily left the pedicle. Oh, I know such a word!
Here she recalled that she had to call up her husband who had stayed too long in the
town, he was meant to catch up with her then. She failed to find her cell-phone in her
pocket though she turned inside-out everything possible there on her light dress. And
there I caught sight of her palms clean as if of an infant, not a tiny spot on.
We got down looking for the cell-phone, kneeling in the grass but not for long. Soon she
came across her bright little thing and it flashed sharply in the sun when she reached it.
And it was at the same point we had had some wild strawberries in handfuls, not raising
one’s head there. So I glanced at the blooming young woman then and was going to hail
her, but from the very beginning I didn’t remember her name to call her then.
The day she had arrived at my village earlier than her husband was the day we were to
inter Uncle Leon. With her I went down to the rivulet for a time until the people gathered
together. And there the two of us stumbled on the wild berries that made me shiver.
The last time I had talked to Uncle Leon, it was May there, and there was not yet any
wild strawberry to pick.
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The Sound of Reading:
Translating the Written Word
to Music
Rosanna Beatrice Stevens

‘Generally, I think, it is misleading to transfer a given artistic expression from the medium
which gave birth to it to some other which will, inevitably, be alien.”[i]
‘I have been trying
to translate Wagner pictorially
ever since 1894.”[ii]

I was hopeful that there was a way to evolve translation so it exceeded the boundaries of
human language, and made comprehension linguistically indiscriminate. Consider music:
wailing, pure, or breathy tones, aching intervals and playful keys – it is entirely its own
form of communication. Through music, I wanted to explore whether translation from one
medium to another can produce an accurate representation of the original work. ‘Nefertiti
Rides Me’ is originally a textual work – an inspired collection of stanzas and lustful
sentences divulging the intimacy between Egyptian regents Nefertiti and Akhenaten. But
to translate this body of words to a musical narrative, while also a creative process,
predominantly involved method: the synthesis and analysis of Dorothy Porter’s poetry to
determine its tonal centre, phrasing, rhythms, and melody. The resulting composition asks
us to consider whether true translation is mythological, unattainable. On the other hand, it
encourages us to consider the multimodal opportunities made available to artists via
translation – the chance to respond to one another, and challenge the traditional
conception of lingual translation.

The Sound of Reading: Translating the Written Word to Music

If melody is the flesh of Akhenaten and Nefertiti, their skeletons – shaped long before
their sweaty skins – comprise a tonal key, and their muscles (largely tense and quivering)
are rhythm and phrasing. As a premise for determining some basic familiarity between
the language of English and that of music, I initially attempted a literal translation. I sifted
through ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’ for those letters that correspond to musical notation (A to H,
as H corresponds to B in some German notation). Full stops or breaks indicated the need
for a bar line. E and B appeared most often, suggesting the key should be in E, with its
dominant, B.

The harmonic minor is also occasionally referred to as the Mohammedan scale, its upper
tetrachord corresponding to the Hijaz jins found in Middle Eastern music.[iii] Given the
geography of the love poem, it made sense that the piece sit in E minor – the same key
Philip Glass uses for his love duet between Nefertiti and Akhenaten. However, this key
obstructed the cellist from producing the glissandos I wanted, and made shifting awkward.
Modulating the key to G minor helped produce the sounds I had imagined.
There is a sense of movement within poetry that Blanchot refers to as the “rhythmic
trajectory” of verse. He claims that this sense of forward-passage brings poetry and
music closer together. [iv] With this in mind, metre – a concept that determines the
duration of notes and phrases – was translated directly from the rhythmic trajectory of
Porter’s poem to music. The syllabic rhythm of the phrase “Nefertiti rides me” was a
repeated motif in the pizzicato (plucked) part of Nefertiti [play phrase]. This rhythm
indicated a time signature for the translation; compound quadruple time, or four crotchet
beats per bar.

Adherence to the rhythm of syllables was also attempted within phrases. For example, in
the opening lines, the listener can hear:

Ne-fer-ti-ti rides me.
Her cunt
slip-pery on
the hot skin
o-o-of my be-el-ll-ly.

