














































































































































































































































m a I y a n n e b a a r t z 

personal hygiene in his o-wn hands, or into a nursing home -with full care. I yearn 
for respite. I yeam because Jerry is not going to leave this hospital. I know that. He 
knows it. That masked bandit who has just now walked out -with his dignity knows 
it. No One sighs. No One cares. No One weeps. 

Jerry can't retum to the caravan. His entire fife is packed into two St Vinnie' 5 
cardboard suitcases. Hector who mns the caravan park let the site within three 
hours of Jerry's notice. 

Bags. Seventy-plus years squashed into a couple of bags. A man's penis lies 
wrinkled up in another. Jerry's forgotten the few ratty things in the cases. Useless 
things. Stained snapshots of the children when they were httle. Rat piss blotches the 
wedding photograph. Pretty young girl. Tafl muscly youth, full head of thick curly 
hair, grinning gimlet eyes, strong teeth all his own. Hard to imagine the toothless 
bald shrunken parody before me as once this manly, handsome youth in the picture. 
I place the photo before Jerry's eyes. Blank. He doesn't recognise the bridal couple. 

Jerry's eyes aren't always blank. He recognises No One. And me. 
I see Jerry as a hero. An unlikely hero, flaccid skin, atrophying muscles, a 

bone-bag. Jerry the hero reminds me of our shared bottom hne. This wavy wiggly 
ephemeral pretending thing scares the shit out of us We are confronting our 
bottom line and No One is watching. Face-to-face with the ferocious beast, one leg 
over, Jerry riding pfllion. Risky business. 

The little moon-faced nurse is back straightening his sheets, checking his pulse. 
I'd like to feel her dehcate cool fingers around my -wrist. Them's the perks, I shrag, 
-winking at No One 

Jerry is gi-ving me the e-vil eye. He's glaring at me from his plumped pillow, his 
eyes shrieking. We're mnning out of time, he says. I smile indulgently. Have you 
forgotten that Time waits for No One and No One is here with us? Relax. 

Jerry takes up my story and turns it into his o-wn. I'm not here by chance. 
Chance is a red-lipped, painted whore, a swashbuckling gigolo, a choirboy, a vestal 
-virgin. Chance is a god, a goddess. Chance is bullshit. Together we end our story, 
dramatising it for our audience. No One. 

We're excited. Excitement smells stronger than Phenol and decay. Sparks fly 
as he reaches for the piflion helmet. No One watches the set change, the hospital 
ward metamorphosing into a jungle, thick with coding roots and whiffy of mulch 
and steaming undergro-wth. No One hears the mmbling behind us and watches us 
standing together facing the tiger. We are no longer afraid. Sleek striped cat sidles 
towards us, lowers itself, bending its hindquarters, easier to sling a leg over. I pull 
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Jerry on behind. 

We're settled on its back. The tiger straightens, on point to spring, its muscles 

ripple beneath us. Jerry grasps me around the waist, I grab the tiger's ears. 

We speed through the jungle, slithering snakes and whining hyenas, a blur of 

colour. We hear music, the thumping of the tiger's thick pads as it sleeks from 

•ground to branch. We're flying through the treetops, our hearts beating up the raw 

rhythm. The air tastes hke fine red wine, tingling our tongues. Every cell in our 

bodies zings. Spiralling on the back of the beast we sip the heavens, meet Zeus and 

Persephone at a tea! party, we toast the Dreaming, tip our hats to the Great Spirit. 

No One joins in the fun. No One claps and stomps her feet. No One waves us 

off. 
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Paola Bilbrough 

Cracks 

He thought it a vast expanse of clay, 
fufl of fissures big enough to swallow 
a Thai -village. It was the birth mark 
on his father's arm; when punished, 
he saw Australia as the belt descended. 

Years later an aunt sent him there to study. 
In the centre of the city 
there were no cracks, only wide streets, 
searing light. He stayed -with Lynne, 
who was pale yellow: 

her skin, her hair, the sofmess of her voice. 
In her house he found the cracks, 
snaking through the hallway, 
above doors, breathing out ancient air 
trapped since the house was built. 

The biggest in the dining room, 
shaped like a shark's muzzle; 
sharp teeth meeting in a jagged seam. 
He drew up a chair, 
ate lumpy porridge watching it. 

