














































































































































































































llar noisily. Umavoidable. He has to wait some time but
arp movement tells him that there is a toad on the
. The toad blinks, without hostility, without even acknowl-
- blinks at an intangible presence. It sits for hours with
cept its eyes. He recalls his wife's eyes. Hateful slivers
. He slips out of the dugout in darkness. The outside air
hes through it. It snaps like fresh carrots. He seeks
a wife and two children.

reluctance hangs like dust. He walks with sure and
, he uses cover intuitively, his head sweeps slowly. And
een. There are people but they cannot see him. The moon
- is dark. He moves from the padi into the forest and lets
-z. The defoliant smell is pleasant and cleansing, like
the B 52's roar overhead as pungent rain splattérs on
im. The fine mist is momentarily cooling.

wn

[/}

air is sharp. He moves through the street, avoiding
=—az.eS and melting into shadow. He turns and there is a boy
- and white teeth. All teeth but possibly a glint of gold.
ole. Nearby streetlights are pulsing harsh rings. He

ing ring flung against a bedroom door. Advance, he signals.

- stillborn. A deadness lies in the streets and over them
e hurries the children across the street and into the
ight see the children. The moon has faded but he still
nets in his wife's eyes. Morning light moves in as he
p@ziut trapdoor and bundles the children inside. Out of
for them helights the lamp, but faces away. She will find
ickly he straps the grenades to their armpits and as
the dugout he signals
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WHEN IT COMES

WHEN revolution breaks out it hits you in the balls. It hit
in the balls standing every day in the same place fuckjesus whats &=
ing. Every day in the same pubs, the dole queues growing old in
climates like a banana thinks me when the whole arseripping thing
up in your face.

Sign on a hairdresser says '"Curl up § dye'" huge Air India
billboard dirty with a tea bag thrown against it brown stain tea
all down the Taj Mahal like setting fire to cigarette factories. I
for job as artistic director of the whole fucking mess. Lose the 3}
on the dole. Peter § me sadly indisposed with no one telling whenm
for cover.

Sign on a baker's door '"We got bread' big deal. Last night
explains trade unionism. Take off our clothes quickly cause its ¢
that's argument enough. I think you know nothing of the subject of
except what you read in overpriced books and fucking me which you
rather well though I still remember when we had wanking competiti
you always won / I was sure you cheated. Tonight everything's difz:
lie cold and naked with you trying to recreate a past which wasn't
shit hot anyway. Joke to hide the fact I can't look at you one eye
window first to see the jets / trouble with revolution being you c=
never tell which side will grab you first, knowing both sides hawe
like you, O Janice, judging my right to survive as you sit on top
guiding prick in just like the handyman I never was. O Janice, the
problems of this position. To avoid your face I must stare at your
and work my fingers like you were a typewriter.

We are both whofly equal we share this destiny of tomorrow
totally empty, both using coffees like glue to fill in the spaces
come and I have come you tell me you have come twice and you hawve
again I say not looking at you. Remembering the game I say I'm very
and pretend to go to sleep like the prlgglsh suburban brat I some
but can't go to sleep. Because christ you're talking about revol
turn you onto your stomach as you discuss emergency loans for str
sustenance / massage your neck and you start groaning as I work my
down hear the special sounds as I work thine arse halves thinking
slopping slurping slapping are not three ways to describe the noise
and I are making but giving me another erection god opens her legs
we are fucking like doggies in this position where I can see all ™=
the room see everything but your face O Janice I can be honest to
street, your underwear, my towel and a map of L.A. on the wall for
reason but your face makes me a liar as you come and I come and I
and pull out, edge down and sadly lick your arse hoping for JUSt 2
taste of peace.
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months later O Janice I find you have become truly poor and
5. Her little grey sports car has not left the garage it lived
and that to move towards a poor suburb on minimal petrol now

# of Janice to live just this week in anused car lot. There is
cars and thy labour has lost value and Janice takes me to

of the cost of your body O sportscar I have eaten. At least
2D, just like Janice did that $14,000 debt licence that kept
from behind that kept Peter on a street and now leaves us
naked looking out a window.

*

months later O Janice we are so poor that we can only fuck
cur television that I bought once and you said was not

Peter has moved. Into our bed. What a great mouth I say. You
=r's mouth is busy. During the commercials all slopping

ping towards Nepal, Revolution and Charlie's Angels defend

1 is a great distance from these orgasms and all orgasms
revolutions but somehow distant cousins with shit on their
» more approachable this day before yesterday.

*

end six months rehearsing researching one sheet of paper when
@n comes it hits you in the balls and all you can write is
re yesterday'. You, O Janice and me and Peter fucking at the
the revolution comes its a loaded cock with a real bullet,
eth and a sports car with a bomb under the seat. Its a
@2 real opium and blood. Janice walks the streets alone and
=dge that she can't ask a policeman the way home. To me and
eals a sports car and flies through a mystricin night, half
e up / supposed improvements and paranoia is a job just like
#ter and Peter's mouth is enough to keep a revolution at home
@ wTite about it not like this day before yesterday when I
hit me. In the balls.



REVIEW

BIRTHS, DEATHS AND MARRIAGES
short stories

by Carmel Bird

published by Carmel Bird

20 Lesney St. Richmond
Victoria 3121

reviewed by mariem

Handbooks of advice to aspiring authors always warn strongly: Do
publish your own work! If it is good enough you will find a c

publisher.

But aspiring authors are often despairing authors, and potential
publishers may be insensitive, or short-sighted, or wrong. So it
interesting to see a collection of short stories published by its
and whether it is out of despair or impatience or pride it is ¢
an act of faith, and worth looking at closely.

Its title, BIRTHS, DEATHS AND MARRIAGES, gives a good idea of the
of subject. In fact a number are about all three, starting off im
childhood and moving swiftly through adolescence, marriage, chi
to old age. Another, ubiquitous piece of authors' advice is: Wri
what you know. Carmel Bird knows the world of Catholic middle am&
class households, of large families, a brother a priest and a si
nun, of solid over-furnished houses inhabited or perhaps haunted
last elderly daughter, of children steeped in sin, probably ori
the Church's sense if not the world's. Very doomful and gloomful.