When this full stop arrives, the line returns to the margin of the page, suggesting a new
breath, or in the case of the translation, a new phrase. Phrasing mimicked the shape and
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punctuation of Porter’s stanzas (see Appendix B). When the first line of the second
stanza repeats the first stanza’s shape, it suggests a recapitulation of the same musical
theme, and the rhythm of the opening phrase sits perfectly against the syllables of this
stanza. In comparison to the first stanza, however, the second finishes prematurely and
on an exclamation, lending itself to a small climax. “My tongue” therefore engages in a
short development, and this melody does not adhere as strictly to the syllables of the
comparable lines. Rather, I prioritised the pitch and melodic components of this section
over the rhythmic, to develop aural metaphors. In doing this, I considered Jakobson’s
characterisation of the “poetic function” as a mode that accentuates the “message” at the
expense of any “referential function”.[v]

In the fourth stanza, a change from the poem’s visually inward-stepping pattern
encourages a new theme. The fourth stanza’s lines start on the margin thrice, enhancing
the repetition of “I want”. Such blatant recurrence encouraged, musically, a repetition of
the same phrase. As Porter’s lines break from the margin and move into the page, the
metre of the piece is abandoned, and just as the lines move inward, the theme moves
forward. Soon, the frenzy of reaching the poem’s literal climax and Akhenaten’s sexual
climax exceed the musical metre of the piece. Rhythm is interfered with, and shortly after
playing a violently broken chord, the cellist is asked to employ a fermata (a break in the
music held arbitrarily), just as the poem indicates a break on the page between, “…oh,
yes,” and “she growls like the desert…” The concept of metre is abandoned from here
onward. Instead, the cellist is able to ad. lib. and utilise rhetoric to communicate what is
being lived; the experience of postcoital bliss.

It is difficult to determine how to stay ‘true’ to an original work when translating from one
medium to another. Rhythm and syllables may marry, but how can a musical translation
articulate words through note sequences? Initially I explored basing the melody of the
translation on the same alpha-literal notation that had suggested the composition’s key.
With this revealing no theme or motif development, the melody of the translation was
almost entirely composed. I made this decision on the premise that other elements of the
original, such as repetition, visual shape, and development of narrative, could be
expressed through dynamics and variation. It led me to choose a ‘poetic’ translation
ahead of a ‘literal’ one.[vi]

It feels shamefully arbitrary to say that a starting point depends on what the translator
feels is most right. In this instance, an aural palette needed to develop before I could
imagine a particular sound or melody to match ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’. Andrea Goldsmith
provided a list of music Porter had most enjoyed, so that I could familiarise myself with
Porter’s aural landscape – to translate the work using sound shapes that mimicked those
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by which her written work might have been formed.[vii]

Among the collection was Philip Glass’ opera, Akhnaten; an outstanding conjunction
between Porter’s collection of poetry based upon the pharaoh, and a musical
representation of the same man. Most exciting was the discovery of Act Two Scene Two
of Glass’s opera – a love duet between Nefertiti and Akhenaten, that Porter had
specifically selected to be played on ABC Classic FM during an interview with Margaret
Throsby.[viii] I used this duet to glean methods by which the relationship between the two,
particularly in sexual terms, could be aurally represented.

Glass’s ‘duet’ is in fact a trio, for countertenor, contralto, and trumpet. Each voice is
assigned a character: Akhn-aten, Nefernefru-aten, and the Aten itself, respectively.[ix] As
Porter’s ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’ also mentions Akhenaten, Nefertiti and the Aten, my
translation utilises three voices, all on the same instrument with similar registers: the
melody sung by Akhn-aten: the pizzicato rhythm and con sordino (with bow) harmonic by
Nefertiti: and the Glass-like arpeggios which hold two roles, one being the overarching
connecting presence of the sun god, Aten, whose chords become the unifying principle of
the supposed duet. The Aten supports the melodic progression of the translation — it acts
as the binding agent between the repeated tonic G of Nefertiti, and the song of
Akhenaten, creating harmony. The similar registers of Nefertiti and Akhenaten hold
sociosexual implications; it clearly makes no difference ‘who’s on top’; suggesting an
unusual approach to power relations that is historically particular to the relationship
between Akhenaten and Nefertiti.[x]

One thing differs, however: in Glass’ composition, all three parts intermingle melodically
and dynamically, while in my trio, the melody and dynamic priority are given to
Akhenaten, due to his narrative role within Porter’s poem.[xi] I also decided to use a
similar register to Glass, my instrument of choice being the cello. The cello matches
Glass’s voice in tone and timbre: sonorous, passionate and intense. It also has the
technical versatility I wished to employ in mimicking the meanings of language within the
poem.