In the sixth week he came to class, told us 
Lynne had cancer, he felt compelled to stay. 
He watched the cracks grow bigger, 
fed her fragrant broths, thought of the gingerbread 
coloured walls of his mother's house. 
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In the tenth week he dreamt he lost Lynne 
to the biggest crack. Sleep was a blue ocean 
haze, the gash of the shark's mouth 
yawning wide. He cradled her bald head, 
smooth now as a conch shell. 

In week twenty, both our rooms 
were lost under a tide of paper. 
It was midsummer, but icy winds blew in 
the chasms, sighed through the hallway. 
She was bedridden, he couldn't leave the house. 

She died at the end of summer, 
We sat at a round table, 
three clawed feet between us, 
drinking warmish beer 
into a suflen evening. 

The divide in the centre fifled with old dirt. 
1 imagined taking his hand: 
the fineness of his bones, 
the dry heat of his palm, wished 
for the crack to open, for the table to fall in two. 
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Rob Findlayson 

each moment enough: your bones 

your bones and the electric light collaborate -with love and the night sleeping under 

your face my finger agog with the skin's dust report's molecule to molecule the 

curves and mountains of bone and the nose's bone ra-vine eye sockets of water-

washed rock and teeth sheep upon Afghani crags it's the skull peering careering 

through theatre's backstage props graves books biology classes the subplot holding 

our hand stroking the skin's waves like the breath the home of the roadsign to spirit 

i am certain we don't love each moment enough 
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Stephen Gilfedder 

Backgrounder on the Grand Champignon, 
Australian Mushroom Show 

Last of the line I'm elbow deep 
in the old machinery shed, surrounded 
by polystyrene boxes, spores and compost, 
keeping an eye out for the Ag Department rep 
waging war on unregistered production. 
The secret's to be positive, set goals 
according to that personal development 
magazine I get monthly (part-funded 
by rural industries training and research). 
The family if they were here would back 
me up, but our history wouldn't. 
Warren walked into the open septic 
at his twenty-first; it'd just been pumped 
and Cec forgot to put the lid back on. 
Cec baled himself slipping off the combine 
taking the last of the winter wheat 
and young Maurie went swimming in the silo; 
Darryl's presence in every Asian feedlot. 
The female side extinct, Esme about to marry 
old grazier stock, blood poisoned by her applique. 
Working blind, feeling for the cups that might 
just be pushing through, I check for signs of life. 
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Site Inspection 

With my fast food lunch and mobile 
I climb the hill where I used to park 
the car with Margaret, now the psychologist 
working with the anxious and depressed. 
1 skirt the clusters of honeyeaters hanging 
from red and yeflow cotoneaster berries 
among the tent pegs and survey tape 
of the new townhouse development. 

Shado-wing the cyclone fence, 
1 follow the trail of renewal, 
past crushed cigarette packets 
and cans and faded soft pom 
magazines caught in the net. 
A -wind song courses through the -wire 
along plumblines of trenches carved 
among the heritage-protected gums. 

I find the spot beside the rock, grass flattened 
by the westerly which has blo-wn all week 
under a site board where a Minister smiles 
over initials which cannot be forgotten. 
Trail bikes wheel across the rise 
bringing a squawl of cockatoos 
and a hoarding of memory. 
In the rear vision mirror reversing out 
a weathered face covers the landscape. 
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REVIEWS 

Australian Letters and Lives The 

Oxford Book of Australian Letters. 

Ed. Brenda Niafl and John Thompson. 

Oxford University Press, 1998, 

$39.95, 321 pp. 

Australian Lives. An Oxford 

Anthology. Ed. Joy Hooton. Oxford 

University Press, 1998, $39.95, 298 

pp. 

Appearing with the same publisher at 

approximately the same moment, 

these two volumes while not 

companion, are companionate. Their 

very titles ask us to question what 

'Australian' might mean in these 

contexts, who are Australians, and 

how wide can the net be cast? Both 

anthologies include a few items from 

writers patently not Australian but 

present for some form of Austrahan 

connectedness, but then both exclude 

many Austrahans for what we can only 

assume is then some form of 

disconnectedness; but from what? 

Sadly, the answer appears to be 

because they are not white, anglo-

saxon, or male. In both volumes, 

entries by men outnumber those by 

women roughly two to one. Both 

volumes represent Aboriginal 

Australia by a precise 2%. Multi­

cultural Austraha fares worse in 

Letters, a meagre 1%, and much better 
in Lives, 11%. 

