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W e lcom e  to gay- e book s 2006 Boys’ Sum m e r Colle ction, a taste  of th e  dive rsity of ne w  
Australian gay fiction. Th is is th e  first of w h at w e  h ope  w ill grow  into a se rie s of 
invite d colle ctions. Lik e  its e arlie r Black W attle  h ardcopy pre de ce ssors, it fe ature s a 
m ix of k now n and ne w  w rite rs from  across Australia, as w e ll as a dive rsity of style s 
and th e m e s. 

2006 Boys’ Sum m e r Colle ction is pe rh aps raunch ie r in conte nt th an our e arlie r 
anth ologie s, th ough  not by de sign. W e  sim ply se le cte d th e  be st of w h at w as on offe r. 
Pe rh aps it’s a com m e nt on th e  tim e s th at w e  are  now  m ore  com fortable  e xploring 
our roots in print.

Th e  pare nt for th is title  is <w w w .gay- e book s.com .au> . O ur aim  is to foste r gay 
w riting in Australia, and if you h ave n't ye t visite d th e  site  w e  urge  you to do so. 
Th e re  you'll find m ore  e xam ple s of ne w  w riting and som e  arch ival m ate rials, 
including a couple  of Black W attle  ch apbook s in full. Th e re  are  also fre e  dow nloads 
from  R obe rt Tait, Ian MacNe ill, Mich ae l W e st, Gary D unne , plus th e  2006 Pe rve rse  
Ve rse  Poe try Colle ction. O ur ne xt re le ase  w ill be  a ne w  title  from  Ian MacNe ill, due  
online  in D e ce m be r.

If you're  in Sydne y on 3 Fe bruary 2007, ple ase  join us at th e  NSW  W rite rs Ce ntre  
for Pe rve rse , a pack e d day out for re ade rs and w rite rs. Pe rve rse , a Mardi Gras 
e ve nt, w ill fe ature  re adings from  th is colle ction, plus th e  popular Pe rve rse  Ve rse  
poe try pe rform ance s, and m ore . Ch e ck  our w e bsite  for m ore  inform ation. Ne w  
Mardi Gras is running th e ir Sh ort Story com pe tition again ne xt ye ar; de tails from  
<w w w .m ardigras.org.au>  or our w e bsite .

O ur th ank s to th e  m ae stro of th e  se m icolon, Brian W atson, for h is de dicate d 
proofing; and to Alistair Sutton for h is ongoing e nth usiasm  for w h at w e ’re  doing. 
O ur since re  th ank s also to th e  w rite rs for ge ne rously allow ing us to include  th e ir 
w ork  in th e  2006 Boys' Sum m e r Colle ction. W e 're  h oping th is w ill le ad to furth e r 
opportunitie s to se e  th e ir w ork  in print and on scre e n. If you'd lik e  to contact an 
auth or, ple ase  e m ail us and w e 'll pass th e  m e ssage  on. W e ’re  also inte re ste d in 
fe e dback  about th is colle ction  as w e ll as sugge stions, and inde e d subm issions, for 
our ne xt publication, a w inte r fiction colle ction. Sugge stions for a snappie r title  are  
e ve n m ore  w e lcom e .

Gary D unne  and Laurin McK innon
e nquirie s@ gay- e book s.com .au Nov 2006

mailto:enquiries@gay-ebooks.com.au
http://www.gay-ebooks.com.au
http://www.mardigras.org.au
http://www.gay-ebooks.com.au
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Alistair Sutton

Mixing it w ith  th e  big one s

Th e  be ach . H ot sand. Th e  q uick  ch ill of w ate r as 
your body bre ak s th e  surf. Brow n nubile  bodie s, 
s k in slick  w ith  suntan oil. Th e  prom ise  of se x. Th e  
be ach  is  all th at and m ore  to m e . From  a 
back ground of h igh  ach ie ve rs, I’d long be e n 
conside re d th e  fam ily fuck  up. Unlik e  m y olde r 
broth e r Dan, I ne ve r w ore  a suit, didn’t e ve n ow n 
one . Unlik e  m y fath e r I didn’t drive  a Be am e r. 
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Unlik e  m y M um …. I don’t fe e l lik e  talk ing m uch  
about h e r.

W h e n all you’re  w e aring is  a pair of sw im m e rs, 
th e  be ach  strips you back  to basics, le ve lling rank , 
role  and class. Little  w onde r I fe lt instantly at h om e  
h e re  on Bribie  Island, a conte ntm e nt I’d rare ly 
e xpe rie nce d w ith  m y uptigh t fam ily dow n in 
Brisbane . Now  alm ost th re e  ye ars late r, I’m  still 
h e re . M um  th ink s I’m  w asting m y life . I te ll h e r it’s  
m ine  to w aste  if I w ant. I w as a brigh t e nough  k id, 
but alw ays se e m e d e clipse d by Dan w h o be cam e  an 
arch ite ct lik e  Dad, and w as good at sports. Dan’s a 
dick h e ad.

As I tre k  across th e  h ot w h ite  sand, th e  only 
re fe re nce  points to a w ide r life  are  m y tow e l, m y 
sunnie s, a book . I w e ar board sh orts, ‘boardie s.’ 
O nly old guys w e ar th ose  brie f sw im m e rs th e se  
days. Don’t ge t m e  w rong, I lik e  olde r guys. A lot of 
th e  m e n I ge t off w ith  at th e  be ach  are  in th e ir 
fortie s and th at’s cool. You can te ll th e  m arrie d 
one s, e ve n w ith out ch e ck ing for th e  te ll tale  band of 
w h ite  on th e ir ring finge r. And th at’s cool too. I lik e  
th e  one s into k iss ing. It's funny h ow  tw o strange rs 
can ge t so inte nse , th e n just w alk  aw ay. Som e  don’t 
k iss. Th e y’re  th e  one s w h o th ink  a q uick  
anonym ous blow job w ith  anoth e r guy doe sn’t m e an 
th e y’re  q ue e r, as long as th e y don’t k iss  you. I gue ss 
rim m ing doe sn’t count. It doe sn’t w orry m e  e ith e r 
w ay. It adds varie ty and it’s  not as if I w ant to se e  
any of th e m  again.

Brandon m y be st frie nd lik e s olde r guys too, but 
e ve n olde r th an w h at I go for. H e  de libe rate ly se e k s  
out th e  olde st guys on th e  be ach , claim ing th at 
m inus th e ir false  te e th  th e y give  th e  be st blow  jobs. 
H e  m ay be  righ t, but our taste s diffe r e nough  th at 
th e  one s h e  finds attractive , I don’t. So it’s  h ard to 
com pare . A young guy m igh t am ble  along and I’d 
im m e diate ly be  k e e n to lure  h im  off to th e  bush e s. 
Brandon just sniffs and te lls m e  I’m  ‘age ist’. I k now  
I’ll be  old one  day, but th at’s a long w ay off and in 
th e  m e antim e  I don’t w ant to w orry too m uch  about 
th e  future . It's sum m e r, th e  w ate r’s  w arm  and th e  
boys are  w arm e r.

Today I’m  alone  and grate ful for it. Th e  de se rte d 
be ach , fam iliar e nough , allow s m e  tim e  to ch ill out. 
Aw ay from  th e  de m ands of oth e rs, it’s  th e  pe rfe ct 
distraction. Cutting th rough  th e  bre ak e rs as I body 
surf, th e  w ate r cle ars m y h e ad of last nigh t’s dope  
and be e r. Th e  bre e ze  q uick ly drie s  th e  salt on m y 
sk in as I find a prote cte d stre tch  of sand to lie  dow n. 
I h ave  a fe w  ch oice  spots w h ich  afford an 
uninte rrupte d vie w  of th e  be ach  and any pote ntial 
fle sh  approach ing.

I m ove d to Bribie  afte r m e e ting Lance , at th e  be ach . 
I w as tw e nty-one . W e ’d h ad se x im m e diate ly. As 
you do. Not e ve n both e ring to find sh ade , out in th e  
m idday sun, our h ot sw e aty bodie s colliding in a 
tangle  of suntan lotion, sw e at and cum . Th e  
m e m ory e xh ilarate s still. O ur bond de e p and 

q uick ly ce m e nte d. I th re w  in m y job, h e ade d north  
and m ove d in w ith  h im . M um  re acte d as if I h ad 
be e n abducte d by a pae doph ile .

“I’m  ove r e igh te e n M um !” I sh oute d at h e r.
“You’re  a ch ild, Ph ilip! W h at w ill you do for a 

living? Don’t th ink  your fath e r and I w ill support 
you. M ax, say som e th ing!”

“Le ave  m e  out of it, D e irdre ,” Dad grouch e d at h e r, 
alre ady tire d of th e  argum e nt.

But e arning m y k e e p w as alre ady tak e n care  of. 
Lance , be side s be ing h ung lik e  a h orse , ow ns an 
Italian re staurant at Bribie . Not only did I h ave  a 
place  to go, but a love r and a job line d up as w e ll. 
W ay too conve nie nt. 

Tim e  brings ch ange s. Lance  re ally doe s lik e  th e m  
young, I adm it rue fully. I’m  th re e  ye ars olde r and I 
re alise  h is  de sire  for m e  fade d im pe rce ptibly as our 
frie ndsh ip gre w . I tak e  it in m y stride . I’ve  de ve lope d 
a love  of cook ing and progre sse d from  k itch e n h and 
to ch e f, practically running th at side  of th ings at th e  
re staurant. Life ’s  good. 

I go to th e  be ach  m ost days, as th e  re staurant only 
ope ns nigh ts. Lance  could h ave  done  a lot w ith  th e  
place , but w ork  ge ts in th e  w ay of h is  h obbie s. 
Fuck ing and ge tting h igh . I lik e  m y routine  of w ak ing 
late , h itting th e  be ach  in m y old clappe d out car, 
h aving a nap, a joint and a w ank  in th e  afte rnoon 
be fore  h e ading into th e  re staurant. It’s a routine  
w h ich  h ardly ch ange d from  w h e n Lance  and I w e re  
se riously going out to w h e n w e  stoppe d fuck ing and I 
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m ove d into th e  sle e pout.
Th is suite d m e  as it gave  m e  m y ow n space  in 

Lance ’s  untidy bungalow . Appropriating th e  oth e r 
spare  room  for m y cloth e s and sound syste m , I 
rigge d th e  spe ak e rs up be h ind sh e lve s and plants. I 
ne ve r dre am t of going back  to Brisbane . If I w ante d 
a bre ak  I h e ade d up to Coolum  and staye d in a 
caravan. Th e  be at ne xt to th e  surf club use d to w ork  
a tre at, but don’t w aste  your tim e  th e re  now .

Lance  discourage d m y little  trips aw ay only 
be cause  it m e ant h e  h ad to go back  and w ork  in th e  
k itch e n at th e  re staurant. But h e  k ne w  h e  w as onto 
a good th ing w ith  m e . W e  both  w e re . Bribie  h as one  
oth e r advantage . M um  h ate s it and ne ve r visits. As I 
said, life  w as good.

*  *  * *

I don’t ow n a surfboard, but I love  surfie s. Brandon 
re ck ons surfie s, straigh t or gay, are  just ‘fuck  
m ach ine s ’. If th e y’re  h orny and you’re  around, just 
e njoy th e  ride ! I alw ays m ak e  sure  I carry condom s 
as som e  of th e se  surfie  dude s w ould stick  it into 
anyth ing. I love  be ing fuck e d, but I don’t w ant to 
die  from  it.

I saw  one  guy re gularly, afte r Lance  and I calle d 
it q uits. I forge t h is  re al nam e , but I’ll ne ve r forge t 
th e  m om e nt I lock e d e ye s on h im . A blond vision 
stum bling dow n th e  path , surfboard unde r h is  arm , 
e ye s h idde n by re fle ctor sunnie s. I traile d h is  

footste ps to th e  sh ore line , e xpe rie ncing th e  fam iliar 
adre nalin rush  from  th e  ch ase . I h ad to h ave  h im . 

Starting a conve rsation w as e asy once  w e ’d be e n 
dum pe d by th e  sam e  w ave . R acing h im  off to th e  
sand h ills w as e ve n e asie r. Accide ntal m e e tings 
le ading to re pe at pe rform ance s w e re  ne ve r a 
proble m , once  I’d susse d out h is  w ork  sch e dule . H e  
w as too uptigh t to pre -arrange  a se ss ion, ye t h e  
alw ays m anage d to le t m e  k now  w h e n h e ’d be  back . 
H is  surprise  w h e n I’d m ate rialize  from  be h ind a 
sand dune  alw ays se e m e d ge nuine , de spite  th e  
fre q ue ncy of th e se  e ncounte rs. I allow e d h im  th is  
fantasy, ne ve r re ve aling th e  h ours I’d spe nd w aiting 
to se e  h is  ble ach e d h air and le an brow n body appe ar 
in th e  distance  as h e  tre k k e d up th e  be ach .

H e  lik e d be ing fuck e d w h ich  is  ok ay. I gave  h im  
som e th ing h is  girlfrie nd couldn’t. I’d e at out h is  
pe rfe ct h airle ss crack  th e n fe e d in m y sh aft, 
ce ntim e tre  by ce ntim e tre .

“Ye ah , k e e p going, m ate ,” h e ’d e ncourage . W h e n 
I’d finally got it all th e  w ay in I’d pum p h im  in long 
e asy strok e s, re ach ing round to fondle  h is  big 
e ngorge d tool. H e ’d cum  in sh udde ring grunts as I’d 
run m y finge rs th rough  h is  fine  blond h air. I le arnt 
on th e  grape vine  th at h is  nick nam e  at th e  surf club 
w as Grunt. I w onde re d if th e  boys k ne w  h ow  apt th e  
tag w as. I be t a fe w  did. H e ’d spin out on a guilt trip 
afte r se x, not e ve n stopping to sm ok e  a joint of 
w h ich  Lance  h ad an e ndle ss supply.

“Stay a w h ile ,” I’d say, just w anting to ch ill out.

“Nah , m ate . I’ve  got to m ix it w ith  th e  big one s,” 
h e ’d answ e r, gazing out at th e  oce an. I alw ays 
w onde re d if h e  w as th ink ing of th e  w ave s or th e  
oth e r surfie s.

Try as I could to e m path ise , I could ne ve r 
com pre h e nd th e  de pth s of h is  angst. W h y ch oose  to 
live  lik e  th at?

“Conditioning,” Brandon w ould e xplain ove r a rum  
and cok e . I gue ss h e ’s  righ t.

Th e re  w as th is  oth e r guy Tim , w h o I m e t one  
w e e k day on th e  de se rte d surf be ach . I w as tire d from  
w ork , trying to snooze  and, for once , not traw ling th e  
bush e s  for action. H e  w as an e ye ful, h is  pale  flaw le ss 
sk in ill suite d to th e  h arsh  Que e nsland sun. H e  
k isse d lik e  an ange l. H is  probing tongue  w arm , soft 
and w e t. H is  pink  lips, crack e d by sunburn, w e re  full 
and se nsuous. W e  w e nt out for a w h ile  but it w as 
ve ry one  s ide d. H e  w as too paranoid to give  m e  h is  
num be r and h e  didn’t h ave  e m ail. So h e ’d ring out of 
th e  blue , ofte n on nigh ts w h e n I w as w ork ing. O th e r 
nigh ts w h e n I’d be  h om e , noth ing. H e ’d only call on 
nigh ts h e ’d w ant to com e  ove r. H ot w ith  de sire . But 
h e  w asn’t a prick , just re ally sh y I th ink . I w as 
re ading th at book  ‘Te nde r is  th e  Nigh t’, its brooding 
im age ry som e h ow  e vocative  of Tim .

O ne  M onday nigh t w h e n th e  re staurant w as close d, I 
borrow e d th e  k e y and cook e d h im  dinne r. Sitting in 
th e  e m pty room , th e  candle  splutte ring in its bottle  
(Lance  h as a ve ry ge ne ric se nse  of de corating), w e  
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h e ld h ands and ate  m y risotto w ith  fork s.
“You do e ve ryth ing so nice .” Tim  sm ile d, th e  ligh t 

pooling in h is  e ye s. W ith  h im  it w as m ore  th an just 
se x and I th ink  th at frigh te ne d both  of us. H e  m ove d 
from  Caboolture  to Caloundra, but it h ardly m ade  
any diffe re nce  to our infre q ue nt e ncounte rs. At one  
stage  h e  bough t a brigh t re d station w agon w h ich  h e  
took  ch ildish  de ligh t in. H e  rang a fe w  tim e s w h e n I 
w as busy and I couldn’t se e  h im . Th e n one  nigh t 
Tim  rang and I w as s ick . I th ink  h e  th ough t I w asn't 
inte re ste d anym ore .

“Just give  m e  som e  w arning,” I ple ade d.
But h e  stoppe d ringing and it re ally cut m e  up. I 

ne ve r saw  h im  again. Lance  did h is  be st to ch e e r m e  
up. W e  e ve n starte d fuck ing again for a bit. It w asn’t 
th e  sam e  as be fore  th ough  and I le arnt one  gre at 
rule  in life . Ne ve r go back . I re alise d in th ose  
e nsuing m onth s th at it h ad be e n Tim , not Lance , 
w h o’d taugh t m e  th e  m e aning of love .

Spring turns to sum m e r. I’ve  starte d grow ing m y 
h air long at th e  back  w h ich  Lance  dislik e s. Th e  
be ach  be ck ons, e ve n in m y dre am s. I lik e  h ow  it 
constantly ch ange s, th e  sands sh ifting w ith  th e  
tide s, th e  e m bank m e nts building and re ce ding. 
Se e m ingly pe rm ane nt, but e ph e m e ral in re ality. It’s 
not its ph ysical allure  th at capture s m y im agination, 
rath e r som e th ing de e pe r. I can’t e xplain it. 
Countle ss sum m e r days? Th e  h ot glare  re fle cting off 
th e  sand? Sw e at be ading m y brow ? H ours spe nt in a 
sle e py torpor punctuate d by inte nse  e ncounte rs of 

anonym ous se x... O nly re ce ntly h ave  I se nse d a 
late nt re stle ssne ss in m yse lf. I’ve  be e n unable  to 
ide ntify its source , nor h ave  I be e n able  to 
e xtinguish  it.