Typical is 'Mother of the Bride', a story four pages long which
with Emily a child of five resolving to be a man when she grows
ends with her bee-stung and tearful on the day of her daughter's
full of vague but miserable frustration. This sort of economy
all the stories; Bird likes to sketch in broad areas of time and
with brief strokes. It's a deliberate eschewing of any kind of
cation or exploration, needing strong and evocative language that
suffuse the places where the words aren't; the simple phrase that

volumes.

This is the sort of thing that poetry does, and I think that one
most interesting things about the short story in Australia of r
years is its tendency to draw away from short prose and in the
of long poetry; it's still very much prose, but some of its lan
organisation, its syntax, its allusiveness, recall poetry. But the
brevity of Bird's writing is not of this kind. Sometimes her prose
pellucid, limpid, but when one looks through its transparent sur
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underneath it is not there. When one expects that beneath
less simplicity - the pseudo-artless simplicity, I wrote first,
that isn't unfair - will be some irony, there is none beyond
Slatant stereotype. Ruby in the garden whose apple tree gives
its name 'Ladies in the Snow', reading the tale of the girls
dresses, ''one like the sun, one like the moon, one that
like the stars at night'", being given away by her father in "a
shining than the new-fallen snow'" to be a bride of Christ,

the poison in the apples sprayed against codlin moth, sure
zcha seagull one day: The romance of fairy tales, presumably
be both subject and context of the story as well as a more or
comment on Ruby's life, is no more than a plaything, a charming
having charmed us has no particular truth to tell. If Bird's
sometimes refreshingly her own, with a cool throwaway
t catches the attention, her images and ideas are not, they are
i so are her plots.

m=istent collection, the stories all belong together. Their
guality is fey melodrama.

*s is a courageous publishing venture, and a handsome one in
design and decoration and particularly in the meticulous

. And it offers certain pleasures to the reader. For these

e's a lot to admire in it. But I cannot help thinking of that
2spiring authors

* %k k%

INPRINT
the short story magazine

PO Box 73
Bathurst
NSW 2795
Australia

In need cf ycurn support.

Inprint has gone into recess
for 1984 after withdrawal of
Literature Board grant funds.
Inprint asks its supporters
to write to Literature Board
in protest.

Subscription $12
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REVIEW:

IF BLOOD SHOULD STAIN THE LINO
by Gary Dunne

published by inVersions
Sydney Gay Writers Collective
PO Box 158

Leichhardt NSW 2040

1984

rrp: $6.95

These fourteen stories are listed as being written between 1976
leading an assessment on to discussions of 'development' in the
Is this the book that marks the end of a six year apprenticeship ..

Taking the stories in their chronological order then, the opening
straightforward and self-consciously clever: ''Short of the public
I can think of nothing more boring than operating a dishwashing

in a restaurant.'" The slapstick cook who throws empty lobster s!
his kitchen hand also keeps a collection of porno-trivia in the kifs

During one such lull in work, he beckoned me
over and opened his private drawer. Under the
assortment of sharp knives, there they were.
Very glossy and very gynaecological. I winked
at him and didn't mention that I preferred
males. Coming out at work is only easy for
academics in ivory towers.

Though this writing seems too earnest about its jokes, there was
promise of improvement as the book goes on .....

The first story strings a few incidents together and introduces us
few of the recurring characters, Simon the narrator, and Sarah whe
becomes part of a communal household. It is in the second story
come directly in Simon's gay world:

A large room, -blue neon lights and bare wooden
floor. Scattered about the edges, like wall-
flowers at a deb ball, about twenty entrants

in a Marlon Brando look-alike competition.
Mostly clad in leather jackets and tight jeans,
a conspicuous lack of helmets. On one wall, a
solitary poster, Marlon himself, similarly
clad, astride a motor bike.

This description of the more boring types inhabiting gay bars could,
be taken directly from the photo of Gary Dunne on the back cover of
book. From here we move to the back rooms, those places Tony Shel
so hilariously in Harvey Fierstein's TORCH SONG TRILOGY. But where

Fierstein's Arnold confronted the fantasies straights might have.

the process made his point about ridiculous sex, Gary Dunne gives
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reaction, and his descriptions are sometimes casual, sometimes
sometimes crude or even coy ... the tone is uncertain.

g story of a bus conductor, Kevin, who is apparently in love
has some observations that save it from its simplistic

It was as if there were a line drawn over the map
of Sydney. To the East, he was gay, to the West,
he was straight. Sexuality is very much a socio-
geographic phenomenon these days. Probably why so
many closet queens and bisexuals drive fast cars.

orings Simon into the alien culture of a suburban heterosexist
cue where he '"swore brilliantly at appropriate masculine

.. and not a single person noticed the beer poured behind the
s.'" The humour is cheeky, as we've been warned on the back

. The twist at the end of this story takes one further turn
Mathers did with 'A Change for the Better', and it makes a

v ending.

{cool?), conveyed mainly through the technique of a prose
where sentences are like headlines, broken and incomplete, is
tone of this writing. But the observations lack that vivid
ar quality that makes, for example, Anna Couani's detached
convincingly real. There is here more of a search for the
riences of a subculture: "Shopping at Fabulous Flemings with
drag queens, both in jeans and tee-shirts, sporting 11 a.m.

e fighting over the last jar of Nescafe."

the first nine stories, and there is a change with the breakdown
life for Simon. We are given a closer look at him, the stories
2nd don't suffer so much in the rush for cleverness or humour.
"An Overnight Offer' comes as a relief with its slower pace and
rtrait of a man whose salvation lies in material goods.

sz of the book unemployment has been a condition of life, and
s into focus in a CES office on 'The Other Side of the Counter'

Sharon was right. I probably do have a mental illness.
Maybe manic-depressive psychosis. Just a mild case.