Anthologies are risky business for 
any editors. They must try to avoid 
establishing or confirming particular 
canons or hierarchies, and be 
inclusive; at the same time the 
inclusion of certain names is often 
driven by sales expectation on the part 
of the publisher. It is not easy. How 
can you have a book called Australian 

Letters or Australian Lives and not 
include say Patrick White or Henry 
Lawson? The last-minute Christmas 
shopper, stumbling into Angus and 
Robertson's or Dymocks on December 
24 -will buy one of these anthologies 
for mum or dad if the key names are 
there; even though they are the same 
old names that are always there. 

Stfll, arguing in support of the 
Anthology as a form of publication it is 
perfectly true that through this 
medium the work of long-forgotten 
-writers, too many of them women, 
may be restored to view. But surely 
this is also an argument for bringing 
the work of other Atistrahans both 
from the past and the present ages 
more clearly into -view as wefl. Many a 
fine research project can emerge from 
a chance encounter -with an 
anthologised piece beneath which lies 
a whole collection of exciting work to 
be critiqued and brought forward into 
the pubhc imagination, and perhaps 
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even find a niche in the cultural 

memory eventually as solid as Henry 

Lawson's or Clive James's. And like all 

anthologies these two volumes are 

both very satisfying at one level; the 

quiet, casual random dipping in and 

out, guided by the introduction or by 

idiosyncratic taste produces gems of 

interest and pleasing discoveries. Yet 

ha-ving said all this 1 end with a 'but'. 1 

know the arguments for inclusion; 1 

know the arguments for omission; 1 

know you can't please all the people 

all the time; but surely publishers can 

begin to institute some changes. 

Surely men and women can be 

represented fifty/fifty, that would be a 

smafl but equitable start. Then 

Aboriginal Australia and Multicultural 

Australia could be granted higher 

percentage representation. At this end 

of the twentieth century it would be 

exciting to try and change the meaning 

of the word 'Australian' to 

accommodate afl our lives; all our 

letters. Collections like these two 

would be a fine place to start. 

Australian Letters has an excellent 

introduction explaining how the 

choice of selected letters, beginning in 

1771 and ending in 1997, was 

dictated in part by the trope of 

separation; separation as part of the 

colonial experience; as part of the pain 

of war; as part of die quest for work; as 

part of government-engineered 

projects to 'assimilate' indigenous 

peoples into coloniser cultures. So 

along with the more familiar style of 

letter to and from 'Home', from the 

colonial fringe back to the centre, 

there is also Margaret Harrison's letter 

of 1884 begging the Inspector of the 

Central Board for the Protection of 

Aborigines to be reunited -with her two 

survi-ving daughters; a plea which was 

successful. 

The guidelines for the Letters 

project suggested a "personal, oblique 

history of Australia" (xvi) and so while 

the ancient inevitable patriarchal line 

runs through the Contents—John, 

John; Charles, Charles, Charles; 

Henry, Wilham, Richard, Charles— 

some of the old familiar names are 

represented by less familiar lives: Eliza 

Marsden, not Samuel; Menie Parkes, 

not Henry. What is more, there are 

highly personal letters containing 

expressions of sexual passion in an age 

when it is commonly believed that 

people never articulated such desires 

in -writing anyway: the convict Denis 

Prendergast to his lover Jack; George 

Meredith (the Tasmanian Pioneer not 

the British author) to his -wife 

describing -with relish their 

relationship within the "sacred 

precincts of our Chamber-of-love". 

The decision to present the letters 

chronologically was a sound one, and 

the Sources list is very reader-friendly. 
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clearly linking the numbered letter to 

its (mostly) manuscript original, and 

includes the location of that 

manuscript. 

Atxstralian Lives is a collection of 

excerpted autobiographical material 

beginning with Joseph Holt's A Rum 

Story (1838) and ending -with Thomas 

Keneally's Homebush Boy (1995). The 

'Introduction' usefully addresses the 

concept of autobiography or life-

writing, and warns that mediation 

'makes the genre treacherous territory 

for the cultural commentator' (xi). 

What the Introduction does not do is 

offer any particular premise for the 

basis of selection, apart from an 

attempt to locate diversity. 