I don’t w ant to k now  w h at’s around th e  corne r, 
th at w ould be  w ay too scary. I ch e ck  m y w atch . 
Alm ost tim e  to h e ad back  to th e  car. I h ave n’t 
gotte n off, but th at’s ok ay. Abse ntly I conside r 
h aving a w ank , but m y sh ift at th e  re staurant starts 
soon. Th e re ’s  alw ays tom orrow  and th e  e m pty w e e k  
stre tch ing ah e ad. I trudge  re luctantly back  tow ards 
th e  car park . Th e  be ach  a th in strip, h igh  tide . If I 
h urry I sh ould h ave  tim e  to ch e ck  out th e  sh ow e r 
block  up th e  road.

I te ll m yse lf I’m  not lone ly.

© 2006 Alistair Sutton
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Ian MacNe ill -  D iary of Pe rcival Ge raint

Th e  follow ing transcript of se le cte d ite m s from  Pe rcival Ge raint's diary utilise s m ode rn spe llings and 
punctuation in an atte m pt to re nde r th e  docum e nt as acce ssible  as possible . Th e  transcript w as unde rtak e n to 
bring to ligh t an aspe ct of Australia's colonial past about w h ich  th e re  is  little  e vide nce . Furth e r, w h at e vide nce  
e xists h as ofte n be e n de libe rate ly occlude d. It w as fe lt th at Ge raint inte nde d to le ave  a re cord of e xpe rie nce s 
w h ich  w e re  im portant to h im  and w h ich  h e  fe lt m igh t be  of im portance  to oth e rs. It is  in th is  spirit th at th e  
follow ing transcription w as unde rtak e n.

Th e  Docum e nt
Th e  m s of th e  Ge raint Diary  w as uncove re d in 19 79  
w h e n th e  floor boards of a sm all cottage  in 
Darlingh urst, an inne r suburb of Sydne y, w e re  
tak e n up for re novation. 
Th e  ow ne r of th e  h ouse  h e ld th e  Ge raint Diary for 
th e  ne xt e igh te e n ye ars. H e  offe re d it to se ve ral 
sch olars for pe rusal. All  found it live ly, only one  
conside re d it containe d m ate rial of gre at 
significance . 
O n th e  re com m e ndation of th e  disse nting sch olar, 
Ge raint's Diary w as purch ase d by a private  colle ctor 
upon th e  de ath  of th e  discove re r.  
Th e  diary re m ains in th e se  private  h ands, th e  
follow ing transcriptions are  publish e d w ith  h is  
pe rm ission.

Th e  Auth or
Th ank s to th e  w ork  of re se arch e r M arilyn Le ak e y, 
D e partm e nt of H istory, Ch ish olm  Unive rsity, a 

surprising am ount is  k now n about Pe rcival Ge raint. 
Th e  nam e  sugge sts W e lsh  ance stry and inde e d h is  
re cord de scribe s h im  as h aving be e n appre ntice d to 
a Mr. H ugh e  Jone s  e s q. th us substantiating th e  W e lsh  
association. H ugh  Jone s w as a pe w te r founde r and 
turne r of Claypit Fie ld ne ar w h at is  now  Tunbridge  
W e lls, outside  of London.
Pe rcival Ge raint w as convicte d in 1787 of 'nick ing', 
th at is  tak ing flak e s of valuable  m e tal from  obje cts 
se nt to h is  m aste r for re pair and re placing th e m  
w ith  m e tal of infe rior value  −  such  as patch ing gold 
w ith  brass, or silve r w ith  tin. H e  w as se nte nce d to 
fourte e n ye ars transportation on th is  ch arge .
Pe rcival Ge raint probably survive d e igh te e n m onth s 
in a h ulk  on th e  Th am e s be fore  voyaging to Botany 
Bay on board th e  Scarborough  in 1789  as part of th e  
infam ous Se cond Fle e t −  infam ous for th e  crue l 
de privations inflicte d on th e  transporte d convicts in 
th e  cause  of m ak ing a gre ate r profit for th ose  w h o 

com m ande d th e  sh ips.
Th e  Se cond Fle e t w as also notorious for th e  
'de pravitie s' w h ich  be cam e  part of sh ipboard life .
As w e  se e  from  th e  first e ntry offe re d h e re , Ge raint 
contribute s to th is  notorie ty w h ich  h aunte d 
Australian h istory until th e  re ce nt past w h e n one  
could at last adm it to h aving a convict ance stor and 
se xuality be cam e  a m atte r of public discourse .
Pe rcival Ge raint's sk ills w e re  q uick ly re cognise d in 
th e  spraw ling sq ualor of e arly Sydne y and h e  w as 
e m ploye d in th e  m anufacture  and re pair of pre cision 
instrum e nts, sw ords, m e dals and oth e r ce re m onial 
arte facts as w e ll as th e  je w e lry re q uire d by th e  R um  
Corps office rs, soldie rs and th e ir ladie s. By th e  tim e  
of Gove rnor M acq uarie  h e  w as an e stablish e d and 
re spe cte d pe rsonage  w ith  h is  ow n th riving busine ss 
pre m ise s  in th e  are a just be h ind w h at is  now  th e  
Custom s H ouse  M use um  at Circular Quay.
Ian M acNe ill



w w w .gay- e book s.com .au
boys’ sum m e r   collection

2006

February 179 3February 179 3
Com ing h om e  from  ch urch  w as  nodde d to by Corporal 
T. Th is  is  th e  first tim e  th e  fellow  h as  ack now ledge d 
m e. H ow  h igh  am  I now  in th e  w orld. And I k now  h im  
ins ide  out from  th e  sw e e te ne d nigh ts  on th at stink ing 
pail, th e  Scarborough . W e  w h o survive d are  bound 
foreve r as  broth e rs , m ute  th ough  w e  m ay be  as  to our 
stratagem s. H e  is  h igh  now  in th is  land, h igh e r th an a 
great lord at h om e , a duk e  of Sydne y Tow n, clos e  to th e  
Major Governor (Grose ) w h o h as  h im s elf ris e n ove r 
th os e  w h o m ade  h im  ris e . All h ave  h e ard h e  gave  h is  
bastards  on Norfolk  Island a ch riste ning and th ink  th e  
bette r of h im  for it. Th e re  is  w ors e  th an both  th ough  
th e y say th e y play clean. S told m e  ove r a cup th at 
th e re  is  talk  th at life  at Norfolk  is  all pick  and h oe , afte r 
suns et and lock -up it is  to w ork  am ongst th e  fruit and 
flow e rs  and m any is  th e  plot.

Septem ber 179 3
W as  called to Parram atta to re pair som e  clock s  for 
Captain M. Mrs  M  gave  m e  a good suppe r of roast 
m utton and potato and dire cte d a s h e ph e rd to s h ow  m e  

m y sle e ping. No m ore  th an s evente e n, h e  k ne w  h ow  to 
pasture  a ram  for th e  nigh ts , th ras h ing th e  straw  for 
any loos e  s e e d so w e  m igh t lie  com fortable.

D ecem ber 179 3
Adde d m y te nor to th e  carols sung in th e  ne w  ch urch  
w h e re  th e  ladie s  claim  th e y catch  cold becaus e  th e y h ave  
no pane s  in th e  w indow s. I took  no cold for it w as  a ve ry 
w arm  nigh t and a frie ndly lad, th e  son of J w h o h as  h is  
plot out Toongabbie , offe re d to s e e  m e  safely past th e  
Barrack s  w ith  h is  lante rn. R elie f w as  offe re d as  w e  took  
our w ay th rough  th e  s h rubbe ry on th e  h ill th e re . H e  
w ante d th e  candle  out and I w as  w illing to oblige. Lord 
k now s  w h at dange rs  w e re  k e pt at bay by h is  stout w ay 
w ith  a staff th ick  as  a h aw s e r and k notte d lik e  one . Yet 
m y h ands  felt it sm ooth  as  th e y ran its  length . W e  took  
our w ay th rough  a sm all gully. Young J, th ough  a 
country lad, is  often aw ay from  h is  fath e r's  farm . H e  
k now s  th e  bye  w ays  of th is  tow n and w h e re  to find th e  
m anne rs  th at suit h im  and all th e  nook s  and crannie s  I 
can sw e ar. Th e  h auling of th e  plough  it m ust h ave  be e n 
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th at gave  h im  th os e  s h oulde rs  and th e  rum p of a draft 
h ors e . Even w ith  th e  candle  out I could look  ove r th e  
m any parts  of h im  for h e  is  a rounde d one  and th ough  
not polite  sm ooth  as  s ilk .

H e  said h e  h ad no place  to stay for h is  fath e r's  frie nds  
w e re  drunk e n and h e  could not abide  th em  th at nigh t. 
Som e  do not k now  th e ir obligations  even at Ch ristm as  
and it w as  left to m e  to offe r s h elte r. 

Young J left afte r bre ak fast, ve ry jolly and full of prais e . 
Even in th is  unGodly place  one  m ay find grace  th e  
m ore  deligh tful for be ing unexpecte d.

February 179 5
It could be  a ve ry good ye ar th ough  a fire  brok e  out 
nearby and burnt a flock  of ch ick e n and a pair of fine  
ge e s e  pe nne d by a foolis h  individual so th e y could not 
run to s h elte r from  it. It is  not a sm all los s  as  m any go 
h ungry and th e  Corps  k e e p th e  salt pork  for th em s elve s. 
Th e re  is  no be e f. A ve s s el is  due  from  Calcutta and all 
look  for it. I w as  s e nt to th e  south  H e ad h uts  to re pair a 
glas s. Th e  salt air h ad e rode d th e  bras s  cas ing and th e  
leath e r h ad loos e ne d and w as  th re atening to let th e  
glas s  fall. I w as  s e nt in th e  gove rnm ent sch oone r and a 
h e arty das h  w e  m ade  from  th e  Cove , tack ing acros s  th e  
h arbour th is  w ay and th at until w e  re ach e d th e  
s e ttlem ent w h e re  th e  soldie rs  stay to k e e p w atch  and 
guard against buccane e rs  and w h o k now s  from  th e  
h igh  s e as. Th e y look  out for any convicts  foolis h  
e nough  to try to e scape  th ough  th os e  w h o h ave  trie d 

h ave  be e n caugh t m is e rable  and las h e d.

T an Iris h  m an, re bel m ay be , took  m e  in th e  s k iff th e y 
k e e p th e re  ove r to th e  north  H e ad w h e re  th e re  are  som e  
fe w  soldie rs  guarding ove r th e  team  th e re  w h o labour to 
m ak e  an obelis k  so th at th e  pilot can guide  th e  s h ips  in. 
H e  saile d lik e  a fie nd talk ing and laugh ing in h is  Iris h  
w ay all th e  tim e  and w e  w e re  soon th e re  w h e re  h e  w as  
gre ete d by all w h o k ne w  h im  w ell. Soon w e  w e re  given 
a pannik in and T took  m e  off into th e  fore st to s h ow  m e  
w h e re  th e  Native s  h ad th e ir h ovels  and said Benelong 
w as  k ing of all th e  are a and not to be  afraid for w e  
w e re  ve ry safe . It w as  h ot so h e  said h e  w ould tak e  h is  
s h irt off and h e  w as  th e w e d lik e  a stallion th ough  no 
th orough bre d. W e  d id not find th e  Native  village  but T 
said h e  d id not care  m uch  as  h e  lik e d to dally in th e  
fore st and w e  w e re  not e xpecte d back  so soon, th e  
soldie rs  and m e n h aving to sow  th e ir crop and w e  
m igh t look  to do th e  sam e  if w e  ch os e .

H e  stretch e d h im s elf out on th e  ground and s h ow e d 
h im s elf to h ave  th e  taste s  of a lady all care ful and nice  
but h e  bellow e d w h e n h e  got to k now  you lik e  so m any 
w h o give  th em s elve s  sw agge ring airs. I told h im  th e  
people  in Sydne y Cove  w ould th ink  th e y w e re  h e aring 
th e  lost cattle  and h e  laugh e d and h is  blue  e ye s  
tw ink le d in th e  Iris h  w ay.

W h e n w e  returne d to th e  w ork  party th e  m e n as k e d T if 
h e 'd found th e  le e k  h e  w as  look ing for and h e  said, all 
e ye s  spark ling w ith  w ink s  and nodding, ‘To be  sure .’ I 
said, ‘D id not you h e ar h im  s inging w ith  th e  pleasure  of 

it?’ Th e y w ante d us  to stay and h elp becaus e  th e y said 
th e ir tools ne e de d m y s k ills but T said w e  m ust return or 
th e  Corporal w ould be  claim ing w e  w e re  planning to do 
a bolt. And to be  sure  you are , said one.

Th e y w e re  a jolly lot, soldie rs  and m e n and w h o w ould 
h ave  believe d such  h igh  spirits  alone  th e re  in th e ir sm all 
cam p on th e  north  H e ad?

Th e y h ad no vegetable s  to s h are  w ith  us  for noth ing 
w ould grow  w ell so near th e  s e a th e re  and th e y w e re  
re duce d to e ating peas  (‘pe ase ’ - drie d pe as se rve d as a 
m ash ) and fis h , for th e ir rice  h ad all long gone. Th e y 
gave  us  oyste rs  to tak e  back  for th e y are  ve ry tasty on 
th at s h ore .

T said h e  k ne w  w h at th e y w e re  good for and th is  w as  
w ell rece ive d e spe cially as  h e  h ad brough t som e  dah l 
(?‘dh oll’) w h ich  th e y w e re  so h ungry for not h aving 
bre ad, nor flour to m ak e  it.

T said I m ust lie  w ith  h im  th at nigh t for w h o k ne w  w h at 
dange rs  th e re  w e re  abounding on th e  south  H e ad, th e re  
could be  pirate s  cre e ping in from  Batavia w ay or 
Am e rican w h ale rs , a rough  cre w , or Native s  prow ling 
or runaw ays  or even gh osts  but h e  began to scare  
h im s elf so stoppe d h is  Iris h  story m ak ing.

I told h im  h e  m ust be  quie te r or h e  w ould rais e  th e  
spirits  and th is  w as  e fficacious  for th ough  h e  m oane d 
som e w h at it w as  not such  th at w ould w ak e  anyone  not 
liste ning. H e  s h ow e d h im s elf various , saying I s h ould 
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try s e ttling quiet m ys elf and for all th at h e  w as  w ild 
Iris h  h e  k ne w  h ow  to fine s s e  any Lady of th is  land and 
h ad th e  paw s  and pole  for it. Altogeth e r h e  w as  w ell 
proportione d but a fine  w h ale r h e  w ould m ak e  for th e  
h arpoon once  in w ould not slip e as ily out. T says  h e  
w ill look  for m e  w h e n h e  returns  from  h is  tim e  w ith  th e  
w ork  gang at th e  south  H e ad.

May 179 6
Th e  Governor (H unte r) no less  as k e d m e  to se e  h im  w h en 
I w ent to th e  (?Gove rnm e nt) H ouse  to tak e  som e  orders 
regarding th e  m ach inery of a m ill at th e  H aw k e sbury 
settlem ent to grind th e  m aize  th at th e  (land) h olders are  
now  producing th ere. H is  Excellency stood m e  in h is  office  
privately and ask e d m e  to look  carefully at th e  w ork s  th e re  
and to se e  if th e re  are  m istak e s  in building and to w atch  
for any stills for h e  fears th ey m igh t be  injuring th e ir 
h ealth  w ith  bad rum  and th at it ne eds  careful stilling if it 
is  not to be  near to poison.

I as s e nte d for w h at els e  could I? I k now  noth ing about 
farm ing or m illing and am  not sure  w h y I am  to look  at 
th e  m ill for it cannot be  m uch  lik e  a clock  or com pas s. 
All h e ar th e  storie s  about th e  ce rem onie s  pe rform e d 
along th e  H aw k e s bury. Th e  people  h ave  be com e  
savage s  and e ngage  in unbridled lice nce. I do not w is h  
to go as  th e  w inds  are  strong and th ough  I am  to go in 
th e  fam ous  ‘Cum be rland’ (th e  be st boat in th e  colony) 
I h ave  no relis h  for th e  ope n s e a. H is  Excellency said I 
w as  to go in th at ve s s el and not pursue  a journe y on 
land from  Parram atta w h ich  is  now  pos s ible.

As  w e  m ade  th rough  th e  H e ads  I rem em be re d m y stay 
th e re  w ith  m y frie nd T now  a supe rvisor at Port 
Steph e ns , God w atch  ove r h im  in th at dange rous  place.

A young lad took  up station at th e  ste rn and w h e n I 
re ste d th e re  told m e  to look  be ne ath  th e  w ave s  for th e re  
w as  a great s h ark  pursuing us  and a m an h ad to 
w atch  clos ely to s e e  for it w as  m onstrous  cunning and 
h id alw ays  in th e  s h adow  of th e  ve s s el. H e  said if any 
w e re  to slip th e y w ould be  devoure d and th at if I felt 
righ t I w ould k now  th e  be ast nudging th e  unde rs ide  
w ith  its  great h e ad h oping to dislodge  one.

H e  is  one  of m any w ith  m ind ups et by th e  te rrors  and 
de privations  of th e  journe y out and w ill lik ely neve r 
re cove r h is  w its  e ntirely unle s s  h e  finds  pe ace  w ith  
th os e  h e  w as  be ing s e nt to w ork  th e  land for on th e  
H aw k e s bury.

O ur e ntry into th e  rive r m outh  from  Pittw ate r ne arly 
proved h im  righ t for th e  tide  w as  w rong and w e  w e re  
buffete d by a great round w ave  lik e  a pipe  m any m ile s  
long and h igh  as  a m an. 

W e  slept on board th at nigh t and h e  cam e  to m e  and 
said h e  h ad learne d I w as  an instrum ent m an and 
k ne w  th e  m eth ods  of re pair, w ould I re pair h is  
instrum ent for som e  m e n w ante d to k now  th e  w ork ings  
th e re of. I com plie d yet th ink  not m y s k ill w ould e ffect a 
lasting balance. Poor lad, I fe ar h e  ne e ds  m ore  re pair 
th an th is  dam ne d place  is  lik ely to provide .