I shouldn't waste it. I could apply for heaps of jobs
and go shoplifting on manic days. The depressive bits
could be used up by coming here. And sitting. Maybe

I could get that part of the cycle to line up with the
day the form is due to be returned. I need some kind
of goal.

of these stories, '76 to '82, also serves to emphasise the
is book as a record of how life has been for someone young,
gaployed in Sydney.

w0 stories though do seem to offer something of the
' promised by implication on the contents page. In 'The
of Culture' there is an added tone of weariness to the cheeky
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-

camp humour when Simon is questioned at the VD clinic:

They have printed stereotypes: '"'Active or
passive?'" they tastelessly ask. They don't
know what polymorphous perverse means.
Versatile sounds over-confident. Bit of

both seems crude. Check the lot sounds worse.
I don't remember what I said last time.

And in the final story there are the still detached, but now touc
sadness observations on how lovers can sometimes only lie to each
if they are to approach the truth. These final stories are more

particular and vivid. Gary Dunne leaves me wanting to read more of
stories.

DEEP SEA FISHERMEN

allan eric
Deep sea fishermen hunger down
drifting days;
misery, a dull pain slowly killing them
without their knowing.

Drawn like pacing prisoners

without visitors )

they begin smiling at themselves

in the reflective waters of deep oceans

and on occasions,

when there are no more fish to fish,

hungry fishermen succumb

to midnight power rolls of dissembling seas.

But men never tell men

they love them,

and when it's over, and they're ashore,
they deny their hunger.
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talking to eric

said: 'you don't know who you are,'
and
that made me angry.

said: 'you need a vision!'
e asked: 'what's your vision? what
are you trying to do?'
and
. tried out a few words in my head, then
later,

at the pub, i said: 'loyalty'.
. could see him
im through his beer,
1low teeth through the glass,
foam at the mouth.
. we sat at the bar, staring at each other

shat's when he said: 'ethics. ethics!
you even put loyalty above ethics!'
and
remembered our old fight
about my friend who punched
his friend's sister.
% pounded my fist on the bar:
"m0, no, that's not it!'
(i was talking about something
'deeper')
looked at me like a man looks
a filing cabinet
a piece of paper that isn't there,
then shook his head,
sipped foam
and said:
don't know who you are'.

1 opposite sides
tamped our our cigarettes, hurriedly
Biding out bitten fingernails —
_ and
2 coughed
very loudly once.

billy marshall-stoneking
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EPISODES IN THE AMORPHOUS EYE
j.b.

NOTHING
Imperatives. lheir delinquent logic. Their gnashing demands. Closiag

Nothing happens.

If only the question could be, leaping full-blooded and screaming
the tongue. This has also faded. Somewhere between the silver and
glass.

ONCE UPON A TIME
Beginnings, or the memory of beginnings. Of mernings. Waking up but
out. Going, or being taken. Of legs synchronised to life at the i
of the crackling emergence of the world. And the instruments of re

Morning consciousness is different. You are wary of solid impacts
they avoid you. At first there is no need to reaffirm your shape a
the hard reality of objects. Float for a while, it is unimportant
or how. Volition is that alien atmosphere you observe without
encompassing. Gradually, things become complete.

Every day is function, is performance. Scheduled degrees of reality.
the white room gapes, clean as a toothless jaw. A sterile temple.
mornings most important ceremony awaits your suppliant presence.

Shaving utensils. You are loaded and cocked. Look up like every mo
That casual air of expectancy.

( )

Impossible. Nothing. Not even an obviously naked patch of wall. ThsZ
would explain it, but then theft itself would require an explanati
here there is no trace of dust or darkness to show what once was. :
the world is undone and someone is missing.

NOT
Not waiting. For the train. Not waiting. Not wanting. Not choosing.
unpeels. Its centre is soft and gold-warm. You are consumed.

At the station. The air is a thing to watch. Spilling onto terminals
suspended departure, it gathers above the tracks, haunts corners
nothing grows but drowsiness and dust. Feet slowly soften within s

You could miss a thousand trains this way. Or catch every one, piec
you riding in the doorway of every outbound express. You would spre

~evenly like butter across the map, letting purpose slip by with the
to meet yourself passing through some station on the other side, %
thinner, more easily ignored.

The train arrives and the train departs and you are no longer on the
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OBLIVIOUS, A NORMAL DAY BUT NOT QUITE THE SAME

. How the 1ift driver looks through you. Like a wall. You and the
iver, like walls, but something is forgotten. The room has three
. There's no way of understanding it. Something just falls away.

there are things out there, moving around. But there is no-one.
row themselves out of thin air at empty chairs. It would be easy
resentful. It seems that inanimate objects are beginning to
their right to be independently inanimate. Sitting is a calculated

n the clock. The clock watches you. What is the time? There is no
2eing certain. The sun itself is stationary and shadows move, only
. So what is left? Certainly a hole opens in the floor. It is too
0 become a question mark. Wonder if the floor was ever more than
Wonder like a hole. This has embedded itself somewhere and pretends
iversal.

it not seem incredible?

g. The walls are dull. The carpet speaks of no presence. No-one
the hopeful rattle of keys. But the keys do rattle.

t is bad and nothing is familiar any more. The key does not fit
. The number on the door is right, the key is the same key, but
does not open.

at the far end of the hall, a dark shape passes on, neatly
ing into its velvet hole.

ars to be a hand, moves. The fingers grow large and distended.
e will be no certain contours. Only a swimming dissolution of

¢s. The perceived is absorbed by its proximity to the point of

on. Already they are no longer fingers. Fleshy zeppelins quiver
miracle of their own expansion.
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BOOMERANGS neil

For my neighbour, weekends were for pottering about the yard; as he
now, oblivious to the throngs of people moving down the road towards
disturbance; he went on watering and weeding or chipping at the brick-
hard ground.

Though the camp dogs still shat in there anyway, he'd neatly fenced a=

area where a few green tufts of lawn had appeared in the red earth. &
improvements were a few struggling seedlings nursed in wire mesh guarss
as well as the customary vege plot tucked between the tankstands anc
"doing quite well thank you" - and all the better for some nimble luck

kids if and when the thing bears fruit. Still it was a testimony to a2
determination to transplant something of the coastal home he'd left
behind. He was Homo Suburbus in a new land. He wasn't going to let the
desert beat him.