The musical translation of ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’ aims to link sounds to particular meanings
within the poem, using aural sensation to transition between word and meaning. It is here
that syllables from the poem structure musical phrase. For example, following the
progression of beats in the translation, the notes that fall on the word “slippery” in the third
line of the poem are melded together in a glissando of a semitone, making the sound
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visceral and specific. The term “shot with salt” is connected to a glissando of an octave
on the dominant note, C, which is played on the A string; the sharp and tangy “shot” is
alluded to aurally. The phrase “still wild in the corners of my mouth” is suggested using a
fleeting and intense run, starting on an harmonic D, and ending on the tonic note, G. The
quickness of the run is supposed to induce the allusion of that “wild” taste, tingling in the
corners of Akhenaten’s lips.

The words “now, now/ oh, yes” articulate sexual climax. I mimicked this sense of
repetition and build through the repetition of the note D, an increase in speed, loss of the
metronome mark of 80 crotchet beats per minute, and use of a crescendo. The measured
arpeggios, like the rise and fall of their hips, grind against the soloist’s unevenly
staggered and repeated note. At the point of, “oh, yes” there is no full stop. Consequently,
the melodic phrase is not closed, just as the sentence is still open. Rather, the melody is
interrupted by blocked chords and a fermata for Akhenaten, and the listener is left with an
harmonic G, representing the euphoric afterglow of a climax; the exquisite anointing of
Porter’s reference, played by the second cello in the voice of Nefertiti.

The fifth stanza opens with the words, “she growls”, characterised by the low G played
with firm contact from the frog of the bow to create a gravelly tone. At the mention of
“melts like sleep” in the second line, glissando is again employed to suggest a “melting”
sensation, as well as using piano (soft) and mellowed tones by shifting on the G string to
allude to a somniferous feeling of ‘sleepness’. Finally, the use of a drone (the soloist
playing two notes – a melody and a tonic) and flickering to a minor second (A flat) at the
very end of the translation matches chronologically with the word “Aten” within the poem.
This held note is supposed to sound mantra-like, as though a hymn; a religious referent to
meld the mention of “Aten” to Akhenaten’s praise of Nefertiti in this line.

Broader metaphors also sit within the three voices used in the translation. For example,
the arpeggio-driven voice is absent in the second half of the translation. As well as
representing the unifying presence of the Aten, this use of arpeggios mimics the
experience of a rapid rise and fall of breath in sexual activity – the cyclical and steady
rhythm of two bodies riding. The voice’s absence in this second half serves two purposes.
After sexual climax, the hurried sense of movement is lost. More symbolically, the loss of
this voice also represents the loss of the Aten in this ‘duet’. By stating, “I love her more
than Aten” in the final line of Porter’s poem, Akhenaten is replacing the Aten with Nefertiti
in worship. The presence of the Aten – his equality in pitch and omniscient binding of the
other two voices – disappears.
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The aural metaphors that result from my synthesis and analysis of rhythm, phrasing, key
and melody, say something about how musical translation can work, but these factors
also reveal the way we listen and understand. The imagery that grows from metaphor
inspires thought; it sets into motion imaginative reflection in the audience. A musical
metaphor is an interpretational framework that gives a creator, or in my case, a translator,
compositional license to play with what a sound might mean, and try to articulate that
meaning[xii].