(H e re  follow s a de scription of th e  farm s and w ork s 
Ge raint obse rve d during h is  stay at th e  H aw k e sbury 
se ttle m e nt).

Th e  s e ttlers  h eld a subscription to give  th os e  of us  from  
th e  ‘Cum be rland’ a banquet for som e  w e re  returning 
w ith  us  and som e  h ad m ade  th em s elve s  popular during 
th e ir te n days  h e re . Not m uch  food w as  subscribe d or 
th e y follow  th e  Sydne y fas h ion and do not cons ide r th e  
e ating an im portant part of th e  banquet. Toasts  w e re  all 
of th e  ce rem ony and soon th e y w e re  neglecte d, a m e rcy 
as  th e y w e re  be com e  te dious. Som e  did taste  of th e  
w allaby tail soup w h ich  w as  e nrich e d w ith  th e  
vegetable s  th e y grow  w ell h e re  for th e  soil is  e xcellent 
be caus e  of th e  flooding w h ich  caus e d so m uch  trouble  
h e re . And I ate  fow l and m utton w h ich  w as  w ell roaste d 
in th e  b ig oven. Th e  dancing w as  not elegant but ve ry 
lively and I notice d m y young frie nd from  th e  
‘Cum be rland’ h ad m ade  h im s elf com fortable , w h e th e r 
w ith  grog or agre e able  m anne rs  I k now  not. H e  cam e  
and w ink e d and as k e d m e  to dance  but w as  spirite d 
aw ay by a las s  w h o I obs e rve d pus h e d h im  at h e r 
h usband w h ile  s h e  w e nt w ild w ith  a soldie r w h o w as  to 
stay w ith  th e  corps  th e re . It s e em s  th e re  are  ne w  w ays  in 
th is  ne w  w orld and m y young frie nd m igh t find h im s elf 
at peace  if h e  is  not too floode d w ith  th e  rive r and th e  
rum  and th e  w ild tim e s  are  m atch e d w ith  quie t (th e  
h e igh t of th e  H aw k e sbury flood of 179 5 h ad tak e n th e  
ne w  se ttle rs by surprise ). For it is  w ondrous  peace ful 
by th e  rive r and th e re  is  m uch  abundance  of th e  th ings  
of life  w h ich  are  salutary. I took  m ys elf aw ay e arly for 
m y eve ry th ough t w as  for th e  voyage  tom orrow  and I d id 
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not w is h  to be  indispos e d during it. I saw  no still for so 
I s h all tell H is  Excellency.

Pe rcival Ge raint w as aw arde d a conditional pardon 
th e  ne xt ye ar (a re w ard for spying on th e  
H aw k e sbury se ttle rs?). H e  m arrie d R h oda 
Coulth re d at th e  sam e  tim e  (a condition of h is  
pardon?). H e  applie d h im se lf now   to th e  
m anufacture  and re pair of je w e lry and pre cision 
instrum e nts from  a w ork sh op.

Augus t 179 8
Th e  boy is  forw arding h im s elf I h e ar by tak ing on 
som e  w ork  of h is  ow n outs ide  th e  s h op. I h ope  h e  doe s  
not tak e  on m ore  th an h e  can e ffect for th ough  h e  h as  
applie d h im s elf w ell and learnt m uch  th at I h ave  to 
offe r h im , h e  is  not e ntirely capable  th ough  fancie s  
h im s elf so. H e  cam e  to m e  a not so pink  and w h ite  as  a 
ros e  for th e y do not grow  w ell in th is  clim e , m ore  lik e  a 
tige r lily w ith  h is  R ock s  airs  (th e  R ock s is  now  a 
tourist are a im m e diate ly to th e  w e st of Circular 
Quay; in Ge raint's day and w e ll into th e  last 
ce ntury it w as infam ous for gangs and crim e ). I took  
h im  on a w h im , not k now ing if h e  w ould rob m e , or 
 prove  so unsteady as  to be  us ele s s  but m y gue s s  w as  
good and h e  staye d orde rly be caus e  h e  w ante d to rais e  
a s k ill in h im  and th e n found h e  inde e d h ad a love  of 
th e  trade  w h ich  is  d ifficult and not for th e  im patie nt 
one. H is  dark  e ye  burnt unde r h is  solde re d brow s  and 
h is  h air flick e d round h is  ne ck . H e  m ust h ave  Lascar 
(Indian) blood th rough  h is  m oth e r out nigh ts  in th os e  

stre ets  w h e re  th e  vis iting sailors  roam  on s h ore . H e  is  
quie t lik e  th em , brooding so a m an doe s  not k now  w h at 
h e  th ink s  but as  h e  blos som e d tow ards  m anh ood and 
gre w  to k now  h is  place  w as  safe  h e re , laugh e d m ore  
and w h istled and sang h is  songs  and som etim e s  clappe d 
a sailors  dance  w h ich  w as  a pretty s igh t to s e e  am ongst 
th e  sm ok y th ings  about. H e  plays  m y pleasure  
som etim e s  by rolling h is  w alk  and sm ile s  and laugh s  
w h e n h e  s e e s  m e  look ing at h im . I am  proved a good 
judge  by h is  developm ent.

March  179 9
G agre e d to th e  picnic trip to m ark  th e  Easte r e nd and 
w e  w e nt out past th e  R us h cutte rs  bay and on past 
s eve ral of th e  oth e r bays  until w e  found a spot w h e re  
Captain Dennett h as  h is  garde ns  and pasture  th at 
pleas e d us. Th e  bas k e t R h oda h ad provide d us  w ith  
pleas e d us  and I told G I w as  in th e  m ood to be  pleas e d 
by a fine  lunch . H e  said w e  s h ould find s h elte r for th e  
num be r of s k iffs  on th e  h arbour w as  ne ar be yond belie f 
for such  a sm all place  as  th is. W e  s e ttled be h ind a great 
rock  and I place d m y h and on th e  pack e d fruit and felt 
it grow  a loaf. I th e n d id unbutton th e  napk in and told 
G h e  ne e de d air afte r all th at w ork  and I w ould pe el th e  
fruit for h is  re fre s h m e nt. 

Th e  brow n tube r taste d be st w h e n suck e d straigh t and I 
said all it ne e de d w as  a little  cream  to be  in eve ry w ay 
pe rfect w h ich  sally s e em e d to pleas e  G w ell for h e  soon 
e nough  oblige d.

Late r h e  w ante d som e  e xe rcis e  and I quippe d, ‘W e  h ave  
no h ors e .‘ ‘No m atte r,’ said h e , ‘I’ll find som eth ing els e  to 
ride .’ And th ough  h e  m ay h ave  not spe nt m uch  tim e  in 
th e  saddle , h e  s h ow e d h e  could ride  w ith  vigour. I 
believe d I saw  h is  rum ps  bouncing and s que e zing and 
w h e n I bre e ch e d th e  poll leane d back  and felt th e  young 
spuds  and true  th e y w e re  sm ooth  and incline d to be  large  
th ough  th e  s e ason is  just begun.

O n th e  w ay tow ards  h om e  th e  boy w ante d yet m ore  but I 
said th e  appre ntice  s h ould not ove rw ork  th e  m an.
  
Late r th at ye ar Ge raint w as grante d 25 acre s at 
Libe rty Plains (th e  Concord/H om e bush  are a of 
today) but continue d to live  in Sydne y. W e  finish  h is  
story w ith  an account of a race  ball h e  gave  at th is  
s ite  w h e re  h e  built a villa. Th e  land w as give n ove r to 
m ark e t garde ns and orch ards and Ge raint m ust h ave  
e m ploye d a num be r of pe ople  to w ork  it.

October 1802
Th e  k ing w h o is  now  Governor (King w as th e  nam e  of 
th e  Gove rnor) h im s elf w ould h ave  e njoye d th e  spe ctacle  
of so m any brak e s  and fine  h ors e s  and w e nch e s  and lads  
w h o cam e  out on th e  drays  to partak e  of th e  cele bration I 
provide d to m ark  th e  beginning of th e  ne w  field w h ich  I 
am  to put to cattle  unde r th e  ne w  m an w h o says  th e  
m ilk e rs  w ill do w ell h e re  and th e  m ark et is  good as  th e  
tow n grow s  prodigiously. I told th e  lads  and m e n any 
w h o felt th e  urge  could gallop th e ir m are s  in form ation 
and w e  h ad som e  m us icians  to k e e p th e  m easure .

Ian MacNe ill -  D iary of Pe rcival Ge raint
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R h oda and h e r frie nd Mrs  R  now  grow n fine  in th e  
w orld de spite  beginning th e ir tim e  in th e  colony 
togeth e r at th e  ladie s  sch ool in Parram atta (probably 
an allusion to th e  W om e n's Prison th e re ) d id w ell to 
m uste r h elp to lay out th e  plenty. 

Fine  gam e s  w e re  h eld w ith  running and ch as ing balls 
w ith  th e  dancing afte r th e  banquet w h e re  th e re  w as  
eve ryth ing good to be  h ad and abundant th ough  som e  
th e re  w e re  w h o pre fe rre d th e  grog to gam e s  and 
gavotte s. Th is  is  th e  w ay of th e  colony.

Such  a s igh t of bonnets  w ith  coloure d ribbons  and 
w h ite  stock ings  in dainty boots  w as  not to be  s e e n often 
be yond th e  re al quality and th e re  w e re  som e  th e re  w h o 
gave  th em s elve s  th os e  airs , th os e  m ollie s  w h o w ould be  
great pe e ping from  unde r th e ir bonnets  th e ir face s  
pow de re d ove r th ough  som e  h ad not m uch  be ard to 
s h ave. Som e  w e re  m ore  popular w h o took  not th e  
trouble  and th e  m is s ie s  stam pe d and poute d and th re w  
th e ir frock s  about.

Th e  afte rnoon w as  fine  and som e  lay dow n to re st in 
th e  s h ade  and som e  strolled th e  garde ns  and look e d for 
any ripe  apple s  or pears  and I glim ps e d blus h ing 
apricots  unde r th e  tre e s  rolling to and fro claspe d by 
h ands  for th e ir ripe ne s s.

R h oda and Mrs  R  h ad th e ir spe cial gue sts  in th e  villa 
w h e re  tea and m ore  th an th e  sugar on th e  cak e s  w as  
no doubt spun but I k e pt out of doors  for th e  afte rnoon 
w as  fine  and I do not lik e  to distinguis h  th e  rank s  in a 

place  w h e re  rank  counts  for le s s  so a m an is  fre e  to 
m ak e  h is  w ay.

And I d id m ak e  m ine  to th e  cre e k  w h e re  I h e ard 
bellow ing w h ich  w as  no m ud stuck  cow  but m uch  
rem inde d m e  of m y Iris h  frie nd T and sure  old h abits  
d ie  h ard and w h o w as  h e  w ith ? I suspect th at 
w h e elw righ t. I h ave  h e ard talk  about h is  b ig re d nos e . 
Th e  pair of th em  lik e  sporting bulls paw ing th e  ground 
it m ust h ave  be e n. And th e  black  one  playing th e  sw e e t 
bre ath e d h e ife r.

Jolly S w as  running be neath  th e  bank  h unting som e  
pre y w h o arrive d w ith  th e  party from  th e  North e rn 
Boundary Farm s  and h e  m ade  sure  all w h o w ould, 
notice d h im .

To talk  of h unte rs , th e  H unte rs  H ill party w as  playing 
out, inde e d it w as  an occas ion m any w ill rem em be r for 
th e  re  acquainting and th e  m e eting of ne w  frie nds , for 
ce rem ony h ad soon be e n forgotten and all m ixe d fre ely 
and som e  ve ry congenially.

Th e y took  a care  out of re spe ct for th e ir e nte rtainm ent 
and re fre s h m e nt w ith  so m uch  th at w as  good to be h ave  
in a w ay th at w ould not disgrace  m e. Th os e  playing 
ladie s  in th e  h ous e  ne e d not h ave  fe are d to look  out th e  
w indow  for all w h o h ad th e  m ind took  th em s elve s  to 
loite r in th e  grove s  or dow n by th e  cre e k  w h e re  pe ace ful 
solitude  could be  e njoye d afte r all th e  h e ating com pany.

I found th e  one  I th ough t from  h is  look s  m igh t be  

look ing out for m e  and I took  h im  to s e e  th e  s e cret grotto 
I h ad d iscove re d on th is  place. I k ne w  h im  from  th e  
m e etings  in Jolly S's  cottage  w h e re  lik ely one s  do find 
th e ir m e rry dispos itions  can roam  fre e  and talk  doe s  not.

H e  w e e ps  and says  h is  m aste r is  cruel and no true  
frie nd h as  h e  in th is  dam ne d place  but h is  tears  soon 
drie d and h is  blus h e s  trace d th em s elve s  to below  h is  
collar and I said I h ad to s e e  h ow  far th e y w e nt so h e  
prote ste d but unbuttone d h is  blous e  to look  h im s elf and 
w as  h elpe d furth e r for w h o h ad s e e n such  delicate  fle s h  
w h ich  pe rk e d up lik e  buds  about to bloom  and furth e r 
h is  h airs  staye d fair. In a fit of s h yne s s  h e  turne d aw ay 
and I straye d m y h ands  for h e  s e e m e d not com fortable  
w ith  h is  cloth e s  so d isarraye d. Th is  h e  re sponde d to and 
soon found h is  tongue  w h ich  k ne w  som e  language. H e  
de s ire d m ore  inte rcours e  so w e  found som e  flattene d 
re e ds  and spe nt th e  h our or m ore  in m us ings  on our 
place  in th is  s e ttlem ent. I told h im  dam as k  and w h ite  are  
m y favourite  h ue s  and I cannot alw ays  find th em  in th is  
place  so h e  offe re d to  bring th em  to m e  w h e n h e  vis its  
Sydne y tow n or is  invite d to th e  Libe rty villa. Th is  is  
lik ely to be  often.

© 2006 Ian M acNe ill
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Bre ndan Lindsay  
"W h at pe ach e s and w h at pe num bras!  W h ole  fam ilie s s h opping at nigh t! Aisle s full of h u sbands! W ive s in th e  avocados, babie s in th e  tom atoe s! 

and you, Garcia Lorca, w h at w e re  you doing dow n by th e  w ate rm e lons?"

M ondays
H e  sat in h is  room . Tue sday tom orrow . H e  w ould 
ge t to se e  h im  again.

Tue sdays
H e  got to class e a rly and w aite d outside  th e  room . 
H e  h e ld th e  burnt copy of Je ff Buck le y’s Live  at Sin-e ’ 
DVD in h is h ands. Th e  scanne d and copie d ve rsion 
of Je ff stare d up at Th om as as h is e ye s darte d from  
pe rson to pe rson e nte ring th e  le cture  h all.

Am anda and Ke lly w alk e d tow ards h im  and 
stoppe d. Ke lly grabbe d th e  DVD from  Th om as and 
e ye d it suspiciously .

“W e ’re  going to sk ip th e  le cture ,” Ke lly said.
“O h , ok ay. I just h ave  to stay and give  th is  to m y 

frie nd,” h e  said, grabbing th e  DVD off h e r.
“A frie nd. Th at,” Ke lly said, “w as m ade  w ith  love . 

You’re  in love  w ith  w h oe ve r th at is  for.”
Th om as blush e d.
“No I’m  not!”
“W h o’s it for th e n?”
“It’s for Sim on.”

“I’d go to th at m uch  trouble  for Sim on,” Am anda 
said.

“You’d colour copy th e  front, back  and inside  
cove rs for a burnt DVD for som e one ?” Ke lly ask e d.

“For Sim on,” sh e  said, look ing at Th om as.

W e dne sdays
H e ’s  fe e ling nonch alant about th e  w h ole  th ing. 
Sim on is  h is  frie nd – h e  doe sn’t fe e l th at w ay about 
h im .

Not doing anyth ing, fe el fre e , h e  type s out on h is  
ph one .

A m inute  late r h is  ph one  vibrate d. 
1 m e ssage  re ce ive d.
Kew l, be  round in 10, m aybe  you can s h ow  m e  th e  

rive r.
Th e  rive r. Be h ind h is  h ouse , th e  be autiful 

sw e e ping rive r w h ich  th e  sun spark le s off, only 
inte rrupte d by th e  random  le aping of fish  into th e  
air, push ing against gravity, th row n back  dow n to 
th e  safe ty of th e  w ate r, w h e re  th e y can bre ath e  
again.

Artw ork  ge ne rate d w ith  Th e  Gim p 

from  Alan Ginsbe rg's A Supe rm ark e t in California
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Th e  rive r. Gre at, h e  th ough t, gre at. Frie nds.

Th e y sit in h is  room  staring at Je ff Buck le y play 
h is  guitar and sing.

 
“Don’t be  lik e  th e  one  w h o m ade  m e  so old, don’t be  lik e  
th e  one  w h o left be h ind h is  nam e , caus e  th e y’re  w aiting 
for you lik e  I w aite d for m ine  and nobody eve r cam e.”

Th e  DVD buzze s as it ch ange s laye r and re starts 
at th e  m e nu scre e n.

“W h at do you w anna do now ?” Th om as ask s.
“You w anna sh ow  m e  th e  rive r?”
“Alrigh t.”
Th om as ge ts up and le ts Sim on follow  h im  

th rough  th e  h ouse  and out th e  back  door. H e  
re alise s h e  le ft th e  DVD playe r on as h e  passe s h is  
be droom  w indow  and h e  h e ars th e  crooning of Je ff 
Buck le y be ing re starte d by th e  playe r's auto-start.

Th om as points across th e  rive r.
“Se e  th e re ,” h e  says.
“Ye ah ,” Sim on re plie s.
“Tak e s an h our to w alk  th e re .”
“Be tte r start now  th e n.”
“You w anna go th e re ? Now ?”
“Ye ah .”
“Alrigh t.”

Th om as se ts off w ith  Sim on follow ing h im . H e  
tak e s h im  along to th e  e nd of th e  concre te  path  
w h e re  th e  bush  starts. H e  w alk s in slow ly, Sim on 

follow s th rough  th e  trail of crush e d grass Th om as 
le ave s in h is  w ak e .