He professed to be "into the bush'" and insisted he'd a great empathy
respect for Aborigines and was understanding to their needs. He askec
lots of questions like ''do the people still hunt kangaroos with speazs®
Perhaps he expected them to stand on one leg and cart spears round the
bush for eternity; whatever, he was noticeably disheartened to learn
that rifles and motor cars were the response. Nevertheless he managed
few snap-shots at the Yuendumu Sports where the old men once a year
spears at a foam, cut-out kangaroo for the field of cameras to preserse
and perhaps be bandied about in some newspaper to show there are stilly
some ''real ones'" left.

My neighbour was keen and energetic in his sandals, shorts and baseb:
cap; so much so that he'd erected a humpy-style shelter in one corner
his yard. I had been meaning to ask whether he intended to furnish it
with some of the locals as his living room walls were already cluttere
with the rest of the paraphernalia - when the shouting down the road
finally attracts his attention so he pauses from his digging to look.

A young man rushes out of a house and sends two boomerangs into a cr
of people. Two blokes take turns in a bash at each other. The young
charges and flings a piece of exhaust pipe at another. Women wieldinmg
nulla-nullas wail and dance. Men swear, shout and threaten with spear
I am summoned to get the cops twice and twice the cops aren't home.

The young man jumps into a HD Holden and drives it around the house
trying to knock people down. He misses. He does a few more laps cras®is
and banging over obstacles then tears up the road, circles and switches
off.

We all wait. Stillness. A parked car. Red road. Mulga scrub. Mountais:

He starts it up, revs it to a scream and drops the clutch. Crashing

through the gears along the road he roars towards us in that smoking
bomb. With the beautiful Centralian landscape in the background he c&
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towards the people on the road and people scatter out of the

misses and keeps coming like a Kamikaze in a roaring broadside,

the electric lightpole at my house and smashes into it with no
fear or care for bodily injury or death, drives it hard and
and slam, bouncing body like a rag-doll; but climbs out

ut so much as a shrug of thanks to anything, to lay in the

to the steaming wreck and see if someone won't run over him.

care. He's not alone. They come running in droves, his sisters,
mothers, fathers, in-laws, aunties and uncles all frantic to

over and the cops have arrived. They're mopping up and collect-
1s. Someone says, '"He's drunk yer see 'e don't know 'imself,
=nake in the head from plagon."

looking like he'd just witnessed a suburban green backyard BBQ
ers over to tell me about it.
¢ begins, ''did you see those boomerangs?"

COLLECTED WORKS BOOKSHOP

74 Smith Street
Collingwood 3066

Best stock of Austrnalian small
press, books, journals &
magazines 4in Victordia.
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THE STUDENT

she can make most teachers
hate her

" even the trendies

she comes into my office
hands me ten or so

new poems

& leaves

saying, she'll pick them up later

when she does come back
i've typed up the ones
that work

i tell her

she hangs around for the comments
sometimes she agrees

she calls me Mister
(it's a private joke)

we're not friends, or enemies

we're caught
between the firing pin § the explosion

§ she knows it

ToTy



TRAIN rory harris

on the train
a man § his daughter

sit opposite

he is large
his child would disappear

in his embrace

scenes flick past the framed window

it could never be television

somewhere in his guts the man's voice changes
& starts to rise

starts to describe each scene to the child

the child sits on the edge of her seat
legs dangling like fishing lines

she holds onto his words

as if they were the struts of swings

her nose presses against the glass

tiny hands wipe the mist from her breath away

the carriage is filled with animation

a man is becoming a child
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TEN WAYS TO BREAK INTO A PRISON rory

i

know freedom

acknowledge the fact

you, who have not committed a crime
you, who will not commit a crime
you deserve to be outside the law

& inside of justice

2
get a grant

walk in the front door
& teach poetry

B
do the same as 2.
but without a grant

4.
when asked why you are trying to break in
be vague

quote Tom Robbins, ''we all have to eat shit
regardless of taste"

4a

destroy the prison by any means possible

4. didn't count

5.

tell them you have escaped
& have come back to give yourself up




6F.
if they don't believe you
do not commit a crime

go home § think more carefully

14

diet

squeeze into the gaps of the walls
eat

& place wedges

8.

drink vast quantities of beer

& piss for long periods of time
onto the mortar

which connects stone to stone

2
consider waiting for the walls to tumble
blow the silk notes of ja:zz

10.
know someone who is inside
visit on Sundays

always get a pass in
always get a pass out

10a
do not become a warder
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TV SALE

In the impossible afternoon
gorgeous as all the fading wake

of anathema that shoots into space
at the drop of a bomb

Lives the urgent ungainly lover
and pursuer of my days.

She who tinkers with the many machine elements
of my madness in loving her

who falling irto the soup of sunset

sets new records at Kodak

for the number of assistants

to desire the object

of someone else's affection.

It's a day for cleaning cars

and

under the bonnet

the organ grinds away at anything
that comes to mind when she's sloppy
in faded jeans and angular

leaning pensively over the paper
or reading Weber

under the open skies

of modern capitalism

while
across the horizon
the living room of open country

unfolds unzips and falls across

the eyes and plates of millions
in the statistics supplement

which today is
a double spread.

lyndon




story
eric beach

wedding she wore a pair of glass slippers which were cracked
she stepped on a stone on her way from th church

band was jealous § she fell in love with a man she spied in
T

ter she would stare hopefully into mirrors with a pleading
nce

her husband looked into th mirror, § behold, he could not
reflection

n

said th priests it is th sin of vanity

ect husband was in love with his wife, truly, he said, if
is one person who can see themselves in my wife's mirror, she
surely be released from this enchantment

le kingdom paraded past th mirror, not one was capable of
themselves

2s to show that a woman can get burned by a perfect husband
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REVIEW

TRAVELS WITH KANDY

by Phillip Jenkins
Rigmarole Books
PO Box 54
Clifton Hill
VIC. Australia 3068
1982, 63 pp.
$4.95
reviewed by kevin

"I believe the fragment to be the
form that best reflects the ever
changing reality that we live and
areme