Unfortunately the di-vision of 

autobiographical extracts into 

categories, 'Con-victs and Outlaws', 

'Chfldhood and Family Relations', etc. 

flattens diversity and tends to stifle 

individuality as well. A 

straightforward chronological 

presentation would have proved more 

effectively diverse and allowed 

comparison of experiences in like 

periods. However the volume actually 

begins -with a selection of relatively 

unkno-wn voices, Joseph Holt and 

John Mordock, and this was a sound 

decision. The Letters, by beginning 

with Captain Cook, erroneously 

signals a traditional, conservative 

stmcture at the outset which the work 

has difficulty thro-wing off 

The Lives volume in choosing 
division of selections into categories 
also highlights for the reader more 
ob-viously the omissions. Those two 
great stirrers, Dorothy He-witt and 
Germaine Greer, should surely have 
been represented in the final category, 
'Thinkers, Questers, and Stirrers'. But 
then, as I said at the outset, what to 
exclude and what to omit is the curse 
of every anthology editor, and it is too 
easy for the reader and critic to proffer 
their own highly personal list of 
candidates for inclusion. That, after 
all, is another book. 

Judith Johnston 

A Sea Change: Australian Writing 

and Photography, ed., Adam 
Shoemaker, SOCOG, 1998, 247pp. 

This anthology is a tangible souvenir 
of the second of the four Olympic Arts 
Festivals being held annually in 
Sydney in the lead-up to the XXVII 
Olympiad. As Andrea Stretton, the 
Artistic Director of the 1998 Olympic 
Arts Festival, explains in her preface to 
the book, the festival's name—^A Sea 
Change—drew attention both to 
Australia's hteral existence as island 
continent and to the figurative 
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connotation of 'transformation'. In his 
engaging introduction to this volume, 
Adam Shoemaker considers the origin 
of the term 'a sea change' in 
Shakespeare's The Tempest, a play 
richly evocative of the issues 
pertaining to invasion/settlement, 
memory/history, and the 

responsibility that is concomitant -with 
the freedom to reinvent oneself. 

Shoemaker commissioned 

fourteen writers to contribute to the 
anthology, asking them to focus on the 
concept of 'metamorphosis' and 
sending each author some -visual 
images to catalyse the writing process. 
Asked how he came to select the 
particular writers, he explained that he 
had encountered many of them during 
the 1996 and 1997 Brisbane Writers 
Festivals, and proceeded from the 
desire to include a range of different 
Australian voices. The black and white 
photographs which are interspersed 
throughout the text were mainly 
already published or exhibited in 
galleries. 

The cover photograph is David 
Moore's 'Sydney From 16,000 Feet', 
taken in 1966. It is an apt image to 
encapsulate die themes of the 
anthology. An aerial view of Sydney 
Harbour bridge reflected in the water, 
it looks to this reader bizarrely hke a 
smaU bite mark across two strings, on 
an extensive patch of snow. If Bondi 

beach seems to be disproportionately 

represented in the photographs, it is 

because Shoemaker—^with an eye to 

an intemational readership as wefl as 

to the local one—determined to 

demonstrate the different perspectives 

which can be brought to bear upon 

even stereotypically Austrahan 

locations. 

The longest of the written works, 

Louis No-wra's 'Ten Anecdotes about 

Lord Howe Island', functions as the 

centrepiece of the collection, and 

rightly so. It is an idiosyncratic 

mixture of fact and fantasy, Nowra's 

matter-of-fact tone concealing his 

shifts between historiography and tall 

story. 

In 1939 John Young, a 
local apparendy under the 
influence of Howie, assaulted a 
visting Boy Scout in an 
unprovoked attack. In a Sydney 
court, Mr T Andrews, patriarch 
at that time, presented a petition 
to the magistrate who took the 
advice it proffered and 
sentenced Mr Young to three 
years' exile from Lord Howe, a 
punishment so severe that, on 
the five occasions it has been 
issued, all who have served it 
have died of grief before being 
able to retum. (148) 

No-wra's piece parodies the cliches 
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of Australia as paradise and 
Australians as anti-authoritarian 
larrikins (it's our convict ancestry) 
while exploring in dark comedy the 
trope of the retum of the repressed. 
This trope is explored from another 
angle in Michael Cathcart's non-
fiction piece, 'The Silent Continent'. 
Cathcart's is an interesting meditation 
on the representation in nineteenth 
century -writing of 'unexplored' 
territory (ie. that inhabited only by 
indigenous peoples) as silent land. 
'They were here but not here. They were 

here, but not heard.' (96) 
Another of the impressive non-

fiction contributions is Barbara 
Thiering's magisterially concise survey 
of religious practice .in Australia, 
entided 'The Land Where Myths Have 
Died'. The other pieces which 
particularly arrested my attention are 
Sue Woolfe's 'Forgi-ving the Sea', 
James Bradley's 'The Turtles' 
Graveyard', and Nick Earls' 'The 
Haircut of a More Successful Man'. 