Th e y lie  on th e  th ick  grass lik e  plant th at cove rs 
th e  ground on th is  s ide  of th e  rive r. Th e y look  up at 
th e  sk y.

“It’s w e ird,” Sim on says.
“W h at is?” Th om as ask s.
“H ow  it look s lik e  w e ’re  in th e  m iddle  of now h e re  

but I can h e ar th e  h igh w ay.”
“Ye ah , w e ird. Th is place  re m inds m e  of m y 

ch ildh ood.”
“You sh ouldn’t re m inisce  so m uch , Tom , you’re  

alw ays re m iniscing.”
“Th e  past just se e m s cosie r.”
“W h at’s in th e  past?”
“I re m e m be r com ing h e re  about 4 ye ars ago w ith  

m y frie nd Jane lle . Sh e  w as stone d off h e r face  and 
sh e  k e pt going up to all th e  plants and proclaim ing 
‘oh  m y god, Tom ! Th is  is  fuck ing w e e d!’ O f course  it 
w as all just w h ate ve r.”

“Th e  w ate r se e m s calm e r on th is  s ide .”
Sile nce .
“I gotta pe e ,” Sim on says standing , w alk ing a fe w  

pace s but not turning com ple te ly around, and 
unzipping h is  fly.

Don’t look , don’t look , don’t look , Th om as ch ants in 
h is  h e ad.

H e  doe sn’t look . Sim on zips h is  fly back  up.
Sim on com e s back  and lie s ne xt to Th om as.
“Th e  sun’s about to se t, w e  sh ould start w alk ing if 

w e  don’t w ant to ge t caugh t in th e  dark ,” Th om as 

says.
“Alrigh t.”
Th e y stand.
“Can you re m e m be r th e  w ay?” Th om as ask s.
“I th ink  so.”
“You le ad th e n.”
“Alrigh t.”

Th ursdays
“I fuck ing h ate  straigh t boys,” Th om as slurs as h e  lie s 
against Am anda on th e  pale  re d, ye llow  and blue  
ch e q ue re d couch . H e  passe s th e  h alf draine d bottle  
of passion pop to Am anda w h o q uie tly slosh e s it up 
and dow n into h e r m outh .

“I m e an, th e y th ink  th e y’re  be ing all h igh  and 
m igh ty. ‘Look  I h ave  a gay frie nd,’ w h ate ve r, just fuck  
off, fuck e n straigh t boys.”

Am anda puts th e  bottle  dow n on th e  floor ne xt to 
th e  couch  and sidle s up against Th om as, e nclosing 
h im  in h e r arm s.

“Th at bad, is  it?” sh e  ask s.
Th om as turns h is  h e ad to look  at h e r and th e n 

drops it against h e r sh oulde r.
“I can’t stop th ink ing about h im .”
Am anda pick s up th e  bottle  and passe s it to h im . 

H e  tak e s a sw ig, s igh s, and tak e s anoth e r.

Fridays
H e  can’t be lie ve  h e  just poste d it. M aybe  h e  s h ould 
de le te  th e  blog e ntry. H e  doe sn’t. H e  just sits th e re  
staring at it.

Bre ndan Lindsay -  And you, Garcia Lorca ...
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Th is  is  starting to h urt a lot 31-05-05
And you, Garcial Lorca, w h at w e re  you doing dow n by 
th e  w ate rm elons? You're  not a fuck ing w ate rm elon. 
Now  go back  to th e  aisle  w ith  all th e  oth e r de ad poets. 
LEAVE US W ATER MELO NS ALO NE.

Th om as w onde rs w h e th e r h e ’ll k now  it’s about h im .

Saturdays
W h y did I agre e  to th is , Th om as th ough t, but h e  
k ne w  w h y. H e  w as h ik ing up M ount Be e rburrum  
w ith  Sim on. Sim on’s ide a of course . Th om as w as 
stopping e ve ry h undre d m e tre s along th e  fifty 
de gre e  angle  track . H e  couldn’t bre ath e , h e  couldn’t 
bre ath e . H e  ne e de d h is  puffe r, h e  ne ve r ne e de d h is  
puffe r.

Sim on stood patie ntly ne xt to h im  e ve ry tim e  h e  
stoppe d. Sim on’s bre ath s w e re  ste ady and e ve n.

Eve ntually, afte r six or se ve n stops, th e y w e re  at 
th e  top. Th e y stand on th e  m e tal platform  look ing 
ove r th e  de e p sh adow s form e d by th e  afte rnoon 
ligh t h itting th e  oth e r ne arby Glass H ouse  
M ountains.

Th om as ge ts h is  cam e ra out and Sim on pose s for 
h im . Afte r a fe w  snaps, h e  puts th e  cam e ra dow n 
and pick s a point along th e  fie lds just be yond th e  
sh adow  of th e  m ountain and w atch e s as th e  falling 
sun push e s  th e  s h adow  out to e ngulf it.

Sim on tak e s ph otos of th e  se tting sun.
Th e y w alk  back  dow n th e  m ountain in th e  ligh t 

th at linge re d afte r th e  sun h ad droppe d be yond th e  
e dge  of th e  w orld. Th om as can’t te ll th e  diffe re nce  

be tw e e n th is  ligh t and th e  ligh t th e y h ad w alk e d up 
in, oth e r th an th e  lack  of dire ct rays, as if th e  w h ole  
w orld w e re  caugh t in th e  sh adow  of th e  m ountain.

Sundays
Sim on h ad le ft h is  jack e t in th e  room . H is  sce nt 
h e avy in th e  air. Th om as stare s at it for a m om e nt 
and th ink s about th e  conve rsation h e  h ad h ad w ith  
Sim on th e  nigh t be fore . Th e y h ad just w atch e d th is  
m ovie  on SBS, it w as scre e ne d in conjunction w ith  
th e  Que e r Film  Fe stival. It w as a love  story be tw e e n 
tw o boys afte r one  of th e m  h ad h ad h is  h e art 
sh atte re d by h is  be st frie nd w h o w as straigh t.

“Lik e  I’m  b i. I’m  ope n. I’m  not clos ing off th at 
pos s ib ility,” Sim on said.

Th om as  w as  s ilent as  h is  m ind th ras h e d re ply afte r 
re ply tow ards  th e  surface  of h is  m ind, pus h ing th em  
tow ards  h is  lips , but Th om as  re je cte d e ach  one , th e re  
w as  no re ply for th is. H e  w as  not naive  h ow eve r, h e  
k ne w  Sim on didn ’t lik e  h im  lik e  th at, and m ost lik ely 
neve r w ould.

Sim on h ad droppe d h im  h om e  and Th om as, w h o 
w as s ick , w e nt th rough  th e  contacts of h is  m obile  
ph one  and spille d h is  h e art to th e  first pe rson w h o 
actually answ e re d.

Now  in th e  m orning h e  stare s at th e  jack e t, th e  
sce nt h e avy on Th om as’s  m ind and buzzing around 
h is  loins. H e  fe e ls th e  stirring of a fantasy, but turns 
ove r and re ach e s for th e  w indow , ope ning it, th e  
cool m orning air bringing a fre sh ne ss to th e  room . 

Te ars roll dow n h is  ch e e k s.

Tue sdays
Th om as sat in th e  le cture  h all, staring at h im . H im , 
h e  w as Am anda’s frie nd. Th e y’d all sat toge th e r afte r 
class a fe w  tim e s and talk e d. Th om as alw ays 
re gre tte d w h at h e  h ad said afte rw ards. H e  w as sure  
h e  h ad m ade  a fool of h im se lf.

Th om as cringe d th ink ing of th e se  tim e s. H e ’d lost 
track  of th e  le cture r long ago and inste ad of trying to 
e ase  h is  brain back  into inform ation gath e ring m ood 
h e  took  out h is  note  pad and pe n and be gan to 
confe ss.

I th ink  I’m  in love. I w ould k now  for sure  th at I am  if 
I k ne w  h e  loved m e  too be caus e  h ow  could anyone  love  
som eone  w h o didn ’t love  th em  back , surely th e y w ould 
just be  m istak e n. If not, th e n th e  h e art is  a h orrid th ing.

Th om as suck e d on th e  pe n and close d h is  
note book . Th e  le cture  w as e nding. Sim on stood up 
and saw  h im . Th om as sm ile d.

“H e y,” Sim on said.
“H e y.”

© 2006 Bre ndan Lindsay
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… fuck  … i’m  bre ak ing out in a sw e at … and i k now  you are  too, i can sm e ll it … or m aybe  th at’s just th e  drugs 
talk ing … talk ing w ith  a fuck ing loud voice  … m y e ars are  ringing and th at constant scraping-crunch ing noise  is  
driving m e  nuts … m y jaw  is  gunna be  ach ing tom orrow  … fuck  th e  drugs are  talk ing … spe ak ing so loudly … i 
w ish  th e y’d sh ut up so i could h e ar m yse lf th ink  about th ink ing about th ough ts “H a H a H a” … sh it, did i just laugh  
out loud? … m ust be  look ing lik e  a m adm an … 

 … are  you se e ing th at? … th e  w ay th at boy’s dancing … m anic! w h at a fre ak ! … h e ’s  h ot th ough  … fuck  i w ould! 
can you se e  w h at I’m  se e ing? … or do you e ve n re ally care ? dam n i w ish  i could stop talk ing! … w ould stop 
talk ing … bre ak ing out in a sw e at … running h ot &  cold … m e , in a nut-sh e ll …  such  a nut case  … dam n i w ish  
i’d sh ut up … ye ah  w h ate ve r, w alk  aw ay, w ould you … don’t w orry, i’m  boring m yse lf anyw ay … dam n look  at 
th at one  ove r th e re  in th e  blue  tank  … w ith  th e  sm ile  … a sm ile  to m e lt a th ousand loins and guns from  h e ll w ith  
m y nam e  w ritte n all ove r th e m  … dam n i h ate  th is  song … it’s good to dance  to th ough  … h e  look e d h e re , at m e  
… “i k ne w  h e  w ould" … did i just say th at out loud? … h old on h e  look e d again … w as th at lust or just conte m pt … 
or am use m e nt … fuck  i m ust look  re ally out of it … still h e ’s  h ot th ough , such  a button boy … cute  as! … i w ould 
part oce ans for h im  … th row  m yse lf in front of a m oving gras float if i could …  if ne e d be  i’d ble e d for h im  … sh it 
h is  boyfrie nd buste d m e  staring …  m ind you h e ’s  h ot too … and h e  k now s it … 

 … dam n th is  tune  is  k ick ing in h ard … 80’s , h ard tim e s ! … a m illion m em orie s  flood an oth e rw is e  busy brain … busy 
be ing busy, crow ding a crow de d room  … as  odd as  m y sock s  … 

 … fuck  i ne e d a drink  … sw ill som e  m ore  courage  … dilute  th e  
standards … ne rvous, anxious, anxie ty attack  … fuck  th at’s all i ne e d … pum ping bass …  playing loop de  loop 
w ith  m y e go … i could sigh  th e  lack  of q uality be h ind a h um an’s nature  …  s igh  … be com e  m ore  th e  q uality th an 
q ualitie s e ye s …  s igh  … q uality lie s … suck ing on ice  … w ow  h ow  fast did i finish  th at scotch  … h ow  long h ave  i 
be e n ch e w ing on ice  … sh ouldn’t be  doing th at …  s ’appare ntly w orse  for your te e th  th an ch e w ing on stone s … i 
re ad th at som e w h e re  once  … w onde r if it’s  true ? w h o’d be  fool e nough  to put it to th e  te st … w e ll sure ly couldn’t 
do any m ore  dam age  th an th is  dam n grinding … 
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 … so do i ge t anoth e r drink ? do i h it th e  dance floor? or just go?  … i sh ould ge t out of h e re  … ! i ne e d to ge t out 
of h e re  … save  at le ast som e  k ind of face  be fore  m y dick  m ak e s a com ple te  dick  of m e  … or m aybe  it’s  a give n … 
an anticipate d act, of life  and inte ntion … w h e n  w orlds  collide , th e n if … th e  ine vitability … th e  s ize  and th e  lie s 
th at k e e p m e  from  ge tting on w ith  ge tting on …  se m inal m om e ntary ne e ds … but i w ould rock  &  roll &  tw ist in 
m y be d if i k ne w  th e  answ e rs to th ose  q ue stions … i ne e d to ge t out of h e re  … i ne e d to … ? … ye ah  m ate  … trust 
you to notice  m e  now , just as i’m  le aving … w e ll you m isse d your ch ance  … h uh , m aybe  i m isse d m ine ?!

 … i ne e d to k e e p w alk ing, w h ile  paris burns … one  foot 
… i ne e d to w alk  and re m e m be r w h y it w as i le ft th e re  … w h y i w as th e re  at all, in th e  first place  … w h y i 
ch ange d m y m ind … or w as it ch ange d for m e  … or w as it ch ange d at all … w h e n a fist slam s up against th e  w all 
… bre ak ing th rough  plaste r …  w alk ing up th e  stairs … e xch anging e ntry fe e  for adm ission to paradise  … e ntry 
fe e , th at’s a good one , pre pare  to be  e nte re d … adm ission for e m ission … w e lcom e  to th e  ple asure dom e  … 
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 … th at one  w ill do … w e ll at le ast h e  se e m s inte re ste d and th at’s e nough  for m e  at th e  m om e nt … fuck  i’m  
ple ase d it’s  so dark  in h e re  …  unde r ble ssing of dark ne ss th e  lube  flow s … cold splash  of w e tstuff on h ot 
sk in, and th e n th at cock  slid in re ally q uick ly … to th e  h ilt … balls slam m ing against a fre sh ly sh ave d arse  … 
te m pte d by de cisions, falling into place  on th e ir ow n accord … 

 … w ar is  w on … w ork  on … w alk  on … don’t 
stop … sire ns blaring … te m pe rs flaring …  just w alk  past … avoid all e ye  contact … and i’m  stum bling … 
 stars are  spinning … a righ t royal rooting …  dam n i ne e de d th at … noth ing q uite  lik e  a strange r’s  cock  … 
w e lcom e  to th e  ple asure dom e  …  i w ish  i could k ick  th at song out of m y h e ad … as m uch  as i w ould w ant to 
… as m uch  as i ne e d to …   long w ay from  h om e  … and e xcuse s w ill h ave  to be  m ade  w h e n i ge t th e re  … i am  
going to ach e  tom orrow  … but i k now  i’ll k nock  on to re lie ve  any inte nt of purpose  …  m y inte ntion to 
surprise  m yse lf … long w ay from  h om e  … dam n daw n ch orus … dam n i’m  h orny still … if i w ould tak e  th e  
tim e  to com e  … m ak e  an e ffort, h e  said, but i ne e d to re m ain in control … i ne e d to be  th e  one  w ith  th e  
pow e r … th e  stars are  fading … m ind gam e s are  fun but th e y fuck  w ith  your h e ad … th e y m ak e  your h e ad 
m e ssy … fuck  i w ish  i could sh ut th is  one  dow n … 

 … in Xanadu did Kublai Kh an , a ple asure dom e  e re ct …
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CH APTER  TH R EE

I buzze d so m any tim e s th at in th e  e nd I le ft m y 
finge r on th e  inte rcom  until h e  w ok e  up. Exce pt h e  
didn’t; afte r a m inute  or so m y finge r got sore , and 
th e re  w as still no voice  th rough  th e  inte rcom . Sh it, I 
th ough t, h e ’s  tak e n a H alcyon  and is  back  building 
castle s on th e  be ach  in Yam ba, or w h e re ve r th e  fuck  
it w as m y love ly w e nt to w h e n h e  w as alone  in h is  
be d. H e ’d once  give n m e  a k e y to h is  apartm e nt in 
case  of e m e rge ncy —  in case  of th e  ine vitable  
e m e rge ncy, w h ich  I gue sse d th is  w as —  but in typical 
Sandy m e sse d-up fash ion, th e re  w as no se cond k e y to 
th e  front door of h is  building, a dark  and dingy de co 
block  on Cam pbe ll Stre e t not too far dow n from  

Th e  Ch ronicle s of Troy

An e xtract from :

9  
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8 
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Taylor Sq uare , full of ge riatrics w h om  I suspe cte d 
didn’t go outside  for days at a tim e , ce rtainly not 
afte r m idnigh t on a Friday nigh t. Th e re  w e re  th re e  
flats on e ach  of th e  th re e  floors, and as I w as staring 
at th e  nine  num be rs, h oping for h e ave nly guidance  
in de ciding w h ich  old lady w ould be  th e  e asie st to 
w ak e  up, a big, dark  sh ape  appe are d in th e  
ve stibule . It w as a le ath e r q ue e n, off for a nigh t of 
fisting at H e adquarte rs , if th e  re d h ank ie  in h is  back  
pock e t w as anyth ing to go by.

I q uick ly e xplaine d m y pre dicam e nt.
“Sandy, th at little  h ook e r on th e  first floor? Sh e ’s  

righ t above  m e  and, Ch rist, did sh e  bring h om e  
som e  rough  trade  e arlie r in th e  e ve ning. Th e  ye lling 
and scre am ing and banging, it w ok e  m e  up from  m y 
disco doze . But I don’t th ink  sh e ’s  th e re  now , 

be cause  I h e ard h e r door slam  an h our or so ago —  I 
distinctly re m e m be r be cause  I’ve  ask e d h e r not to 
bang it late  at nigh t and I w ould h ave  rush e d out 
and h ad a w ord to th e  little  brat e xce pt I w as 
douch ing at th e  tim e .”

“It could h ave  be e n th e  clie nt w h o le ft.”
“No, th e y ne ve r slam  doors. Cre e p out lik e  m ice .”
“Still, I’d be tte r ch e ck  h e ’s  all righ t, so can you le t 

m e  in?”
“I’m  th e  care tak e r, you k now , and I m ust strictly 

adh e re  to body corporate  re gulations.” Le ath e r 
q ue e ns w e re  such  stick le rs for rule s! “But I don’t 
suppose  it’ll do any h arm  th is  once . You look  lik e  a 
nice  young m an, w ith  such  love ly big h ands. Com e  
on th rough .”