Octavio Paz

On this short, sixty three page journey scattered with brilliant imaze
and events, Phillip Jenkins takes us through the lands of fabulism,
surrealism, pop culture and Burroughs-style collage. He treats his
fragmented material with detachment and at times wonderful humour whi
it moves on an edge between taking pleasure in virtuoso performance
a painful reaction to contemporary worlds of war, drugs and alienati

The book begins with a deadpan and literal narration of a hallucinat
journey where dreamlike events keep intruding into the civilised worig
Kandy and her travelling companion. Jokes played at the expense of t&
narrator's voice give much of the pleasure in this first story. He is
pompous travel writer of undistinguished style - "It was a hot after
in June, 1933, Kandy and I sat at a secluded table partly obscured by
mangificent shrubbery and worked our way through the magnificent
complexities of the 1924 Reti-Bogoljuboff game that had been played
New York.'" - who is himself so unfazed by exotica that his common s
explanations for bizarre events become more outlandish than the event
His reaction to a man being shot dead while running across railway
tracks in Spain:

-

"Obviously there was some railway by-law
prohibiting crossing the tracks and so,
sensibly, there should be. Although why

it should be adjudged sufficiently serious
to merit summary execution I could only
put down to yet a further example of the
complex Spanish temperament."

Under the eye of this narrator a series of catastrophes become epis
for jokes, some less tasteful than others.
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second story, 'The Promotion'. is broken into numbered fragments,K as
of Peter Carey's stories are - and like Carey, Phillip Jenkins
‘oduces us to a world of war where one can't be sure who the enemy is:
the absence of any conflicting orders and starved of alternatives,
decided to execute one among their number."

central section of the book is fifteen fragments that go under the
ective title 'True Life Adventures' - one example will give the
de:

"Today I was elected president of the United
States. My wife and I moved into this very
nice bungalow in the suburbs. I realised as
we moved in that it's not the White House but
perhaps that's not such a bad thing. Washington
DC doesn't sound like 'my kind of town'. I
was rather relieved that they didn't insist
on that when I took the position. The next
thing I realised is that I won't have to worry
about getting a job any more. Being President
of the United States is as good as a job.
That's another weight off my mind. Things seem
to be going quite well.'

pieces become more fragmentary than this and give an appearance of
unadorned records of dreams.

is some fascination in following an individual's fantasies, but
ually this sort of fiction raises the question, can the stories
themselves? Are we part of a circle of language and symbol where, as
-Strauss has said, '"Myths communicate with each other through men

ut their being aware of this fact'? Phillip Jenkins' fragments seem
ke the implicit statement that they somehow speak for themselves.

of them though seem too private and too slight to speak of anything
to a reader so that the technique chosen loses its momentum.

book ends with a powerful and intense pastiche of suicide attempts
ed by a suicidal voice. No momentum lost in this piece.

writing in TRAVELS WITH KANDY is often entertaining and cleverly

of itself, and definitely whets the appetite for more. The

uction of this British writer's work by a small Australian publisher
refreshing. Thanks to Rigmarole for making his work available.
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REVIEW

DREAMWORKS

ed. David King
Norstrilia Press
PO Box 91
Carlton Vic 3053
1983, 195pp.
reviewed by kevin

§REAMWORKS is subtitled 'strange new stories', and inside the fly leaz
the promise that DREAMWORKS provides the missing element in today's
short stories: A radical new perception of what is real. Except for the
claim that glimpses of humour will be '"cosmic'" there's no hint from the
covers that this book is after all your basic science fiction collec:iiem
The book's brilliant cover illustration suggests that perhaps there's z
book here for the writer, or even the dreamer.

And as dreamers, we all know that strangeness is not new, and need nat
radical at all. So those who open this book needing a radical perspect
and some true strangeness will find that as science fiction the coll
is at times interesting and nearly always competent, but as attempts =t
radical and new perspectives they don't approach the surprise, the p
and the ability to disturb that can be found in Kafka or in the
Australian fabulists Peter Carey and Murray Bail.

The book opens with Kevin McKay's (designer of postage stamps) gesture
Marquez:

"Many years later, just before he

was shot by the dying black swan,

Colonel Johann Gutentag was to

remember the day his father took

him to see the humming-birds."
in a heavily symbolic tale of an Australia colonised by the Spanish.
story doesn't overcome the drawback of its own wordiness. Henry Gaske
(computer programmer, bicycle rider) gives us a competently told short
story with an O. Henry style ending using computers as the protagoniszs
It s strangeness consists only in its up to the second modern setting.
Lucy Sussex, with 'The Parish and Mrs. Brown' presents a portrait of =
breakdown in terms of place: escape/inability to escape from self. Thess
is strangeness in this brave attempt to look at the divisions between
'reality' and perceptions. The dialogue is sharp and sparse, and the
are childish boors - a new perspective in literature? Andrew Whitmore
written a tough epic of heroism, compromise, lust and gladiatorial c
told at unnecessary length. How important is it that Hannibal might
remember to drive his thumbs into Simon's eyes, or that he might not
the strength to bear his heroic reputation? I don't know. One needs ta
a long way from 'reality', or even perception, to find these questions
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t or entertaining is such a humourless and cliched treatment of
adventure.

Gillespie arrives after this with the gem-of the collection, 'What
id to me When He Lived Next Door':

"I thought you might knock at the door", God said.
His voice sounded reedy, almost apologetic. ''"When

I heard the crash, you know. I have a large sponge
here. It's not every day a milk bottle drops out-
side the door. Spoilt my nap a bit, but never mind."

eatment of God is as fresh and witty as Raymond Briggs's treatment
ner Christmas. God, whose predicament is that ''mobody really wants
isten to me', produces an I Ching ("I consult it to get in contact
m<.'") and spends an entertaining afternoon with the narrator looking
answer that will save us from blowing ourselves up. And thankfully,
ense is done with the ending.