Woolfe's piece is apparently 
mostly autobiographical, the story of 
her transition from a childhood in the 
bush to a hfe by the ocean. Bradley's is 
an unsettling story, narrated by a diver 
who has been accidentally left in the 
ocean by the crew aboard the boat and 
is thus awaiting death. The story of 
course has resonances of the tragic 
recent abandonment of an American 

couple off North Queensland, but the 
author maintains a respectful distance 
between his fiction and their fact. 
Earls' story, on the other hand, is a 
light-hearted indulgence in wish-
fulfiUment, in which the ordinary, 
weak and self-misrepresenting 
narrator ends up happily ever after. 

It would be churlish to ignore 
Matthew Martin's pecuUar artwork 
entitled 'I Travefled West', to describe 
which as a four-part comic concerning 
a bird's joumey to the four comers of 
the globe in search of its identity is 
woefully to fail at the reviewer's craft. 

A Sea Change is a celebration of 
Australia's cultural variety and our 
potential to develop in directions as 
yet unimagined. In his introduction. 
Shoemaker dwells on another phrase 
from The Tempest —'what's past is 
prologue'. The statement might be 
interpreted as an assertion that what is 
past is unimportant—that the 'main 
action' is yet to come. As a collective 
gloss on the statement, however, the 
anthology suggests that a 
contemplative awareness of the past 
remains essential for proactive 
creation of the future—one's own and 
that of the nation. A Sea Change has 
been distributed -widely free of charge, 
and should be accessible is all public 
libraries. Anyone wishing to obtain a 
personal copy should contact SOCOG 
at 235 Jones Street, Ultimo, NSW, 
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2007—and should do so quickly, as 

supplies are limited. 

Heather Neilson 

Alison Bartlett, famming the 

Machinery: Contemporary 

Australian Women's Writing. 

Association for the Study of Australian 

Literature, 1998, $29.95 [$20. to 

ASAL members], 263pp. 

In famming the Machinery: 

Contemporary Australian Women's 

Writing, Ahson Bardett borrows Luce 

Irigaray's subversive metaphor to 

undertake a particularly exciting 

reading of contemporary Australian 

-writing by women, Bartlett's decision 

to break with traditional academic 

paradigms, follows in the footsteps of 

a 1994 study by Sue Roe, Susan 

Sellers, Nicole Ward Jouve, and 

Michelle Roberts: The Semi-

Transparent Envelope—Women Writing 

- Feminism and Fiction. Like Roe et al, 

Bartlett moves to explore the 

boundaries between fiction and 

criticism, the often fractious 

relationship between women's -writing 

and theory. In Jamming the Machinery, 

Bartlett allows the -writers whose work 

she investigates to talk back to her, 

and about themselves, to discuss their 

-writing practices, indeed to question 

her critical exercise, famming the 

Machinery combines serious 

scholarship -with friendly chat, 

phflosophical debate with light-

hearted, although often revealing 

whingeing, the whole a meta-ficto-

critical exercise that tum a reading of 

some else's books into a shared 

experience, a kind of relaxed but lively 

afternoon book club discussion. One 

of the strengths of Bartlett's approach, 

apart from her o-wn abihty to remain 

always the facilitator rather than the 

dissector, resides precisely in this 

power to seduce the reader into 

belie-ving that s/he too are part of the 

work, their voices just as valuable, 

their interjections equally welcome. 

Alternating critical essays -with 

personal musings, lengthy quotations 

taken from interviews with the various 

writers whose books she reads with 

theoretical pronouncements by such 

French luminaries as Helene Cixous, 

Luce Irigaray and Julia Kristeva, 

Bartlett sets out in her work to 

explicate the thesis that contemporary 

writing by Australian women 

represents a unique blend of theory 

and practice, personal stories of 

women which seek also to stretch out 

to a wider community of beings who 

share in common a cultural and 

biological condition. As such the work 

travels the by now well-trodden path 
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of women's -writing and difference, the 

nexus gender, desire, pleasure and 

aesdietics, but it does so in ways that 

are particularly original by focusing on 

selected texts by Australian women 

writers and artists. She -writes in her 

opening paragraph: "In this book I am 

interested in the ways in which 

feminist theory and practice intersect, 

specifically in the relation between 

contemporary women's -writing and 

feminist theories about women's 

-writing". To this end Bartlett adopts as 

the theoretical framework within 

which Jamming the Machinery operates 

the notion of ecriture feminine, 

stressing the practice of writing as 

performance, and then in tum of self-

(re)making. 