All w as q uie t on th e  first floor. I k nock e d softly 
on Sandy’s door and w h e n th e re  w as no re sponse  I 
put m y k e y in th e  door and ope ne d it. Th e  ove rh e ad 
ligh t w as on so I could se e  th e  living-room  w as a 
m e ss, w ith  th e  coffe e -table  ove rturne d, h is  poste r of 
Britne y Spe ars h alf-torn from  th e  w all, and 
cush ions, pie ce s of cloth ing, and m agazine s lik e  
DNA  and Blue  stre w n around th e  floor, not th at th at 
signifie d anyth ing in particular as th e  place  w as 
usually a pigsty. O ne  th ing th at did strik e  m e  as 
strange  w e re  th e  e m pty Tooh e y’s  cans lying in th e  
m e ss of cigare tte  butts ne ar th e  arse -up coffe e  table ; 
w h ile  Sandy probably w ouldn’t e ve r say no to any 
drink  offe re d fre e , Aussie  be e r de finite ly w asn’t h is  
style .

Th e  door to h is  one  be droom  w as close d so again 
I k nock e d softly until th e re  w as no re ply, th e n 

q uie tly ope ne d it. Th e  ligh t from  th e  m ain room  w as 
e nough  to sh ow  m e  th at th e re  w as noth ing to w orry 
about afte r all, as Sandy w as curle d up in a fe tal 
position unde r a sh e e t, com ple te ly out to it. Eve n 
w ith  a H alcyon , h is  big dram a couldn’t h ave  be e n th at 
te rrible  if h e  could sle e p lik e  a baby th rough  m y 
buzzing, k nock ing and now  th e  ligh t sh ining th rough  
th e  flim sy sh e e t cove ring h is  e ye s. Th e  re lie f th at h it 
m e  cam e  w ith  both  je alousy and e xh austion, be cause  
sudde nly I w ante d to be  e xactly lik e  Sandy, asle e p 
afte r m y big nigh t, pre paring for a h ope fully bigge r-
e arning Saturday.

Sandy h ad crash e d at m y place  num e rous tim e s, 
and w h ile  w e  h ad fuck e d a fe w  tim e s (usually, afte r 
long sh ifts, just to ge t it out of our syste m s) th e  nice st 
part w asn’t se xual but th e  spooning and cuddling, just 
be ing close  to som e one  in th e  nigh t. Now  w as th e  
tim e  to re pay th at h ospitality, so I re turne d to th e  
living-room , spe nt a couple  of m inute s righ ting th e  
table  and cle aning up th e  m e ss, turne d off th e  ligh t, 
th e n tip-toe d into th e  be droom  w h e re  I got out of m y 
cloth e s and slippe d be ne ath  th e  cove rs.

W h at a day, w h at a fuck ing day! W h at a fuck ing 
life , I th ough t as I positione d m yse lf in th e  be d, re ady 
to w rap m y arm s around – SANDY’S H AIR Y BACK!

Gradually I inch e d aw ay. Sandy only h ad about 
th re e  blonde  pubic h airs, h e  h ardly e ve n ne e de d to 
sh ave , so w h o w as th e  gorilla lying ne xt to m e ? As I 
lay th e re  w onde ring, som e th ing e lse  ve ry odd struck  
m e . I’d found from  e xpe rie nce  th at it w as th e  h airy 
m ach o guys w h o snore d, but th is  one  w asn’t m ak ing 
any k ind of noise , not a w h e e ze , a grunt – not e ve n 
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th e  sound of bre ath ing!
In th e  dark  I fe lt around till I found h is  arm , and 

te ste d for a pulse . H ard to be lie ve  but once  in m y 
pre vious life  I’d done  a St Joh n’s first aid course . I 
trie d h is  oth e r clam m y w rist, th e n h is  ne ck , and 
w h e n w h at I k ne w  I k ne w  for sure  I scram ble d aw ay 
as fast as I could, out of th e  be d, out of th at room  
itse lf and around th e  corne r into th e  bath room . 
Th e re  I scrubbe d and scrubbe d, using too m uch  
soap and too h ot w ate r, until m y h ands w e re  re d 
and stinging. Th at w as no body in Sandy’s be d, it 
w as a corpse .

But w h ose ? Back  in th e  living-room  I pulle d m y 
cloth e s back  on and h ad a glass of w ate r, trying to 
ge t th e  courage  to re turn to th e  be droom . 
Eve ntually I force d m yse lf to ste p forw ard, turn th e  

ligh t on th is  tim e , cross to th e  be d, pull back  th e  
sh e e t and se e .

I gaspe d. I k ne w  h im . Not th at I’d e ve r m e t h im  
but I k ne w  h im . Eve ryone  in fuck ing Australia k ne w  
h im , and se e ing h im  lying th e re  w as an e ve n bigge r 
surprise  th an not k now ing w h o h e  w as e xce pt h e  
w as de ad.

M y th ough ts w e re  lik e  pe ak -h our traffic on th e  
M 2. If spe d one  w ay and but th e  oth e r. It w as a 
police  m atte r but if Sandy h ad m urde re d th is  guy 
th e n h e ’d go to jail, and a pre tty little  cutie  lik e  h im  
w ouldn’t last a day inside . H e ’d h ave  so m any nasty 
dick s in h im  spe rm  w ould start oozing out of h is  
e ars. Be side s, I w asn’t sure  h e  h ad k ille d h im  —  one  
th ing be cam e  incre asingly cle ar, lik e  a big Linfox 
truck  burning dow n th e  fre e w ay, first off I h ad to 
find Sandy and ge t th e  facts straigh t. Th e n w e  could 
ge t a law ye r and w h ate ve r.

And finding h im  w asn’t going to be  h ard. H is  
favourite  disco w as five  m inute s aw ay, w h e re  h e ’d 
adjourn m ost nigh ts afte r trade  h ad drie d up. I w as 
sure  th at’s w h e re  h e ’d be .

Exce pt h e  w asn’t. Se curity k ne w  m e  w e ll, so 
w ave d m e  in ah e ad of th e  q ue ue . Afte r doing a 
q uick  but futile  circuit dow nstairs, I got sim ilar 
spe cial tre atm e nt upstairs, w h e re  th e  door-bitch  
didn’t ask  for th e  tw e nty dollar cove r ch arge  for th at 
nigh t’s spe cial Anth e m s e ve nt. You could be  som e  
top public se rvant w h o w e nt out e ve ry nigh t and 
ne ve r got a fre e bie , w h e re as sce ne -q ue e n-h ook e rs 
ne ve r h ad to pay. M aybe  w e  w e re  good for busine ss, 
or m aybe  th e  guardians of th e  nigh t just fe lt sorry 

for us. O ne  of Kylie ’s  s h ith ouse  h its w as boom ing out, 
and th e re  w as a se a of sh aggy blonde  h e ads on th e  
dance floor, but afte r five  m inute s' staring I re alise d 
h is  de finite ly w asn’t one  of th e m . W h ich  w asn’t 
logical at all; if h e  w as th e re , h e ’d be  dancing to th at 
girlie  crap, e scaping into th e  bubble gum  fantasy h e  
love d, w ay, w ay re m ove d from  th e  grim  re ality back  
in h is  flat.

Th ose  tw o standing at th e  bar w ould h e lp m e , I 
ponde re d, th e y k ne w  w h at e ve ryone  w as up to. 
Ge offre y h ad be e n a w ork ing-boy once  too, alth ough  
not your typical sort, s ince  h e  w as a m ajor brainiac 
and only turning trick s to ge t th rough  h is  uni 
h onours ph ilosoph y course . Th at w as until it all w e nt 
w rong in a lane  late  one  nigh t, got be ate n to a pulp 
by a gang of Tongans and lost h is  ch oirboy look s in a 
m inute , th e n h ad som e  appropriate ly e xiste ntialist 
bre ak dow n, droppe d out of uni, put on a lot of 
w e igh t, and now  supporte d h is  e ve ry-nigh t-on-th e -
sce ne  life style  by h iring h im se lf out  for suburban 
trivia nigh ts and fraudule ntly w inning ch ildre n’s  
colouring-in com pe titions. An ide al indication of h ow  
far h e ’d falle n w as w h o h e  w as talk ing to, Krispy 
Kre m e yourje ans, possibly th e  m ost stupid drag 
q ue e n w h o’d e ve r live d. Sh e  also h ad w e igh t issue s, 
but th e  opposite  to Ge offre y; bulim ia it w as 
rum oure d, be cause , e ve n th ough  by virtue  of h e r 
nam e  sh e  w as a pe rm ane nt e ndorse m e nt for donuts, 
sh e  w as m ore  lik e ly to w e ar one  around h e r sk inny 
w rist th an actually dige st th e  th ing.

“Ye ah , ye ah , h e ’s  h e re ,” s h e  w h ine d. “O ff h is  
fuck ing tits as usual.”
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“I can’t se e  h im ,” I corre cte d h e r.
“Try th e  toile t,” said Ge offre y k now ingly. “Se cond 

stall along I be lie ve  is  h is.”
I k nock e d ge ntly and w h ispe re d, “Sandy.” It w as 

be com ing th e  re curring m otif of th e  e ve ning, 
alth ough  I w as going to be  re ally pisse d off if th e re  
w as anoth e r de ad body sitting on th e  toile t. But no, 
h e  w h ispe re d back , “Troy! Com e  on in, th e  door’s  
unlock e d.”

H e  w as ligh ting a pipe  as I e nte re d.
“W h at’s th at?” As if I couldn’t gue ss.
“Good stuff, w ant som e ?” H e  inh ale d de e ply and 

push e d it tow ards m e .
“No, I don’t.” I love d th e  stuff but couldn’t h e lp 

sounding lik e  a m oth e r. O h , did I m e ntion th at Troy 
h ad h is  fly undone  and som e  cute  Italian-look ing 

guy w as giving h im  h e ad? “W e ’ve  got to talk  about 
th e  guy in your be d.”

“D id you se e  w h o it is? I m e an w as. M r fuck ing 
bigtim e  —  “

“Ssh .” I put m y h and ove r h is  m outh  and 
indicate d dow nw ards, w h e re  th e  young stud h ad 
tak e n Sandy’s cock  out of h is  m outh  to suck  som e  of 
th e  m e th .

“Don’t w orry, h e  doe sn’t spe ak  English .”
And e ve n if h e  did, I th ough t, h e  probably 

w ouldn’t notice  if th e  Pope  e nte re d th e  stall and 
starte d giving a se rm on. “You’ve  got to be  care ful, 
th at’s all I’m  saying.”

“It w asn’t m y fault.”
“H ave  you th ough t about calling th e  boys in blue ?”
“I’m  not doing th at. D id you se e  w h o it w as or 

not?”
“I saw  w h o it w as. And I k now  h e ’s  de finite ly —  

gone . But I ne e d to k now  th e  w h ole  story be fore  I 
can h e lp you.”

Sandy’s ph one  starte d up, th e  ring tone  th e  th e m e  
from  h is  favourite  sh ow , De spe rate  H ous e w ive s. 
“Excuse  m e  a se c,” h e  said, ge tting h is  m obile  out of 
h is  pock e t w ith  one  h and and tak ing back  th e  pipe  
w ith  th e  oth e r. “W h at, now ? Ye ah , sure , I’ll be  th e re  
in, say, tw e nty m inute s, ok ay?” H e  lit th e  pipe , 
bre ath e d in de e ply, th re w  back  h is  h e ad and 
e xh ale d.

“Sandy!” I said th rough  gritte d te e th . “You’re  not 
tak ing a job now ? As you said yourse lf th re e  h ours 
ago, w e ’ve  got to sort th is  urgently.”

“I m igh t ne e d m one y to ge t out of tow n.”

“O ne  trick  w ill ge t you to Albury on Je tstar, not 
South  Am e rica.”

“I’ll be  straigh t back . It’s one  of m y re gulars, a 
m arrie d guy w h o ph one s m e  w h e n h is  w ife ’s  out of 
tow n. All I h ave  to do is  s it on h is  face  w ith  h is  
tongue  up m y h ole  w h ile  h e  w ank s off. H e  usually 
com e s in about five  m inute s.”

“Liste n to m e , Sandy. You’ve  got to ge t your 
prioritie s righ t.”

“I w ill,” h e  said, “in an h our.”
“W h e n you’re  back  snorting m ore  tina?”
“It w ork s, you k now  th at. I’m  not so fre ak e d out 

now . I k now  it’ll all turn out fine , as long as m y be st 
buddy h e lps m e . Just prom ise  you’ll w ait, Troy, 
ye ah ?”

I nodde d re signe dly as h e  push e d th e  guy on h is  
k ne e s aside , zippe d up and le ft th e  stall. Th e  Italian 
m ove d h is  h e ad sligh tly, unzippe d m y je ans and 
im m e diate ly starte d suck ing m y dick . I s igh e d, le ant 
back  against th e  w all and le t h im  do w h at h e  w ante d 
—  h e ll, it’d k ill som e  tim e . 

© 2006 Joh n R obe rts
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Gary D unne   Laying out Luk e
Ch ristian is  in be d ne xt to m e . I can sm e ll h is  
afte rsh ave . H e  k isse s  m e  h ard on th e  m outh . Th e n 
h is  lips brush  m y ne ck . I turn m y h e ad. I lick  th e  
sk in on h is  s h oulde r. It taste s of salt. H e ’s  be e n at 
th e  be ach  all day. H e  w ants to fuck  m e . I re ach  for 
th e  condom s. H e  w h ispe rs no. Th e n h e ’s  in and 
around m e . I fe e l m ore  alive  th an I’ve  be e n for 
ye ars. I grind lik e  a cage d dance r. And I com e .Artw ork  m odifie d clip art
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I w ak e  crying te ars of joy. Th e  be d’s  a m e ss. I’m  
dre nch e d in sw e at. I turn on th e  ligh t. Th e re ’s  blood 
on th e  pillow  and in m y m outh . I’ve  bitte n m y lip. I 
w ande r out to th e  k itch e n to m ak e  a cup of coffe e . 

Back  in be d I rip off th e  nicotine  patch . Th e se  
te ch nicolour dre am s, a side -e ffe ct, are  ruining m y 
sle e p. Ligh ting m y first cigare tte  in th re e  w e e k s , I 
w onde r w h at it m e ans w h e n th e  h otte st fuck  I’ve  
h ad in ye ars is  a w e t dre am  starring an e x- love r 
w h o die d back  in th e  late  ’80s.

It’s 4am . Luk e ’s  fune ral is at e le ve n. Th e  Docs are  
polish e d and I k now  w h at I’m  going to say. It’s too 
e arly to vacuum  th e  carpe ts, too late  to go back  to 
sle e p. So I stare  at th e  w all. 

Tim e ’s  a re le ntle ss bitch . 
O nce , back  in an 80s sum m e r, Luk e  and I w e re  

out on th e  top ve randah  w ith  th e  re st of our gang: 
Ch ristian, Pointy H e ad, M att and M ik e  —  s ix slick  
Balm ain boys, spraw le d ove r cane  furniture  lik e  
languid GQ m ode ls, s ipping gin and tonics, and 
gossiping. It w as one  of th ose  pe rfe ct balm y nigh ts 
w h e n th e  air w as lik e  m ilk , all w arm , sm ooth  and 
alive . And I re alise d th at one  day, soon, all th is 
w ould be  ancie nt h istory. Th re e  of us so far h ad 
te ste d positive  and th at’s h ow  it w as back  th e n w ith  
H IV. At le ast th re e  of us w ould be  gone .

For w e e k s  afte r th at nigh t I w as off th e  air, 
alw ays stopping m yse lf th ink ing fatalistic th ough ts. 
O ne  day, soon, m aybe  all of m y close st frie nds 
w ould be  de ad. Th e re  w as no one  to talk  to. I could 

h ardly prattle  on about m y proble m  to th e m . And 
disclosure  to anyone  e lse  w asn’t up to m e , 
e spe cially conside ring m ine  w as th e  only ne gative  
re sult so far. 

O ve r tim e  I stoppe d w orrying about future  
m ine fie lds and e ve ntually q uit fe e ling so guilty 
about m y uniq ue  good fortune . I don’t th ink  th is  
m ade  a diffe re nce  to anyone  e lse , but it ce rtainly 
im prove d m y q uality of life  once  de ath  be cam e  
com m on-place  a ye ar or tw o late r. 

Luk e  se ro-conve rte d som e  tim e  afte r th at, th e n 
q uie tly sh one  as a long-te rm  survivor. It w as ne ve r a 
dram a. As h e  said th e  last tim e  I saw  h im  at th e  
h ospice , “If all th is h ad h appe ne d back  in th e  ’9 0s, 
th e re  w ould h ave  be e n a bigge r fuss m ade .” 

Luk e ’s  w as a fam iliar face . For ye ars a re gular 
visitor, h e  k ne w  th e  h ospice  routine  inside  out. 
Ciggie s on th e  balcony. Fish  on Fridays. Visitors 
visit. Nurse s natte r. Patie nts pass. Th e  day I once  so 
fe are d arrive d last M onday w ith  no m e lodram a. W e  
all k ne w  th e  routine  too w e ll. 

I se t th e  alarm  for e igh t and go back  to sle e p.

* * *  *

It’s a sm all, brie f se rvice . O nce  upon a tim e  Luk e  
w ould h ave  draw n a bigge r turn-out. Th e se  days no-
one  h as as m any frie nds. Soon it’s  m y turn to stand 
ne xt to th e  coffin. M y h ands didn’t tre m ble  lik e  th is  
last tim e  I spok e  at a fune ral, but th at w as ove r five  

ye ars ago. I’m  unse ttle d by h ow  w obbly m y voice  
sounds. I use d to be  m uch  be tte r at th is.

Afte rw ards, outside , th e re ’s  sparse  socialising as 
w e  drift tow ards th e  carpark . Prom ise s to stay in 
touch  are  vague , m ore  state m e nts of re cognition th an 
of inte nt.

H um ph  tak e s m e  h om e . It’s not th e  first tim e  I’ve  
be e n drive n back  from  th e  cre m atorium  in h is  
ge riatric M orris, but th is  tim e  th e re ’s  only th e  tw o of 
us.