B2re, the collection moves into a more sciencey science fiction with
r City' and 'Crystal Soldier' where we are on the well worn paths
sf future. Of these George Turner's 'Feedback' spends most time
genuity building up credible and interesting characters to carry a
oI recurrence and rebirth.

k is well worth owning just for Bruce Gillespie's story and
Murnane's delightful 'Land Deal'. Like Lucy Sussex's piece, Gerald
's story does attempt to look at the relationship between perception
peality - this time by postulating that the white occupation of

lia is part of an Aboriginal dream:

"We had recognised an almost miraculous
correspondence between the strangers' steel
and glass and wool and flour and those metals
and mirrors and cloths and foodstuffs that we
so often postulated, speculated about, or
dreamed of.

t only this but the possibility that even if we do exist apart from
riginal dreamtime, the Aboriginals might be our dream:

"The spoke to us with oddly raised voices and
claimed our attention with exaggerated

gestures as though we were separated from them
by a considerable distance, or as though they
feared we might fade altogether from their sight
before we had served the purpose for which they
had allowed us into their dream.

introduction to the book David King claims this is a collection of
of reality stories. But can straightforward adventure yarns in

sc settings be called investigations into the nature-of-reality? If
==ce has investigated the nature of piano playing for us, then the

is yes. There are some stories that can claim to be questioning the
of reality, or conventional wisdom, and some that even deal with



dreams, but the editor's claim that it's a thematic anthology falls
quickly. The collection is interesting enough as a review of contempor:
sf and fantasy writing without exaggerated claims being made for its

importance.
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SEPTEMBER IN NORTHERN FRANCE

There are bats here.
In the glow from cottage windows
I saw them scent the dusk.

My friend builds his house
with both hands.
He talks much to me of La Guerre
and Lenin,
light fails us
spreads like smoke through the branches

he deepens his trenches
leans a spade against the rubble.

Tomorrow he will have to dig
beneath the wall his father built
to find the level earth.

david har




THE WOMAN WHO LIVES HERE § other stories
by Gary Catalano
Champion Books
54 Greville St.
Prahran
80pp. 1983
reviewed by kevin brophy

plain brown covers of Gary Catalano's first prose collection set an
rstated tone for his book. Something ''spare and elegant' is what

re promised from the back of this startlingly basic object, and though
might look like a move into the plain wrapper world of Payless fiction
e only the less impulsive among us are equipped to judge such a

r, there 7s a thin line of clear, perhaps even elegant red print

ss the front. What does this mean?

, as if to belie the promise of plainness, the first story in the
ection comes to us in italics and broken eccentrically into tiny
ents by columns of asterisks:

*

The woman who Lives here has gone away and
left her son ana her dog for me to Llook
after. Three days ago I saw her off at the
airport, yet now I have difficulty in try-
ing to recall just what she looks like.
Her hair black or brown? And her eyes -
are they really as blue as I imagine them

to be?
=

*

is the opening section and already Gary Catalano's methods and
erns are laid bare - distance between people and distance from one's
pories, the ordinary turned bizarre by the perspective of a narrator.
mearly all of the twenty pieces in this book there is the strong

sence of a narrator. And like other parts of the book the writing here
closer to being a dream than a story. 'The Woman Who Lives Here' gives
ivid portrait of the stuckness that can be felt in dreams: "I watch
zvision one night a week and listen to the radio on the others.

times I just listen to the wind, or to the boy moving up and down the
. Now I'm starting to think the woman may not retwm. Now I realise I
be left here with just the boy and the dog. The single thing we have
on i1s a memory of tiw woman who once lived here."

night' is the most elaborate story and once again reveals apparently
ne but in fact quite obscure and bizarre processes of thought in a
ator obsessed with following up an interest in Tom Midnight that he

't explain adequately: "One such item was the announcement of a lecture
Midnight in a small hall ... The same hall, I recalled on seeing the
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notice, had also been used by a man who ended up being charged with
offefices too numerous to mention here, and perhaps it was this coincidence
which persuaded me to attend Midnight's lecture.'" It is again a story of
impressionistic observations where the narrator is criticised for just
this fault. For him all is fuzziness and sensitivity as he struggles to
come to the point. He believes that the Tom Midnight he pursues '"had the
answer to things', and throughout there is a conviction that the writing
centres on what is mysterious and important -

As I compile these papers I often spend hours
looking at this yellow wall and, through a
process I cannot understand, the words assemble
and marshall themselves in my head. It is not
invention, this process; no, not invention.

But what is important never becomes the subject of focus. We're left with
impressions and this deep disturbance. The narrator admits that in all
his attempts he had only '"smudged the picture and erased its clarity of
line'", and ends inthe hands of his own story confined to a room and
expected to write:

Each day new sheets of paper are placed under

the door, and I am allowed a freshly sharpened
pencil whenever I so desire. Pencil, I demand,
snapping my fingers ... and almost immediately
the said object appears under the door, as if

by its own volition. I handle it gently, this

slender torpedo from other parts.

Here the impression savoured brilliantly is almost enough. - which is more
than most writing gives us.

In such a shadowy world of undefined tensions it is inviting to read
further meanings into the work, such as this being a struggle between
the poetic and the prosaic in language - where the prosaic wants ''the
answer to things'" spelled out while the poetic waits for us to see this
evoked in the impressions delivered ... but that might be going too far
beyond the intentions of such a plain brown book.

Gary Catalano excells at the portrait and 'Old Man On The Hill' is one of
these, a record of a man's inner life and of his relations to time as
well as his appearance in the field 'at the top of the beribboned hill."
The second half of the book is titled 'Sixteen Sketches' and these are
packed with observations of incidents and characters encountered in a
string of boarding houses. Here though, the narrator is so retiring and
characterless that the pieces depend for interest on the identities
introduced; and these colourful Australians full of confused rationalis-
ations and interesting pasts yarn away in kitchens while the narrator
took notes, poor soul. This straightforwardness falls flat on the page
after the strained perspectives earlier inthe book. There are lapses ints
unembarrassed sentimentality:

Ray's whole manner ... has its roots in an older
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and less affluent Australia ... the same
Australia I had once glimpsed among the
salvaged nails, screws and pieces of wire
hidden away in old tobacco tins, an
Australia that dangled rusty rabbit-traps
from the oily rafters of a tin shed, an
Australia which still recalled the
" thrifty, button-saving mores of the
Depression. Ray was the only person in
the place who still retained something
of the gentleness which went with this
old and frugal Australia.