If fault there is -with the paradigm 

Bartlett adopts in Jamming the 

Machinery, it is essentially that in 

aflo-wing the -writers to express their 

own -views on why and how they 

write, on whom they would like to 

have read their works, and on what 

they wish those readers to come across 

dierein, Bartlett at times appears a 

litde too reverential, perhaps much 

too -wiling to allow her interlocutors to 

sound like the idiotes savantes she 

credits them -with being. The point is 

not that she should be expected to 

adopt a clinical stance to all that the 

writers themselves say, either in 

conversation or in their 

correspondence with her. But why 
should we beheve that when Ania 
Wal-wicz, Margaret Coombs or Da-vida 
Aflen complain about 'misreadings' of 
their works, either by critics or 'lay' 
readers, they are expressing anything 
more than their own, always 
necessarily and ine-vitable biased 
views? Bartlett's protectiveness of what 
at times seem to have become her 

writers is well demonstrated when she 
takes up the cudgel on behalf of 
Coombs. Noting that Rose Lucas, 
Helen Daniel and Carmel Bird, among 
others (by any measure quite a diverse 
array of-vie-wpoints), Bartlett devotes a 
substantial amount of space to these 
critics' 'misreadings' of Coombs (at 
least in the -writer's o-wn -view), gi-ving 
us in tum very little of her own reading 
of Coombs' work. The jeu de mirroirs et 

de tableaux noirs Bartlett plays in this 
cleverly crafted work becomes at such 
moments a rather empty jeu de 

plaisanteries. Surely Coombs can speak 
for herself, as her non-fictional essays 
so ably demonstrate. Bartlett's role 
shifts in this instance from that of a 
mediator to a quasi-matemal protector 
of her brood. 

In contrast her reading of Fiona 
Place's work. Cardboard, is at once 
informed and insightful. Bardett offers 
of Cardboard a meticulously argued 
interpretation, and although Place 
herself is allowed into the discussion. 
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her -views too are subjected to close 

scrutiny. Indeed, it is in the book's 

treatment of Place's work and of her 

interview -with Bartlett, that the 

potential generated by Bartlett's 

unconventional critical model is best 

developed. By juxtaposing her own 

writing to Place's replies, Bartlett ably 

exposes what is one of the most crucial 

issues within contemporary feminist 

circles in Austraha, the 'generational 

gap' that separates Place from 

Coombs, Mead from Gamer, for 

instance. Place's response to some of 

her more radical feminist critics, who 

objected to her decision to have a man 

as her main character: "life is more 

complex than that", meaning that she 

did not see the point of romanticising 

a woman's world, eventually leads 

Bartlett to ponder her o-wn decision to 

remain -within a heterosexual 

relationship. To this extent she 

wonders, in her discussion of Davida 

Allen's Close to the Bone: the 

Autobiography of Vicky Myers, how so 

many feminists manage to combine an 

active engagement in women's issues 

with their equally active roles within 

patriarchal structures of marriage and 

motherhood. For Tom Shapcott's 

reading of Qose to the Bone as 'a story 

of an enduring marriage ... a psalm to 

love' highhghts the fact that love, here 

as in most senses, is still about the love 

between man and woman. 

Interestingly, Bartlett then concludes, 

hke so many before her, -with the 

assertion that although uncomfortable 

about the duality of her position as a 

feminist and as a heterosexual woman, 

she is not sure how to theorise it. 

Hence her final note on the irony that 

critiques of heterosexuality to date 

have been largely the preserve of 

lesbian feminists. 

As a reader, 1 was persuaded by 

the sheer inventiveness of her insights, 

the fluidity of her interpretative 

models to reconsider some of my o-wn 

readings of works such as Walwicz's, 

Coombs' and Baranay's, and led to 

look up Da-vida Allen's -writing. 