“W e ll m y de ar, th e  front se at is  finally yours. 
You’re  officially prom ote d. Not th at one  ne e ds a 
navigator, not for th is  ve nue . O nly last w e e k  I w as 
out h e re . Cole e n, a w om an from  w ork , total cow , but 
it w ould h ave  be e n rude  not to atte nd. Funny h ow  
w e ’re  finally at an age  w h e re  our pe e rs can die  of 
re spe ctable  th ings lik e  cance r. H e rs w as fast …”

I nod and stop liste ning.
Since  Luk e  re turne d to th e  h ospice  last m onth , it’s  

be e n w orrying m e , th is  notion of be ing th e  last 
survivor of a cre w  th at no longe r e xists. You be com e  
th e  sole  k e e pe r of its intim acie s, its m yth s and 
le ge nds. Your ve rsion be com e s th e  official h istory. 
Th e se  days it’s  all le ss re al. In practical te rm s, 
obje ctive  e m otional truth  ce ase s once  you’re  th e  only 
surviving w itne ss. It’s lik e  solo back -pack ing; your 
past be com e s w h ate ve r you m ak e  it w h e n th e re ’s  no-
one  to corre ct you, no-one  to h ave  ‘re m e m be r w h e n’ 
argum e nts w ith . And I’m  a natural liar, th e  w orst 
pe rson for th e  job. I re w rite  all th e  tim e , ofte n 
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unconsciously, s im ply to te ll a be tte r story. 
“I notice d e arlie r. You appe ar unw e ll,” says 

H um ph . “Pe rh aps w e  sh ould do lunch  —  or 
som e th ing?”

“Sorry. O K. W h e n and w h e re ?”
“Say, um , Tue sday. Th re e  or th e re -abouts. Th at 

ne w  re staurant just dow n from  Caps. R ing on 
M onday and re m ind m e  but.”

I nod. Th e  re staurant isn’t ne w . It’s alre ady h ad 
at le ast th re e  diffe re nt ow ne rs th at I’m  aw are  of. 
And Caps h asn’t e xiste d for de cade s. O ne  of m any 
th ings I love  about H um ph  is  h is  pe rsiste nt ability 
to live  in a vague  continuous pre se nt w h e re  noth ing 
re ally ch ange s. It’s h is  uniq ue  w ay of coping in a 
city w h e re  ve nue s, dance floors, apartm e nt 
buildings and stre e ts are  loade d w ith  m e m orie s. 
Th e y’re  all still h e re . O nly th e  face s h ave  ch ange d.

H um ph , of course , argue s th at it doe sn’t m atte r. 
H e  says th at h is  tw e nty ye ars on Librium  h as le ft 
h im  w ith  a le ss line ar attitude  to tim e . As h e  once  
put it, “Th e re  h as alw ays be e n a cute  nine te e n ye ar-
old in th e  back  corne r of th e  M idnigh t Sh ift. And 
th e re  alw ays w ill be .”

* *  * *

O n Ge orge  Stre e t, righ t in front of th e  cine m as, I 
w alk  past som e one  w h o look s e xactly lik e  Ch ristian. 
It’s as if h e  h ad an ide ntical tw in broth e r. Sam e  
face , sam e  k ind of be m use d h alf sm ile . And I 

re m e m be r, for th e  first tim e  in ye ars, th e  pre cise  
sound of h is  voice , lik e  th e re ’s  a tape  playing and 
h e ’s  te lling m e  som e th ing. I ofte n se e  guys w h o 
re se m ble  pe ople  now  gone , but th is  is  diffe re nt, 
stronge r, som e h ow  cle are r. I stop, turn and look  
back , but I can’t se e  h im  in th e  crow d. I ste p onto 
th e  stre e t and look  dow n tow ards Tow n H all, h oping 
to spot h im .

W h o am  I look ing for and w h y? If it’s  a re lative , it 
w ould h ave  to be  a younge r broth e r. If Ch ristian 
w e re  alive  today, h e ’d look  m uch  olde r. O nce  w e  
k ne w  it w as true  love , h e  took  m e  to m e e t h is  
fam ily. Th e y w e re  all, as h e  h ad ofte n e nough  said, 
uniform ly bland. Th e re  w e re  no younge r look -
alik e s, ne ith e r th e n, nor at h is  fune ral. I can’t 
be lie ve  it’s  be e n so long.

I cross Ge orge  Stre e t and continue  w alk ing to 
Darlingh urst.

Th e  days afte r a fune ral are  alw ays w e ird, 
e spe cially if you’ve  be e n re ally involve d w ith  th e  
pe rson w h o die d. I m e an involve d in th e  se nse  of 
doing th ings —  visiting daily, w ash ing pyjam as, 
w ate ring plants, sorting out bills, buying gin, 
m ak ing fune ral arrange m e nts, and th e  lik e . Your 
ordinary life  ge ts put on h old, you’re  busy.

Th e n sudde nly it’s  ove r, th e  last of th e  prope rty is  
distribute d and you’re  le ft w ith  an abse nce , an 
e m ptine ss. It’s not grie f. You lay-by grie f along th e  
w ay as th e  abilitie s and q ualitie s th at m ak e  th e m  
w h o th e y are  ce ase  to e xist. Th e ir de ath  is  a sm all 

final instalm e nt and w h at re m ains is  an e m ptine ss, 
not a pre se nce  of anyth ing. And you h ave  absolute ly 
noth ing to do. W h ich  is  w h y it’s  so e asy to go sligh tly 
loopy.

I’m  righ t about w h ich  re staurant H um ph  m e ant. 
Alth ough  it’s  an im possibly pe rfe ct autum n 
afte rnoon, h e ’s  ignore d th e  outside  table s and is  
s itting alone  in a back  re ce ss re ading a m agazine , in 
th e  sam e  natty suit h e  w ore  to th e  fune ral, th ank fully 
m inus th e  pork  pie  h at. 

H e  says I still look  lik e  s h it and vague ly trie s to ge t 
a w aite r’s  atte ntion. Th e re  are  tw o at th e  counte r, 
both  de e p in conve rsation w ith  th e  cash  re giste r 
atte ndant.

I te ll H um ph  about se e ing Ch ristian on Ge orge  
Stre e t.

“It’s true . Th e  de ad don’t age . W h ich  can be  q uite  a 
piss  off som e tim e s.” H e  give s h is  glass of w ate r a 
cynical sip.

“I gue ss, w e ll, I’m  a bit off th e  air at th e  m om e nt.” I 
atte m pt to catch  th e  e ye  of one  of th e  w aite rs as h e  
w ande rs out to th e  k itch e n.

“I h adn’t notice d. Th e n again, I ne ve r do. But you 
do look  pale . M aybe  you sh ould try one  of th ose  
spray-on suntan place s. Th e  re m nants of th e  old A-
list are  all doing it th is  ye ar. Espe cially th e  barriste rs. 
Golde n boys are  back  in vogue .” H e  points, th e n 
w ave s at th e  w aite r le aning on th e  counte r, a tanne d 
and m uscle d lad w ith  painful-look ing facial m e tal 
acce ssorie s. Th e  w aite r turns h is  back  on us and 
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continue s h is  conve rsation.
I sip H um ph ’s  cynical w ate r.
“M ay I ge t pe rsonal?” H um ph  ask s , and continue s 

w ith out pausing. “W h e n w as th e  last tim e  you h ad a 
re ally good root? I m e an a re al m oane r of a good 
tim e .”

“Age s ago.”
“W e ll, th e re ’s  your answ e r, darl. Le t’s go 

som e w h e re  nice , do lunch , th e n you tak e  yourse lf 
off to one  of th ose  dre adful back room  place s. 
Th e re ’s  so m any ne w  one s around h e re , I can’t 
k e e p up. Not m y sce ne . But it’s  w h at you ne e d. A 
bit of casual th rash ing about now  and th e n k e e ps 
one  e arth e d. It’s im portant. A gay life style  w ith  no 
se x w ould be  lik e  be ing grounde d at Luna Park  w ith  
no tok e ns.”

I agre e .
“It’s so m uch  ch e ape r h e re  th an th e  ne w sage nt,” 

says H um ph , stuffing th e  m agazine s h e ’d be e n 
re ading into h is  bag. “Unle ss som e one  ge ts to th e m  
be fore  m e , th e y’ve  usually got all th e  late st e ditions. 
Airm aile d. And m ost tim e s you don’t e ve n h ave  to 
buy a coffe e .”

Th e  staff ignore  our de parture .
W e  ne ve r m ak e  it to th e  gre asy w ok  at Taylor 

Sq uare . First w e  stop w h ile  I buy m y ow n pack  of 
cigare tte s. Th e n w e  stop at Stone w all for “a q uick  
drink ”. 

Afte r se ve ral gin &  tonics, H um ph  re turns to th e  
topic of ge tting m e  laid and a de cision on w h ich  of 
th e  ne arby ve nue s offe rs th e  be st prospe cts of 
succe ss.

“For starte rs,” h e  says, look ing m e  up and dow n, 
“I’d rule  out th e  saunas. No-one  ove r th irty look s 
e rotic in a fade d te a tow e l… Luk e ’s  favourite  
back room  w as th e  Que e ns ’ H Q on Crow n. H e  
alw ays re ck one d h e  m e t th e  k inde st of strange rs 
th e re .” 

I sh ak e  m y h e ad, “No, not H e adq uarte rs.” H aving 
se e n Ch ristian on Ge orge  Stre e t, I don’t fancy 
e xploring any of Luk e ’s  re gular h aunts. 

“H ow  about Signal th e n?” 
“M aybe ,” I pause , th ink ing. A se e m ingly 

im possible  pe rform ance  h ad be e n th e  h igh ligh t of 
m y first visit to th e  original Signal ove r in East 
Sydne y. I’d w atch e d, spe llbound. M y e rudite  tour 
guide , Blaze , h ad said th at w ith  practice , and a gag 
to stop m e  ch atte ring, I too could be  a re al doll for 
som e  h andy ve ntriloq uist. D e cade s ago, and 
de finite ly anoth e r country. Th e  tim e  se e m s righ t for 
a re turn visit. “W h y not? I h ave n’t be e n to Signal in 
ce nturie s.”

* * * *

Early in th e  w e e k , e arly in th e  nigh t, it’s  ce rtainly 
not R ush  H our but I’m  pre pare d to be  patie nt. Th e re  
are  only four punte rs and th e y’re  all in th e  back  
lounge  w atch ing porn on a large  TV scre e n. It’s one  
of th ose  Am e rican-Cze ch  w ank aram as, e ch oing th e  
w orst bucolic indulge nce s of David H am ilton. Tw o 
im possibly be autiful young m e n, unsh ave n and 
uncut, pe rfe ctly fram e d and pose d, are  casually 
fuck ing. Dust m ote s dance  in sh afts of ligh t th rough  

th e  ope n barn door as one  pulls out and cum s on h is  
partne r’s  stom ach . 

It’s a cue  for th e  four to de part, one  afte r th e  oth e r. 
‘Suit’ is  not m y type , nor I h is. ‘H om e bush  H ubby’ 
could be  a possibility, our e ye s catch  as h e  e xits. 
‘Tow n H all Tubby’, th e  olde st, look s pisse d. H e  
sm irk s , as false ly as h is  te e th , th e  re m oval of w h ich  
m igh t give  h im  a h e ad start in th e  glory h ole  stak e s 
late r in th e  nigh t. Sk inny ‘Tigh t T-sh irt’, th e  last out, 
is  probably ne are st m y type , w h ate ve r th at is  th e se  
days.

O nce  upon a tim e  last m ille nium , I w e nt for a 
ce rtain type : th in blonds w ith  butch  h igh ligh ts. Th e n 
I discove re d th at look s don’t m atte r so m uch  in th e  
dark . Th is  w as th e  daw n of m y slut pe riod. From  
th e n until th e  ne urotic ce libacy, w h ich  appe are d w ith  
m y first H IV te st and finally m e lte d aw ay in India, I 
com pre h e nsive ly prove d th at in a back room  se tting 
th e  q uality of se x h as m ore  to do w ith  m utual body 
ch e m istry th an age  or appe arance .

Th at be ing th e  case , a se ss ion as passionle ss as th e  
one  curre ntly be ginning on-scre e n, e ve n w ith  
som e one  as bre ath -tak ing as th is  Cze ch , w ouldn’t 
ne ce ssarily be  gre at se x. O n conside ration, I de cide  
th at’s not true  e ith e r. Th e  naturalism  m ay be  too 
calculate d, but h is  ph ysical be auty is  unde niable . 
And se x w ith  h im  is  no im possible  dre am  —  not once  
I ge t back  on th e  nicotine  patch e s. 

Th e  k e y to back room s is  to stay focusse d. I de cide  
to ge t up and start w alk ing be fore  I find m yse lf 
w e aving D e ath  in Ve nice  fantasie s , starring Joh an 
Paulik  as Tadzio, and m e  as th e  abse nt-m inde d 
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pae doph ile  nibbling tainte d straw be rrie s.
I’ve  ne ve r be e n to Ve nice . Varanasi on th e  

Gange s w as w h e re  I crosse d th e  gre y w ate r. In th e  
pre daw n ch ill and gloom  I paid a boatm an to fe rry 
m e  out m idstre am . Th e  sun brok e  ove r th e  h orizon 
w ash ing e ve ryth ing in soft, ye llow  ligh t th at turne d 
incre asingly h one ye d and h azy. O n th e  ste ps of th e  
gh ats m orning praye rs, laundry and ablutions 
be gan. It w as tim e le ss; th e  te m ple s, lit gold at 
sunrise , se e m ingly pe rch e d on th e  e dge  of oblivion. 
At th e  burning gh ats w rappe d bodie s on pyre s w e re  
be ing circle d, th e n k isse d w ith  fire . W h at re m aine d 
w as be ing re turne d to M oth e r Gange s. W e  w e re  
floating on froth y m ilk -te a w ate r ligh tly carpe te d in 
flow e rs and w h ite  ash . 

I stum ble  and fall. Th e re ’s  a long runw ay dow n 
one  s ide  of th e  building w ith  a sm all ste p h alf w ay 
along. It’s w e ll lit, but I w asn’t w atch ing. ‘Tigh t-T’ 
stare s from  a doorw ay at th e  e nd of th e  corridor. I 
stand up, fe e ling stupid, and continue  w alk ing. 
‘Tigh t-T’ h as disappe are d. I re tre at to th e  bath room , 
w ash  m y face  and de cide  to give  it five  m ore  
m inute s be fore  going h om e  and w ank ing in luxury 
to a de ce nt DVD.

‘Tigh t-T’ is  standing in th e  doorw ay of a sm all 
room . “Th at ste p’s dange rous. I told th e m  so last 
w e e k .”

“I w as m ile s aw ay,” I re ply, and pause . “I sh ould 
h ave  be e n look ing w h e re  I w as going.”

“Com ing in?” h e  ask s  w ith  a ne rvous nod.

W e  h ave n’t playe d slo-m o ch ase y in th e  gloom  or 
e ve n pre viously m ade  e ye  contact. It’s ultra-naff. 

But e ffe ctive . I ste p in. H e  s h uts th e  door, and 
w h at be gins as lips brush ing ch e e k s  be com e s 
tongue  k iss ing. H is  m outh  taste s faintly of Ch ine se  
or Th ai, ove rlaid w ith  w ine  and m e nth ol cigare tte s. 
I lik e  it. Ch ristian alw ays taste d of St M oritz.

I once  h ad a re pe rtoire  of routine s, appropriate  
for alm ost any back room  e rotic circum stance . None  
be gan w ith  passionate  k iss ing. Fe w  e nde d w ith  it. 

Th e  k iss ing stops. “I’m  Justin,” h e  says, w ith  
anoth e r ne rvous nod. H e ’s  actually sh ak ing m y 
h and.

“Ple ase d to m e e t you,” I re ply, and conce ntrate  
on re m oving h is  T-sh irt.

Soon w e ’re  nak e d on th e  vinyl m attre ss. I h old 
h im  tigh tly and w e  k iss , le ss force fully, de e ply. It’s 
unfair on h im , h is  e re ction pre ssing into m y 
stom ach , but th is  contact is e nough . I’d forgotte n 
th e  fe e l of sk in, th e  ple asure  and w arm th  of total 
contact w ith  anoth e r h um an body.

I’m  e xpe rie ncing an une xpe cte d w e lling up of 
e m otion. M y e ye s are  m oist, lik e  I’m  going to cry, 
but I’m  not fe e ling sad. I k e e p h olding h im  tigh t, not 
w anting th e  m om e nt to pass. And it sudde nly 
daw ns on m e  th at w h at I’m  fe e ling is  h appine ss. 
Noth ing m ore , noth ing le ss. I’m  h appy.

M y body re sponds. W e  be gin slow ly m asturbating 
e ach  oth e r. W e  continue  k iss ing. Each  tim e  one  
se nse s th e  oth e r’s  im pe nding orgasm , w e  e ase  off. I 

notice  th ings I lik e  about h im , particularly h is  bony 
h ips and h is  tongue . 

Th e  inte nsity k e e ps building until e ve ntually w e  
com e ; first h im , th e n m e  se conds late r. For a q uick ie , 
it’s  tak e n a long tim e . For a w ank , it’s  be e n de e ply 
satisfying.

Justin lie s ne xt to m e , h is  h e ad on m y sh oulde r. 
W e ’re  both  dripping w ith  sw e at. M y bum  is  stuck  to 
th e  vinyl. I m ove  to unstick  it. H e  s its up, sk ittish .

“You h ave  to go?”
“No. Just m e ssy. W e  could both  do w ith  a sh ow e r, 

th at’s th e  disadvantage  of not be ing at h om e .”
“I don’t tak e  pe ople  h om e . I live  w ith  m y siste r 

and h e r fiance . Th e y k now , but I still don’t. M aybe  if 
it w as lik e  a long-te rm  boyf or som e th ing, it w ould be  
O K. But h ow  do you ge t a long-te rm  boyf w ith out 
sle e ping w ith  th e m  for th e  first tim e ?”