writing here is vivid and pleasurable, but in 'Midnight' we would be
ikely to hear of the way the mind takes advantage of the past when this
rt of reconstruction is going on. It is not only this straightforward-
ss that left me feeling dissatisfied with the second half of the

k, but the apparent struggle to match the language to the boarding

se settings. Words like 'augment' amd 'impecunious' sat awkwardly in
se kitchens. Gary Catalano is most at home where the restrictions of
social realist context aren't present, but where the self is
steriously forever '"on the verge of revealing itself'. He is best
apped in brown paper that could reveal almost anything.inside.
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P.0. BOX 180
ST. KILDA STH
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witty
inteliigent
stimulating entertainment

Finst 4issue appeared Winter 1984.
Deadline forn second issue Sept 15.

Edited by Lauren Williams.
$1.50 per issue (posted).



egg
poem

mark rez:

.. you've got to eat ..

eggs!

i need eggs the way a fridge
needs something to hold,

something to draw
back inside its cool, hospital-white interior

(the sound of trolley wheels
braces the walls as footsteps clock like heartbeats
from one distance to another).

i need eggs!
they are smooth § shapely
like a plaster caste

or the puffed cheeks

of a glass-blower (in wide-eyed surprise at
the sheer transparency of his creation) as
figurines of frogs & deer § horses spill
from his unspeaking lips.

i want eggs.

a wholeness in the tummy.
i want something to suck into my systems
like a shipwreck, to have & to hold like a grave
with its stinking fertility where weeds thrive;

i want eggs
because i want to thrive,
i want to sink my toes into a clump of death
& really come alive!




EVIEW

THE LAST ADVENTURES OF CHRISTIAN DOOM: PRIVATE I
by Robert Kenny

pub. by Rigmarole Books,

PO Box 54, Clifton Hill 3068

Melbourne 1983

reviewed by rob bath

"FEAR LIKE A MOUNTAIN CHILL"

Scbert Kenny is a poet, critic, editor and uncompromising innovator of
2rose style ... and here I am saying his latest book is - a good read!

& "good read"? Sure. Check the plot: Christian Doom is an aging,
legendary private eye, sort of like Humphrey Bogart if he'd been
Mustralian and hadn't overdosed on Chesterfields and had to live through
ne dreary decades since. Returning strangely haunted from a European
irip, he becomes enmeshed in a murder at a creepy mansion run by a
sterious organisation before vanishing and causing a fledgling

ateur operator to track him down through a maze of heavy politicos,
fnigmatic femmes fatales, secret societies, disappearing gangsters and
moot-outs. Well! I couldn't put it down!

ad now our mission is to track down Kenny the literary innovator,
2clieved to be heavily disguised as a penny-dreadful hack, lurking
jomewhere in the shadows of the Melbourne he obviously knows and needs.
Sut first, to establish the correct critical tone, a few academic
oservations on the detective genre ...

stery narrative is usually linear, with 45 degree sidetracks - '"This
zppened then that happened and meanwhile something else happened and
s that relevant?" - and almost always from the point of view of the hero,

rether first person - ''Suddenly I felt a sickening blow at the back of
% skull and saw fireworks before my eyes'" - or third person - 'Steele
ashed to the carpet as if poleaxed" - in other words, the reader
sceives no more information than the detective. This is the first 'rule'
hat Kenny discards. We know plenty more than the heroes - lots of
affling facts - '"You know too much', as the saying goes, and of course
at statement usually spells danger. We get flashbacks, anecdotes and
ocumentary evidence, any piece of which could be a vital clue or
complete red herring - but you feel the need to know! The technique could
e called 'layering' - levels and margins of mystery around and over the
zrrative. This could be the world's first laminar mystery story; it's
mot a labyrinth, it's a six-lane highway through the fog, with no off-ramps.

It's all set in surrealistic detective terrain, a sort of sepia/neon
oppelganger of Melbourne. Characters have moody, unreal names like
pom, Des O'Layshon , Grey - so that's our first clue; we're in a sort
f hardboiled Disneyland. (Some of this does get a bit silly at times).



Scenes and devices from all kinds of mystery story - Holmes/Christie
puzzleg, police procedure methods, espionage thrillers - litter the
narrative. At times the narrative reads like a rubber-hose interrogation,
sometimes bits of plot are offered like courtroom exhibits, visually -
press clippings, Interpol file cards, etc.

And wonderful evocations ... the way events past and events distant
control the here and now. What did happen in 1938? What did Doom find out
in Europe? These references are typical of the Hammett/Macdonald type of
mystery; but I suspect Kenny is also making points about historical and
cultural influences on Australia, and I'm sure there are religious over-
tones to the naming of characters Christian Doom and Cilothac the villain

. perhaps some more sociologically literate reviewer could sort this
out. I'm a detective story fan myself.

Look - I picked the answer with forty pages to go; the last-ditch
revelation was a letdown (it concerns a double-identity which the crafty
pulp reader can smell a mile away). So has Kenny opted for the old ploy
of clouding a simplistic plot with a baffling array of red herrings? Has
he cheated? I think not.

Rather I believe he has set out to create a kind of tone-poem of mystery
rather than craft a rattling good novel. Mood rather than story. An
atmospheric pea-soup of themes and allusions concocted from the language,
metaphors and symbols of popular fiction. But, as innovative tone-poems
go, it's still a rattling good read. I dunno ... it's a mystery.

The jacket blurb and other critics have mentioned Kenny's evocation of
Melbourne. Yes, that's there, with deft strokes about social/geographical
strata and mention of The City that's evoked. Spade's, Marlowe's, Archer's
city, looming over the victims on the covers of a thousand cheap paper-
backs.