Jamming the Machinery: Contemporary 

Australian Women's Writing, -will be 

indispensable to any student of 

Australian literature. But it -will serve 

just as well the reader whom works 

such as The Falling Woman or The Best 

man for this sort of thing left intrigued, 

hankering for a bit more detail about 

the book and its author. One last 

point—given the almost total absence 

of Aboriginal content in works of 

Australian literature of a time gone by, 

to highlight such instances is a 

commendable though not particularly 

challenging task. It is perhaps a little 

more difficult to accept the exclusion 

of Aboriginal voices in work being 

produced today. Bartlett's justification 

for not deahng with "work by 
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Aboriginal women" rings a little 

hollow. But 1 am also only too 

conscious of the way in which to 

identify such flaws has in itself 

developed into a quasi-de rigueur 

stance through which one flags wildly 

one's own self-righteousness to pursue 

the issue here. May the readers pass 

their o-wn judgement. 

Tony Simoes da Silva 

John Kinsella, Grappling Eros. 

Fremantle Arts Centre Press, 1998, 

$16.95, 200pp. 

These twenty-one pieces of short 

fiction take the reader right into the 

minds and bodies of people at the 

violent ugly edges of sexual 

experience. They are strangely sad 

stories, and yet from time to time they 

made me laugh. 

There are some stories that race 

along at a skilful and marvellous pace, 

lacking aU punctuation and leaving 

the reader breathless. All but two 

stories are not divided into 

paragraphs, so that they too move in a 

particular and relentless way. The 

typeface of afl the titles is very 

threatening, with every 'O' being a 

perfect circle di-vided by a central 

cross, the early Phoenician precursor 

of theta, the target-marker in the scope 
of a rifle. You are looking down the 
barrel of Eros's gun. This Eros has very 
little to do with the beauty of human 
love, seeming to be concentrated on 
something like love's opposite most of 
the time. These people hate a lot— 
they often hate themselves and hate 
each other, seeking ecstasy in 
depra-vity, pleasure in anger and 
destruction. They mostly are not 
lovers in an ordinary sense, but hunter 
and quarry, crossing many boundaries 
of gender and culture, entering a bleak 
world in which there is almost no 
relief from the light which is beaming 
in some of the darkest comers of 
human acti-vity. 

One of the narrators puts his own 
position in an interesting way: 

'I pointed out that 1 wasn't 
appro-ving of the situation, in fact 
it turned my stomach, but that I 
saw it as my duty to retell the 
story exactly in the spirit in 
which it had been told to me.' 
And there is a strange 
detachment in die telling of all 
the stories, even though many of 
them are first person narratives, 
and the teller o-wns the action. 
This is a perfect position horn 
which the -writer can deliver the 
material, can pose the questions 
of how far the writing can go, 
how much the readers can take. 
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At what point does a reader tum 
away in disgust? At what point 
does a reader laugh, if nervously? 
'I carry a used condom in a zip-
top money bag because 1 love to 
smeU it.' And the pen at work is 
that of a poet who can find the 
music in the discord, can paint 
the scene with the flick of a word. 

And characters—the range of 

these is broad and startling, from the 

nerdish schoolboy cafled Squirt to the 

meanest weirdo who cuts up dolls and 

possibly shoots boys in the head. (A 

note on cutting up the dolls: because 

of the way Barbie dolls are 

constructed, it is not possible to do 

what the boys say the bloke has done 

to a Barbie.) The voices, each so 

different from the other, cut through 

the reader's complacency and 

interrogate our culture and our 

understanding of what we can say and 

think and know about our own sexual 

lives and those of others. Snuff mo-vie? 

Coprophflia? Fetish? Child abuse? 

Very occasionally there is a scene 

of wistful tenderness, all the more 

arresting for being rare. '1 lose control 

and throw my arms around her and 

kiss her full on the lips my tongue 

losing itself in the soft damp warmth 

of her mouth and she says wow no 

one's ever done that to me before.' And 

some of the most brutal effects are the 

most subtle and exquisite, such as the 

use of the motif of the bracelet in 

'Bracelet' and the motif of the foxes in 

'The Throats of Foxes', the sea and the 

fish in 'The Red-Bellied Sea Snake'. 

'...the red belly flops like war 
around on the scaled jetty and 
the fish knife rises against the 
sunset and slices the head clean 
off..' The imagery reverberates in 
the imagination, giving the 
narrative one more tum of the 
screw. 

The publisher's note carries a 

warning that the book contains 

'material which may offend'. It is 

meant to offend you, and to question 

why it offends, and to ask you why 

you are offended, and maybe if not 

why not. One of the most shocking 

moments is when a couple, who had 

been 'washed up for ages' 'solemnly 

reconsummated the marriage'. 

Horrible or what? 