“W h y don’t you m ove  out on your ow n?”
“Too e xpe nsive . W e  live  at M aroubra, close  to th e  

w ate r. I love  th e  be ach . And it’s  re al e asy for m e  to 
ge t to uni from  our place . O ne  bus.”

“W h at are  you studying?”
“M ainly h istory… It’s not th at inte re sting but. Not 

th is  ye ar… Te ll m e  about you.”
I tak e  a de e p bre ath . 

©2006 Gary Dunne
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Tim  Mile s  
Prodigal Son
Ph yllis pe e re d above  h e r h alf-m oon glasse s and 
w atch e d Doug th um bing th rough  Th e  Land. 
Th e ir m orning routine , h e r re ading a book  and 
h e r h usband th e  pape r, e nde d w h e n sh e  close d 
h e r book , took  off h e r glasse s, and colle cte d th e  
te acups. Sh e  ask e d h im  if h e  w ould lik e  anoth e r 
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Tim  Mile s -  Prodigal Son

cup and h e  re plie d by com m e nting on th e  cattle  
sale s. Now  sixty-tw o and re ce ntly re tire d as 
m anage r of Gunne dah ’s  agricultural m ach ine ry 
age ncy, Doug conside re d it h is  duty to stay in touch  
w ith  th e  rural ne w s. 

In th e  k itch e n Ph yllis adde d th e  cups to th e  s ink , 
alre ady h alf fille d w ith  last nigh t’s dinne r’s  dish e s. 
Sh e  fille d th e  k e ttle , and w aite d for th e  w h istle  
be fore  pouring th e  ste am ing w ate r into th e  s ink . 
Sh e  didn’t ne e d to use  th e  k e ttle  −  it h ad be e n th re e  
ye ars s ince  th e y re novate d th e  k itch e n. Probably 
about th e  sam e  tim e  as David, th e  younge st, le ft to 
follow  h is  e lde r broth e r and siste r to Sydne y. Sh e  
w onde re d w h y th e y h ad w aite d so long to upgrade  
th e  k itch e n−  sh e  re ally ne e de d th e  autom atic 
dish w ash e r w h e n th e  ch ildre n live d at h om e . 

But h e r old dom e stic h abits now  gave  h e r 
som e th ing to do.  Sh e  ope ne d th e  w indow  and 
sniffe d th e  fre sh  cow  m anure  Doug h ad spre ad on 
h is  flow e r and ve ge table  garde ns. Th e  cle ar blue  sk y 
provide d a playground for a couple  of m agpie s th at 
flick e d be tw e e n th e  te le graph  pole s. Th e  only 
sound, oth e r th an th e  frisk y birdsong, w as th e  
re gular tick ing of th e  grandfath e r clock  in th e  
lounge  room . 

Ph yllis w e nt into th e  bath room , and stare d in th e  
m irror w ith  th e  dulle d gre y e ye s th at use d to sh ine  

m ore  brigh tly. H e r face  w as now  rounde r and a fe w  
w rink le s h ad be gun to appe ar around th e  e ye s. At 
fifty-five  it w as too late  to h alt th e  e ffe cts of aging 
and th e  h arsh  Australian sun. But sh e  pinch e d h e r 
ch e e k s , giving th e m  a rosy sm udge . Th e n applie d 
lipstick , pre sse d h e r lips toge th e r and brush e d h e r 
h air, giving it m ore  body and le tting a fe w  strands 
fall onto h e r fore h e ad. Sh e  sm ile d, fe e ling sligh tly 
younge r and w e lcom e d th e  fam iliar sound of th e  
radio m usic announcing th e  m id-m orning ne w s. 
Th e  ne w sre ade r's care fully m odulate d voice  
re m inde d h e r th at th e re  w as a w orld outside  of 
Gunne dah . 

In th e  lounge  room  sh e  fiddle d w ith  th e  re d gladioli, 
standing e re ct in th e  tw in h and-painte d vase s. Th e  
vase s stood at both  e nds of th e  m ante lpie ce , lik e  
guardian ange ls to th e  w e dding and fam ily ph otos 
displaye d in be tw e e n. Look ing dow n on Doug’s bald 
h e ad and th e  gre e n cardigan sh e  h ad k nitte d last 
w inte r, and glancing at th e  rose  patte rne d lounge  
suite , provok e d an introspe ctive  sm irk . Th e ir 
dom e stic sce ne  w ould h ave  m ade  an ide al se tting 
for a Dam e  Edna sk it. 

Th e  sound of a car brak ing follow e d by an insipid 
h orn brok e  th e  lull. Sh e  trie d not to sh ow  
e xcite m e nt but couldn’t stop h e rse lf from  tapping 
Doug's sh oulde r:

H e ’s  h e re , Doug. 

Um m ! O h , th at’s q uick . D idn’t e xpe ct h im  till 
m idday. 

Th rough  th e  w ire  door, th e  s igh t of th e  Volk sw age n 
fille d h e r w ith  com fort and re lie f. Sh e  h ad h e ard too 
m any storie s about Volk sw age ns rolling ove r and 
young pe ople  falling asle e p at th e  w h e e l. 

H e llo, m um .

Th at voice . Slow  and ste ady. Could h ave  be e n 
m istak e n for re tardation but sh e  k ne w  be tte r. Ge ntle , 
k ind, and unsure  of h im se lf. Not lik e  th e  oth e r tw o – 
Je nny w ith  h e r law ye r’s  pre cision and R obe rt h is  
ath le tic sporting confide nce .

David. Look  at you! 

Sh e  k isse d h im  on th e  ch e e k , noticing th e  be ginning 
of a be ard. Sh e  th ough t h e  m ust h ave  grow n tw o 
inch e s. W e ll ove r six fe e t now . H is  body w as still 
gangly, and sligh tly h unch e d. But th at gave  h im  a 
vulne rability sh e  w ante d to prote ct. H is  h air w as 
starting to re ce de  but th at se e m e d to m ak e  h is  e ye s 
m ore  pronounce d – just lik e  h is  fath e r's. 

Doug am ble d along th e  path w ay, surve ying th e  
garde n be d for infiltrating w e e ds. 
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H e llo, son. 

David re coile d from  h is  fath e r’s  firm  h andsh ak e  and 
ice  blue  e ye s.

H i, dad. Law n look s good. 

Ye a. Not bad, but no th ank s to th at bloody 
council. O nly allow e d to w ate r e ve ry se cond 
day and th e n w ith  th e  h ose  only. No sprink le rs 
allow e d.

Th at’s a sh am e . Ah  w e ll... 

David found it h ard to fe ign inte re st- usually h e  h ad 
little  to say to h is  fath e r. And h ad ne ve r care d about 
th e  garde n, w h ich , in h is  fath e r's re tire m e nt, 
se e m e d to be  a bigge r e nte rprise  th an th e  
agricultural m ach ine ry busine ss.

Ph yllis grabbe d David’s bag and le d h im  into th e  
h ouse .

Com e  on, darling. It’s so good to se e  you. Such  
a long tim e  be tw e e n uni h olidays! 

Doug lagge d be h ind, surve ying th e  ge rbe ra be d. H e  
k ne lt dow n and ge ntly touch e d th e  pe tals of a 
w ilting flow e r th at, unlik e  th e  re st of th e  pe rfe ctly 
h appy be d, re fuse d to salute  th e  sun. 

W alk ing along th e  h allw ay and into th e  lounge  
room , David fe lt th e  sh adow s of grow ing up. Gam e s 
and figh ts w ith  h is  e lde r broth e r and siste r. Th e  h ot 
sum m e rs – cooling off in th e  bath tub w h e n th e  
te m pe rature  re ach e d 100. Th e  cold w inte rs w h e n 
frost se ttle d on th e  law n. Th e  drough ts w h e n 
k angaroos invade d th e  m ain stre e t. And th e  floods−  
be ing e vacuate d in a row ing boat w h ile  anim al 
carcasse s passe d by in th e  sw e ll. 

Th e  lounge  room  h adn’t ch ange d. Th e  sm e ll of 
furniture  polish , th e  lave nde r de odorize r and h is  
m oth e r’s  pe rfum e . Th e  m atch ing vase s−  today 
fille d w ith  gladioli. Last tim e  fille d w ith  th e  se asonal 
flow e rs h is  fath e r allow e d to be  pick e d. And outside  
th e  bay w indow  – th e  apricot tre e  th at w as now  
losing its le ave s and starting to look  w ith e re d.

David pick e d up th e  book  th at lay ne xt to h is  
m oth e r's re ading glasse s on th e  s ide  table .

O h  m um , you’re  re ading Th e  Tw yborn Affair? 

Ye s, it’s  h ard going but w orth  pe rse ve ring w ith . 
M uch  w ordie r th an th ose  de te ctive  and crim e  
nove ls, but th e re  is  som e th ing about Patrick  W h ite ’s  
w riting th at rings true .
 
H e  w as glad sh e  w as trying to k e e p up w ith  th e  
lite rature  h e  w as re ading as part of h is  Arts de gre e . 

Look ing at th e  book sh e lf, h e  notice d th at Le o Tolstoy 
w as now  k e e ping com pany w ith  Agath a Ch ristie . 
 And ove r on th e  oth e r s ide  of th e  room  – bursting 
out of th e  w indow  se at cupboards−  h is  fath e r’s  
National Geograph ics , Garde ning Australia, and fish ing 
tack le .

I w as bow le d ove r by Th e  Tw yborn Affair. I 
th ink  it’s  h is  be st book . But I didn’t th ink  you’d 
lik e  it.

David th ough t it w as be st not to touch  on h is  re ason 
for loving th is  book  ove r all of W h ite ’s  oth e r nove ls−  
and w h y h e  th ough t it w ouldn’t appe al to h is  m oth e r.

O h  David. I didn’t lik e  it at first. But th e n it 
starte d to grab m e . Th e  de scriptions of th e  
country h ouse  and its pe ople  are  so re al. It 
could be  any of th e  h ouse s and pe ople  around 
h e re . Im agine ! Th e  m ain ch aracte r w as 
som e one  just lik e  your fath e r – I m e an th at m an 
w as strong and did lots of th ings a w om an 
w ouldn’t. Killing anim als, h unting. And th e n 
dre ssing as a w om an, w e aring m ak e up and 
h aving se x w ith  anoth e r m an. 

H e  k ne w  th e n th at lite rature  w as giving h is  m oth e r 
an insigh t into a w orld sh e  h adn't e xpe rie nce d – or 
h ad e xpe rie nce d w ith out re alising it. Th e  de te ctive  
nove ls w e re  all fantasy – in far aw ay London and 

Tim  Mile s -  Prodigal Son
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Ne w  York . But Patrick  W h ite ’s  fiction re pre se nte d a 
w orld w ith  all th e  foible s th at w e re  part of h is  
m oth e r’s  life  in Gunne dah . 

Sh e  w as k e e n to be  draw n into David’s ne w  city life . 
Th e re  h ad alw ays be e n an e m path y w ith  David th at 
sh e  didn’t h ave  w ith  th e  oth e rs. Sh e  love d th e m  all, 
e ve n Doug. But David w as diffe re nt. Th e  s igns w e re  
th e re  w h e n h e  w as a young boy. H is  com m e nting 
on a flow e r’s  be auty, th e  sh ape  of its pe tals, th e  
softne ss of a ne w ly born calf, and its de e p brow n 
e ye s. Sh e  fe lt for h im  w h e n h e  crie d afte r a bag of 
drow ne d k itte ns w as dragge d from  th e  rive r. And 
notice d h ow  h e  turne d aw ay w h e n R obe rt gle e fully 
k ille d sparrow s w ith  a catapult; and Doug coldly 
sh ot a young k e lpie  be cause  it didn’t sh ow  prom ise  
as a w ork ing dog. 

Judging by th e  place  of th e  book m ark  David k ne w  
sh e  w as at le ast th re e  q uarte rs of th e  w ay th rough  
Th e  Tw yborn Affair. By now  Patrick  W h ite ’s  h e ro 
w ould be  a h e roine , e njoying anonym ity as a 
w om an in th e  stre e ts of London. In m any w ays 
Sydne y w as David’s London. And h e  k ne w  by now  
th at h e  w ante d to h ave  se x w ith  m e n. And th at 
Sydne y w as th e  place  w h e re  it could h appe n – 
ple nty of bars, be ats, saunas and m ale  fle sh .

W h e re ’s  dad?

O h ! Still in th e  garde n. 

Sh e  fe lt crush e d by Doug's fussing ove r h is  
w re tch e d flow e rs inste ad of h is  son.

Doug. Com ing in now ?

Doug appe are d at th e  back  door. Clutch ing a bunch  
of ge rbe ras in one  h and and a de ad possum  in th e  
oth e r.

Look  at th is , Ph il! W h ack e d it ove r th e  h e ad 
w ith  a spade  w h ile  it w as h alf asle e p. If I find 
anoth e r possum  e ating th e  apricots, I’ll spray 
e nough  poison to m ak e  sure  th e y ne ve r com e  
ne ar th e  place  again.

Ph yllis stare d at th e  de ad anim al’s soft fur, th e  large  
round startle d e ye s and th e  blood dripping onto 
Doug’s sh irt. And th e n glance d ove r to David, w h o 
avoide d h is  fath e r by pre te nding to re ad Th e  
Tw yborn Affair's back  cove r. Sh e  notice d, not for 
th e  first tim e , h ow  m uch  h e  re se m ble d Doug. Th e  
slippe ry dip nose , oval sh ape d face  and large , 
alm ost fe m inine  e ye s. And th e  long de licate  finge rs 
th at h e ld th e  book , w h ile  h is  fath e r’s  h e ld th e  
ge rbe ras, as if for com fort.

All th re e  stood−  m oth e r and son in th e  lounge  
room , fath e r on th e  back  doorste p−  e ach  w ith  th e ir 

private  th ough ts and fe ars, and not saying a w ord. 
Th e  only sounds w e re  th e  tick ing of th e  clock  and 
th e  s ile nt dripping of anim al blood on th e  doorm at.
 
As if aw ok e n from  a trance , Ph yllis brok e  th e  s ile nce : 

I’ll put th e  k e ttle  on.

© 2006 Tim  M ile s
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Blam e  a frustrate d fortnigh t spe nt w ith  m y cock  or 
a cigare tte  in one  h and, a re m ote  control in th e  
oth e r, and m y e ye s glue d to Ench ante d Fore st, a 
nature  docum e ntary fe aturing cute  Europe an 
w ildlife , h uge  h ardw oods and gush ing torre nts. M y 
boyfrie nd h ad dum pe d m e  just be fore  w e  w e re  due  
to tak e  a bush w alk ing h oliday in Ne w  Z e aland. I 
trave lle d from  Katoom ba to Sydne y to Auck land 
th e n Ne w  Plym outh  alone , carrying a m e ntal trave l 
broch ure  profuse ly illustrate d w ith  back w oods 
tw ink s, and book e d a sh uttle  ride  to th e  start of th e  
R ound th e  M ountain Track .

Rob McD onald 
 
Aw ak e !

Artw ork  ge ne rate d w ith  Th e  Gim p 



w w w .gay- e book s.com .au
boys’ sum m e r   collection

2006

Th e re  w e re  only tw o trave lle rs on th e  m inibus, 
m e  and anoth e r solo h ik e r. A Be l Am i Eurotw ink  h e  
w asn’t, but a blip on th e  gaydar scre e n and tw o 
w e e k s  of abste ntion m ade  m e  turn a blind e ye  to 
h is  be e r gut. H e  offe re d to sh are  h is  te nt to low e r 
our pack  w e igh t. W e  le ft m ine  at th e  visitor ce ntre . 

Th e re  are  se ve ral pre m ise s  im plicit in m ovie s 
fe aturing outdoor gay se x. Th e n th e re ’s  th e  re ality.

Th e  w orld is  populate d by be autiful m en, all unde r 
th irty. Th e y’re  all gay, and h ave  pe rfect te eth .

H e  look e d about fifty and h ad de nture s. But at 
le ast h e  se e m e d gay.

Even afte r a quick ie  guys  k is s  or cuddle.
O n th e  first nigh t h e  rolle d aw ay and fe ll asle e p. 

W h ile  I w as unw rapping th e  rubbe r. And h e  snore d. 
I lay aw ak e  all nigh t, cursing th e  dam p th at h ad 
turne d m y cigare tte s into nicotine  porridge .

You can h ave  outdoor gay s e x w ith out ris k  of 
discove ry. Any inte rlope r w ill e nth us iastically join you.

Eve ry D e ce m be r une ndange re d m am m als calle d 
sch oolk ids m igrate  to Ne w  Z e aland fore sts. A doze n 
appe are d at daw n. I tosse d anoth e r unw rappe d 
condom  into m y daypack . Afte r nigh tfall th e  k ids 
and th e ir te ach e r se arch e d for glow -w orm s. Lik e  a 
fool I’d brough t fluore sce nt condom s. Th e y look  
im pre ssive  in th e  glare  of a doze n flash ligh ts. I 
w h isk e d anoth e r rubbe r into th e  daypack , and trie d 
to convince  th e  k ids th e y’d s igh te d a rare  Taranak i 
glow -w orm .

Th e  w e ath e r’s  alw ays  fine . 
In th e  land of th e  long black  cloud th e y m e asure  

rain in m e tre s. Th e y h ave  snow storm s. In sum m e r. 
Th e  ne xt nigh t, afte r re asse m bling th e  flailing te nt, 

w e  fe lt as h ot and h orny as a prie st w atch ing Th e  
Sound of Mus ic in a fridge . I w h isk e d anoth e r 
unw rappe d condom  into th e  daypack . At le ast th e  
w ind drow ne d h is  snoring.

Fore sts   neve r h ave  biting ins e cts.
Ne w  Z e aland sandflie s are  as rave nous as a 

Eurotw ink ’s  cock . Th e  ne xt nigh t, w h e n I w e nt for a 
pe e , a sandfly lovingly suck e d m y dick . Th e  
attraction w as not m utual. I sq uash e d th e  sandfly 
and th re w  anoth e r rubbe r into th e  daypack .

Even w h e n cam ping, all m en h ave  clean-s h aven 
ars e s  and clean de s igne r-label unde rw ear. Th e y neve r 
e at fre e ze -drie d cam ping food. Th e y neve r h ave  
diarrh oea.