I live in the heart of Adelaide, certainly not Melbourne. But after
finishing the book, I went out into my backyard and looked up at the
night skyline, listening to the quiet rumble of things known and things
hidden ... and thought about my favourite line from the book:

"It was now possible for him to enjoy fear as one
enjoys the crispness of a mountain chill ..."
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MAGAZINE REVIEW
myron lysenko

Bill Turner, ome of the editors of INPRINT has formed SMAP, a collective
concerned with Small Mzgza:zines § Presses. The aim is to initiate policies
prior to the Liter=zture Board Conference next year in Canberra. SMAP is
looking at the problems of distribution § public awareness of small
presses, § imitiatimg promotions by way of public readings § possibly a
book bus. Every comcer=ed editor § writer is urged to contact SMAP at

PO BOX 51 Burwood NSW 2134, as soon as possible.

INPRINT ended 15835 with their Summer Issue § the news that they failed
to receive a Lit Board grant for 1984. So they have gone into recess

this year §& the magzcine seems certain to fold if it doesn't get a grant
for 1985. This womlé e 2 shame as INPRINT has consistently published
fine material from Both new § established writers. INPRINT is one of the
few magazines dewoted sntirely to prose fiction § we can't really afford
to be without iz,

COMPASS (PO BOX 51 BURSOO.E NSW 2134) also had its 1984 grant cut off, but

is continuing, hawimg = few issues in the pipeline. Brian Dibble, from the
Western Australiz Iastitute of Technology is guest editor for the rest of

the year § COMPASS w31l zppear in tabloid form.

P76 (BOX 250 WENTWORTH BUILDING, UNI of SDNEY NSW 2006) is edited by
Mark Roberts § Adam A&itken. The first issue appeared late in 1983 §
consisted mainly of NSW writers but wants more material from the other
states. P76 1s a promising magazine which deserves support. Subscription
is $7.50 for 2 issues or $2.00 for one.

IMAGE (PO BOX 36 SOUTH 2RISBANE QLD 4101) is edited by Barry O'Donohue.
The December 1983 issue featured an interview with John Tranter, a big
review section & poetry by Rae Desmond Jones, Rosemary Nisses, Graham
Rowlands, Robert Habost , Jenny Boult § the omnipresent Rory Harris, who
had 105 poems ac;ept-* during 1983. IMAGE appears 3 times a year & annual
subscription is $10 for individuals § §15 for institutions.

PERVERSE PLEASURES (PC BOX 118 ABERDEEN ST PERTH WA 6000) is a new mag
from Perth. Last issue received was No 3, Summer 1984 § it consisted of
23 pages, 6 of them taken up with adverts. Maybe they're searching for
contributors? Contaimed two good poems by Helen Trenos, by far the most
powerful pieces.

Rosemary Jones has announced that ASH MAGAZINE has died. ASH lasted for

5 years § 16 issues. This leaves WORDS § VISIONS (PO BOX 545 NORWOOD

STH AUSTRALIA 5067) on its own in Adelaide. Helped by a couple of

grants, W § V has become a quarterley magazine of quality, which has

also published a book of short stories by Peter Mathers, in an impressive
paperback. W § V is a crowded mixture of poetry, prose, reviews, music,
sculpture, photography § graphics. Annual subscription is the usual §10.
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When MAKAR folded in 1980, the editors threw a party & called it
MAKAR'S;LAST FLING! On a blackboard was written: Long Live The FLING!
Since then, Cornelis Vleeskens, one of the editors of MAKAR, has

been producing FLING! (19 FORDHAMS ROAD ELTHAM VIC 3095) Volume 4 No 1
has just appeared in a smaller format, which makes it easier to fit

in the bookshelf. Subscriptions are still $10 for 4 issues and all
those with lapsed subscriptions are urged to pay up as FLING is
struggling financially, like most small magazines. Also, released
simultaneously are FLING! Vol 4 No 2 which is a selection of poetry by
Ken Taylor titled FIVE, SEVEN FIVES. As an additional bonus subscribers
have received Vol 4 No 2b, a collection of poetry by Vleeskens titled
ANOTHER SLIM VOLUME.

MIGRANT 7 (BOX 2430V GPO MELBOURNE 3001) is a fine magazine which
explores the problems of migrants through poetry, prose, photographs,
graphics § songs. Edited by Jeltje, the third issue contains powerful
work by Ti.O., Jas H Duke, Jeltje, Helen Said § an excellent story by
Susan Unkovich - My Mother, My Sister. MIGRANT 7 sells for $2, §
appears quarterley. Great value! More contributions will make this
magazine stronger so send, send send!

BRAVE NEW WORD received a grant for 1984, but the last issue I saw

was No 4 which appeared late last year. Contained work by Eric Beach,
Billy Marshall-Stoneking, Jane Elliot, Phillip O'Neill, John Lewis,
Richard Tipping & an interview with John Morrison. BNW is a good-looking
magazine which seems to improve with each issue. Run by 5 editors, it's
available from BOX 98 ELSTERNWICK VIC 3185 and subs are $13.50 for 4
issues (posted), single copies at $3.70 (posted). The next issue should
feature an interview with Barry Dickins, which will surely be interesting.

BIG BANG (PO BOX 180 ST.KILDA SOUTH VIC 3182), edited by Lauren Williams,
is a new magazine showcasing witty, intelligent, stimulating entertainment
& is available for $1.50, including postage. BIG BANG is after cartoons,
letters, reviews of bands/plays/movies/books, § of course, poetry §

short stories. Some contributors to No 1: Les Wicks, Ken Smeaton, Liz Hall,
Thomas Rhymer (Tome the Street Poet), Stephen J Williams & Komninos.
Second issue is planned for Spring '84.

SYLLABLE (PO BOX 82 WINDSOR VIC 3181) is edited by Berni Janssen, Carmel
Bird & Jurate Sasnaitis. First issue appeared in Summer '84 & subs are
$5.00 for 2 issues or $3.00 for one. SYLLABLE developed from the FACELESS
WOMAN series of readings & intends to publish writing with a strong voice,
strong images § strong rhythms, with a feminist emphasis. An innovative
magazine with work by Ania Walwicz, Anna Couani, Kris Hemensley, Joanne
Burns, John Anderson, Mark Roberts, Ted Hopkins, Robyn Rowland § others.

I look forward to the second issue
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