This collection is one that -will 

stop readers in their tracks, and that 

will open a broad dialogue concerning 

the rights, -wrongs, ins, outs of hterary 

erotica, pornography, censorship and 

plain old storytelling. 

Carmel Bird 
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HANS ARKEVELD was bom in Holland in 1942 and migrated to Austraha when 

he was 10. He has received national recognition for his pubhc sculpture and has 
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teaching purposes. LOUIS ARAAAND teaches at the Department of English and 

American Studies at Charles University, Czechoslovakia. MARY ANNE 
BAARTZ has had her work published in many Australian magazines. PAOLA 
BILBROUGH is a Melboume poet currently based in london. She has had her 

poems published in various Austrahan and overseas magazines. CARMEL BIRD is 

one of Australia's leading fiction -writers. Visit her website on www.carmelbird.coni/ 

JENNIFER COLEMAN lives in the A C T CRAIG CORMICK has had his 

short fiction published in Island, Overland and The Phoenix Review. TONY 
SIMOES DA SILVA tutors in the English Department at UWA and researches in 

post-colonial literary studies. KIM DOWNS' story Scoaply is a reworking of the 

Calypso episode from the Odyssey, transposed into modem times and set in WA. 

BROOK EMERY lives in Sydney. His poetry has been published in various 

Australian newspapers and magazines. ROB FINDLAYSON is a Perth writer who 

recently had a piece of his work performed at the Edinburgh Fringe Festival. PAUL 
GENONI teaches Library Studies at Curtin University and has completed his PhD 

at UWA. STEPHEN GILFEDDER has pubhshed poetry since 1970. His work has 

appeared in hterary magazines, newspapers and anthologies of new verse. He works 

as a public affairs consultant in Canberra. STEPHANIE GREEN's work has 

appeared in various Australian literary magazine. Her fiction has won prizes, 

including The Age Short Story Award in 1991. After leading a wandering existence 

between Canberra, Melboume and Washington D.C., she has now settled in Perth. 

JUDY J O H N S O N has published widely both in Australia and overseas. Her first 

poetry collection Wing Corrections was pubhshed by Five Islands Press New Poets 

publishing programme in 1998. JUDITH JOHNSTON is currently teaching in 

the English Department, UWA JOHN KINSELLA is currently on a Young 

Austrahan Creative Fellowship at Cambridge University. His book The Undertow: 

New and Selected Poems has just been released in the UK, and a new book. Lightening 

Tree (FACP) -wifl be out at the Melboume Festival this year. ROLAND LEACH's 
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first collection of poetry. Shorelines: Three Poets was published by Fremantle Arts 

Centre Press. He won the 1995 Newcastle poetry prize. JUDY LOVITT is a writer 

who lives in Albany on the south coast of Westem Australia. PETER LUGG has an 

MA is mediaeval studies from Sydney University and is currently a hteracy tutor in 

his native Brisbane. His poems have been published in a range of papers and 

joumals. JOHN MATEER was bom. in Roodepoort, South Africa, in 1971. Since 

1984 he has been li-ving in Perth. His volume of poetry Buming Swans was published 

by Fremande Arts Centre Press in 1994. WENDY MCKENZIE has had her 

poems published in various Australian and overseas magazines. WENDY 
MORGAN lives at Eagle Heights in Queensland. KEVIN MURRAY lives in 

Balwyn, Victoria. HEATHER NEILSON teaches in the School of English at the 

Australian Defence Force Academy, Canberra. ANNE-MARIE NEWTON is 

currently undertaking Honours in Creative Writing and Cultural Theory at Curtin 

University, as well as parenting two young children. Her work has appeared or is 

forthcoming in Island, Southern Review, and Fremantle Arts Review, amongst other 

publications. VIVIENNE PLUMB was bom in Sydney and lives in New Zealand. 

Her first collection of short fiction. The Wife Who Spoke Japanese in Her Sleep was 

published last year by University of Otago Press. Her play Love Knots which won the 

1993 Bmce Mason Playwrighting Award. RICHARD ROSSITER lectures in 

English at Edith Cowan University. PHILIP SALOM is one of WA's most highly 

regarded poets who now lives in Melboume. His New and Selected Poems was 

published by Fremantle Arts Centre Press in 1988. RITA TOGNINI was bom in 

Italy and lives in Perth. She -writes poetry and short fiction and has had her work 

pubhshed in joumals and magazines locally and interstate. CHRIS WRAY is a 

lawyer and has a research interest in Australian art. 
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