In creating these metaphors, the music, like the written metaphor, is looked at, not
through.[xiii] Sounds take on meaning in themselves, rather than existing as an aesthetic.
Music holds inherent signification, irrespective of sender or receiver.[xiv] The challenge,
for a translator or composer, lies in accessing signs through which “universal”
understanding of one particular meaning is achieved; in ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’, using the
conceptual metaphor, it is intended that the audience can ‘hear’ the suggestion of a
poetic figure.[xv]

This translation attempts to achieve a transference of meaning by calling upon the
“productive imagination”, or schema.[xvi] Schema combine perception and knowledge –
part thought, part experience. I agree with Ricoeur (and hope that he is correct), when he
states that metaphor also acts on the body in the form of feeling, being cognitive because
it is referential, and referential because it fosters a mood that we, as listeners, have felt –
a mood that tunes the reader with the world of the text. In the case of this composition,
the simple metaphors suggested though glissando or crescendo are sensory; one can
experience the slickness of sex, and liken this to the aural path of a note oozing up or
down a semitone. Ricoeur also argues that nothing promotes identification between
subjects more than emotion. Therefore, the musical translator might attempt to achieve
attunement through mood (in this case, the achingly romantic), or Heidegger’s
Befindlichkeit (the ability of the subject to project himself into a situation).[xvii]

By layering metaphors, the listener chooses to adopt one perspective or the other over
the musical material. Whether the listener focuses on the rapid harmonising arpeggios of
the Aten (sense) or the play of intense love (reference) is subject to volition.
Consequently, all elements of the translation should hold some linking meaning.

Unfortunately, musical semantics are a romantic idea; only those with a musical
vernacular and a knowledge of Porter’s work are capable of gleaning the nuances of
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technique and symbolism that rest in selecting an arpeggio role for the Aten. Yet
suggesting the listener requires the original text to understand its successor renders the
attempted translation hardly functional at all.

“In order to lay hold of the phenomenon of music at its origins,” suggested Stravinsky,
“there is no need to… penetrate the secrets of ancient magic… Instinct is infallible.”
Similarly, the listener need not grasp the technical constructions of the translator. Instead,
the work is left to the audience’s experience; meaning is left to instinct. Within the musical
iteration of ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’, it is through rhythms and broader phrases structured by
the syllables and stanzas of the poem that there remains a sense of movement and of
lyric; of sensitivity and sensuality. There is a voice still, and dynamic within that voice and
its phrases. The translator must rely upon their ability to relay the experience through this
voice, and this ability to construct distinct aural meanings, while to some degree innate, is
a skill that I have come to appreciate must be learnt and refined.

Overall, what the musical translator achieves is not so much a translation as it is an
interpretation. Paul Stanhope’s cello composition ‘Dawn Lament’, while based upon Kath
Walker’s poem ‘Dawn Wail For the Dead’, and holding structural and metaphorical
symmetries, claims only to be a ‘response’ to the poem.[xviii] Robert Lowell called his
translations ‘imitations’, and more recently poets have started speaking of ‘versions’.[xix]

The comprehension of musical metaphor falls short in trying to depict something of which
sense is only an element. Though the process with which I approached translation is just
as thorough and pragmatic as that of the traditional translator, the translation was
unsuccessful – it did not solely and vividly produce for the listener a sense of nor
reference to those meanings and narratives within Porter’s ‘Nefertiti Rides Me’. Perhaps
then, the process of translating English to music speaks of the process of translation in
general; that it is impossible. Rather, the contemporary reader and translator must
embrace the notion and characteristics of the variation, response or interpretation, and
celebrate the creative leeway this altered theory of translation presents.

Appendix A
Nefertiti Rides Me
Dorothy Porter, 2008
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Nefertiti rides me.
Her cunt
slippery on
the hot skin
of my belly.
She’s sticky
with my glue –
that high stink
of seed!
My tongue
tastes her sap
a sweat-honey
shot with salt
still wild
in the corners of my
mouth.
I want to hold her
I want to lie still
but she’s not finished
her eyes are shut
her breath
a stammering breeze
now, now
oh, yes
she growls like the desert
melts like sleep
and anoints me
exquisitely.
I’m her war horse
she looks down
from hooded eyes
and laughs, laughs.
I love her more than Aten.

Appendix B
Musical notation drawn from body of the text
EFEDEEBECEBBEBFBE|
BECBBEBABBBFEED|
BEAEBEAAEABEBBADBECEFB|
ABDEAEBBEFBED
EEEAEBEBEABAAEBBEEE|
BE|
BEGEBEDEEEEEEADAEEE|
BEABEEDFBDEDEEADAGBAGB|

The Sound of Reading: Translating the Written Word to Music

EBEEBAAE|

Click here for endnotes
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