By th e  last nigh t our th e rm al unde rw e ar re e k e d 
of re pe lle nt, sw e at and sh it, and I didn’t e ve n re ach  
for a condom . I lay aw ak e , dying for a cigare tte , 
w h ile  h is  snoring and th e  w ind com pe te d in a dow n-
unde r Eurovision song conte st.

If you get bore d you can fast-forw ard to a h otte r 
sce ne .

W h e n you’re  w alk ing on tire d, bliste re d, soggy 
fe e t, in boots th at pinch , w ith  a guy you can’t w ait 
to say goodbye  to, th e re  is  no button for spe e ding 
you forw ard. It didn’t h e lp th at th e  close r w e  got to 
th e  e nd of th e  circuit th e  m ore  h e  talk e d about h is  
w ife  and k ids. Th e y w e re  w aiting at th e  visitor 
ce ntre , and w h isk e d h im  aw ay to R otorua.

Condom  disposal is  neve r a problem .
“Tak e  only ph otograph s. Le ave  only footprints,” 

said th e  s igns. I tosse d th e  unw rappe d condom s into 
a m uddie d Glad bag in m y daypack . Th e re  w as no 
sim ple , une m barrassing w ay of losing th e m  in a 
Ne w  Plym outh  h oste l full of young Ge rm an 

back pack e rs. All w e re  confirm e d h e te rose xuals. 
Th e y k e pt m e  aw ak e . W h e re  w e re  th e  cute  gay 
Eurotw ink s?

Th e  only consolation w as th at I’d spe nt five  nigh ts 
w ith out sm ok ing. I de cide d to q uit.

Th e  w ait at Auck land w as a fitting e nd to a h oliday 
from  H e ll. Th e  Sydne y fligh t w as de laye d by tw o 
h ours. I crave d a cigare tte , a DVD-inspire d w ank  on 
m y com fortable  le ath e r sofa, and a q uie t nigh t’s 
sle e p in m y ow n be d. Th e  se ats in th e  noisy airport 
w e re  just com fortable  e nough  for m e  to doze  off. M y 
sle e p-starve d, se x-starve d brain cre ate d a 
com pe nsatory e rotic dre am  of fore st life . A 
Eurotw ink  sm ile d into m y e ye s and m urm ure d, “I’ve  
ne ve r done  th is  be fore ”, be fore  instinctive ly re laxing 
h is  m uscle s.

“Lik e  a virgin, touch e d for th e  ve ry first tim e .” I 
aw ok e  surrounde d by a ch arm le ss group of 
Australian bim boe s. M adonna’s voice  e xplode d from  
a h um ungous duty-fre e  gh e tto-blaste r. Th e  batte rie s  
w e re  going flat, and h e r voice  sounde d as virginal as 
th e  butts of th e  tw ink s in Ench ante d Fore st. An acne -
ridde n Australtw ink  guffaw e d, turne d to m e  and 
le e re d, “Ye ah , I’d lik e  a virgin. W ould you lik e  a 
virgin, m ate ?”

“No, th ank s,” I said. “I’m  trying to give  th e m  up.”
Eve n afte r th re e  w e e k s  w ith out se x th e re  w e re  

lim its to m y capacity for lubricious fantasy. H is  
pim ple d h e te rose xual face  look e d lik e  a burnt 
M cCain pizza sub. I w ande re d aw ay to avoid be ing 
touch e d again for th e  ve ry first tim e  by M adonna’s 
alle ge dly virginal voice .

I ate  at M cDonald’s, th e n luste d for nicotine  to 
re m ove  th e  burge r’s  gre asy afte rtaste . Th e  re staurant 

R ob McD onald -  Aw ak e !



w w w .gay- e book s.com .au
boys’ sum m e r   collection

2006

w as pack e d w ith  pack age  tourists from  M isura, 
w h ich  I unde rstand is  Am e rican for M issouri. Som e  
of th e ir face s sugge ste d it m e ant M ise ry. O ne  of 
th e m , a m otorm outh  calle d Audre y, introduce d 
h e rse lf to th e  e ntire  re staurant, and told anyone  
w h o care d, and e ve ryone  w h o didn’t, th at h e r group 
w as doing Ne w  Z e aland and Australia in e le ve n 
days. Th e ir ne xt stop w as Sydne y. H e r te dious 
trave logue  include d a m ole cule -by-m ole cule  
de scription of e ve ry m e al sh e ’d h ad in th e  last four 
days. I soon unde rstood th e  source  of th e  oth e rs ’ 
m ise ry. I praye d for th is  group to trave l on a 
diffe re nt fligh t.

I m ove d to e scape  Audre y, and e xplore d th e  
souve nir sh ops. Plastic M aori dolls. Abalone -
e ncruste d pape rw e igh ts. Fridge  m agne ts w ith  sunny 
picture s of snow -cappe d volcanoe s th at in re ality 
you can’t se e  for rain.

I bough t cigare tte s, and joine d th e  addicts 
outside . Th at’s w h e n I saw  h im . I could se e  from  h is  
luggage  labe ls th at h e  be longe d to th e  m ise rable  
M isura group. H e  w ore  loud, crush e d, crush proof 
polye ste r trouse rs and a softly spok e n sm ile . Th e  
trouse rs w e re  of an atrocious colour th at h ove re d 
unde cide dly be tw e e n gre e n and brow n. But h is  
q uie t blue  e ye s grippe d m ine  lik e  a fridge  gripping a 
m agne t.

I ch ange d m y m ind about Audre y M otorm outh , 
and h ope d th e  group w as on m y fligh t. M e ntally I 
joine d th e  Mile -H igh  Club , w h e re  M r Polye ste r 
Trouse rs sh one  h is  stunning blue  e ye s into m y face . 
Instinctive ly h e  re laxe d and m oane d, “I’ve  ne ve r 
done  th is  be fore .”

H e  droppe d tw o h e avy suitcase s, grunte d, and lit 

an e xtra-m ild. “Th e  pack e t sh ould w arn it’s  
h azardous to trave l w ith  th at w om an.”

Th at w om an? I pre sse d th e  pause  button on M ile -
H igh  Club. But th e  ce ntre  of m y je ans re m aine d in 
pre paration for lift-off tow ards th e  blue . I re m inde d 
m yse lf I’d just spe nt five  sle e ple ss nigh ts w ith  a 
bise xual be e r gut.

“Th e y sh ould rip out th ose  souve nir sh ops and 
m ak e  space  for sm ok e rs,” h e  said.

“W h o buys th at crap?” I ask e d.
“H ow ard!” ye lle d an instantly re cognisable  voice . 

Audre y w ie lde d th re e  carry bags, e ach  large  e nough  
to contain a North  Island volcano. Eve ry bag 
ove rflow e d w ith  souve nirs. “H ow ard! You prom ise d 
to q uit sm ok ing.”

“W h e n I find som e w h e re  I can re lax,” h e  
m utte re d. “Audre y, m y siste r.”

“W ayne ,” I said, suspe cting sh e  could h ave  
forgotte n m y nam e  afte r introducing h e rse lf to forty-
tw o oth e r custom e rs in M cDonald’s.

H ow ard re turne d h is  cigare tte  to h is  lips. 
Draw ing h e avily, h e  e xtracte d as m uch  com fort as 
possible  from  h is  e xtra-ligh t.

H is s iste r! I re ach e d for th e  play button. Th e n th e  
DVD jam m e d. Tuck e d am idst Audre y’s  souve nirs 
w as a copy of th e  W atch tow e r.

“H ow ard, you h ave  to se e  th is  k iw i. H e ’s  
adorable .” Since  I couldn’t im agine  th is  
loudm outh e d Je h ovah ’s  W itne ss lusting afte r any 
Ne w  Z e alande r in such  an obvious w ay, I assum e d 
sh e  w as talk ing about one  of th e  fe w  souve nirs sh e  
h adn’t bough t.

“Now  you k now  w h o buys th e m ,” h e  m utte re d. 
“Sh e ’s  nine ty pe r ce nt of th e  m ark e t.” H e  stubbe d 

out h is  h alf-sm ok e d cigare tte  and m e e k ly follow e d. 
Audre y’s  W atch tow e r plum m e te d from  one  of th e  
bags. H ow ard be nt to gath e r it and th rough  h is  
polye ste r trouse rs re ve ale d a pe rfe ct bubble  butt. As 
h e  struggle d forw ard th e  strain on h is  arm s stre sse d 
h is  pe rfe ctly form e d m uscle s, acq uire d from  
w e igh tlifting Audre y’s  souve nir colle ction.

I sm ok e d anoth e r cigare tte , com pose d m yse lf 
e nough  to w alk  in com fort, and h e ade d for th e  plane .

At tak e -off tim e  w e  w e re  stuck  w aiting for th e  last 
passe nge rs to fill tw o e m pty se ats be side  m e . I 
nodde d off, m y h e ad re sting uncom fortably against 
th e  w indow , and m y dick  pok ing com fortably against 
m y je ans as it re m e m be re d H ow ard.

Again I aw ok e . A large  congre gation of luggage  
appe are d, and w ith  it Audre y and H ow ard. Sh e ’d 
de laye d th e  plane  to buy a large  polye ste r-fe ath e re d 
k iw i. H ow ard ploppe d e xh auste d into th e  se at be side  
m e , and Audre y se ttle d by th e  aisle . 

Th e re  are  se ve ral w ays of ge tting rid of Je h ovah ’s  
W itne sse s , w h e n you’re  on th e  ground. A ne igh bour 
sw e ars by ch ainsaw s. H e  invite s h is  calle rs in, agre e s 
w ith  th e ir inte rpre tation of th e  Bible , th e n claim s to 
h ave  found som e  ve rse  about sm iting dw arfs. “You 
look  a bit sh ort yourse lf,” h e  says, and calm ly 
re ach e s for h is  ch ainsaw .

But I’d forgotte n to pack  a ch ainsaw . I burie d m y 
nose  in th e  airline  m agazine , pre te nding to be  
m e sm e rise d by a sh e e psk in ad. I’d h ave  look e d q uite  
convincing e xce pt th at th e  page  w as upside -dow n, 
bouncing on m y lap, and w ritte n in Japane se .

Audre y ope ne d h e r orange  juice  and launch e d into 
sm all talk . I brace d m yse lf for a se gue  into dire  
w arnings of th e  e nd of life  as w e  k now  it. “I love  
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juice s,” s h e  said, and ble th e re d on about th e  juice  
concoctions sh e  m ak e s at h om e  w ith  h e r e xtractor. 
“H ow ard and I are  ve ge tarians,” s h e  confide d.

“I ne ve r trust ve ge tarians,” I said. “Th e y’re  so 
pick y about w h at th e y’ll put in th e ir m outh s.”

H ow ard splutte re d. H is  orange  juice  w e nt dow n 
th e  w rong w ay.

“You sh ould be  fussy about w h at you put in your 
m outh ,” s h e  said, com ple te ly m issing m y drift. 
“Your body’s a te m ple .” Sh e  also m isse d th e  drift of 
m y e ye s. H ow ard’s body w as a te m ple  inde e d, and I 
longe d to bow  m y h e ad and w orsh ip.

H ow ard’s gaze  drifte d too. Pe rh aps h e  w as 
straining for a vie w  of R angitoto’s dorm ant crate r, 
but R angitoto w as be low , in th e  H aurak i Gulf, and 
H ow ard’s blue  ve ge tarian e ye s w e re  focusing on m y 
m e at.

From  h e alth y foods Audre y ine vitably progre sse d 
to dise ase s ph ysical and spiritual. Be fore  I k ne w  it 
sh e  w as talk ing about blood transfusions, AIDS and 
th e  abandonm e nt of m oral constraint.

“Viruse s are  cle ve r,” sh e  re cite d. “And so is  Satan, 
and w e  all k now  th at Satan cause s th e se  nasty 
viruse s to punish  pe ople  of loose  m orals.” According 
to Audre y th e re  w e re  th re e  place s in th e  Bible  th at 
fore caste d th e  AIDS e pide m ic.

I ble w  m y top. “Audre y, m y fath e r h ad a bad 
accide nt. H e  ow e s h is  life  to transfusions. I’m  gay. 
Ne ith e r of us h as AIDS, w h ile  m illions of poor 
bastards in Africa got it from  h e te rose xual 
inte rcourse  w ith in m arriage . If God or Satan or 
w h oe ve r is  out to punish  us , h e  ne e ds som e  frigging 
targe t practice .”

H ow ard blush e d and conce ntrate d on h is  ne atly 

polish e d sh oe s.
Audre y w as unflappable . “It’s not just th e  AIDS 

e pide m ic,” sh e  w arne d, savouring h e r role  as 
pe rse cute d be lie ve r. “Look  at th e  re ce nt 
e arth q uak e s and volcanic activity.” Sh e  told m e  
sh e ’d fe lt tw o e arth  tre m ors in Ne w  Z e aland.

“Audre y,” I said, “Ne w  Z e aland e arth  tre m ors are  
as com m on as sh e e p.”

“You probably th ink  I’m  a m e ddle som e  fool 
trying to conve rt you,” sh e  continue d, “but I’m  only 
trying to h e lp. Condom s w on’t save  you from  God’s 
judge m e nt.”

I re m e m be re d m y bagful of condom s. W h ile  not 
w orrie d about God’s judge m e nt, I didn’t re lish  th e  
e m barrassm e nt of m aybe  h aving to sh ow  th e m  at 
custom s in Sydne y.

Audre y’s  vie w s on se x w e re  am azing. In a 
nutsh e ll, a side w ays glance  at H ow ard w as 
“uncle anne ss”. A q uick  touch  of h is  dick  w ould be  
“loose  conduct”. A blow  job or a pok e  in th e  butt 
w ould be  som e th ing m ore  fascinating calle d 
“porne ia”. Sh e  spe nt th e  ne xt h our e xh orting m e  to 
fle e  from  fornication, w h ile  I nodde d to sle e p 
against H ow ard’s s h oulde r, w h ich  offe re d little  
re sistance .

I aw ok e  to h e ar Audre y le cturing m e  about 
be stiality.

“Audre y,” I said, “I saw  six h undre d and sixty-six 
sh e e p in Ne w  Z e aland and I didn’t fancy one !”

H ow ard sm oulde re d lik e  a volcano on a cloudy 
day. “Le ave  h im  alone , Audre y,” h e  rum ble d.

Com ing from  H ow ard, w h o h ad h ardly said boo 
since  tak e -off, th is  w as strong stuff. W e  w e re  
sh ock e d into sile nce . I glance d at m y m agazine , 

th e n at H ow ard, th e n at th e  scre e n w h ich  told us th e  
altitude , th e  distance  from  Auck land, th e  distance  
from  Sydne y, and th e  cruising spe e d. W ith  Audre y 
be side  h im  I w as cruising ve ry slow ly. I w onde re d if 
th e  on-board sh op sold duty-fre e  ch ainsaw s.

Finally w e  ne are d Sydne y. W h e n our im m igration 
form s arrive d I re ach e d for m y daypack  to ge t a pe n. 
Audre y ope ne d h e r h andbag for h e rs. W h ile  sh e  w as 
distracte d I tippe d th e  condom s into h e r carry bags, 
as a souve nir.

As th e  plane  touch e d dow n, an ironic voice  told us 
th e  te m pe rature  w as a cool th irty-e igh t.

“W h at’s th at in Fah re nh e it?” ask e d Audre y, m issing 
th e  jok e .

“H ot,” I told h e r. “You w on’t ne e d your coat. H ot as 
th e  flam e s of H e ll. It’s punish m e nt for Sydne y’s  
w ick e d life style .”

Sh e  re m aine d unfluste re d. “O h , but th at’s a 
m isconce ption. H e ll’s not a place  of fire . It doe sn’t 
m e ntion flam e s in th e  Bible .”

“Audre y!” H ow ard sh oute d. “H e ’s  just saying you 
w on’t ne e d your coat!”

“I’m  doing it for h is  ow n good, H ow ard,” sh e  said. 
“It’s not full of flam e s. It’s just a long, long tim e  of 
noth ingne ss. You’d ge t rath e r tire d of noth ingne ss 
afte r an e te rnity. It’s be e n love ly talk ing w ith  you, 
W ayne . I h ope  you’ll re ad th is  m agazine .” Afte r 
de priving m e  of sle e p for m uch  of th e  fligh t, sh e  gave  
m e  an issue  of Aw ak e !

Th re e  h ours w ith  Audre y se e m e d a ve ry long tim e  
of noth ingne ss. As cute  as H ow ard w as, I h e ade d as 
fast as I could into th e  te rm inal w h ile  th e y gath e re d 
h e r souve nirs. Along th e  corridor poste rs w arne d th at 
AIDS ne ve r tak e s a h oliday. I w ish e d I could say th e  
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sam e  of Audre y.
I re trie ve d m y back pack  from  th e  carouse l in 

m inute s, and h ope d for a fast train ride  h om e  to 
Katoom ba for a sm ok e , a w ank  and a sle e p. But a 
ze alous asse m bly of custom s office rs w as giving 
e ve ry th ird or fourth  passe nge r th e  full tre atm e nt.

O ne  of th e m  w ante d to inspe ct e ve ryth ing I h ad. 
In m y luggage  anyw ay. Afte r ch e ck ing e ve ry ite m , 
dow n to th e  last putrid sock  and rancid jock  stuffe d 
into m y h ik ing boots, and finding noth ing m ore  
s iniste r th an a crush e d lube  tube , h e  pore d ove r m y 
boots and notice d som e  m ud.

“I don’t th ink  Quarantine  w ould lik e  your boots, 
Sir,” h e  said. “H ave  you spe nt any tim e  on Ne w  
Z e aland farm s?”

“Th e re ’s  no anim al se m e n on th e m ,” I snappe d. 
“I’ve  re pe nte d and stoppe d scre w ing sh e e p.”

Unam use d, h e  se nt m y boots aw ay to be  
ste rilise d. I w as still w aiting w h e n H ow ard and 
Audre y re ach e d th e  front of th e  q ue ue . Th e  w om an 
se le cting victim s for inspe ction look e d w ryly at 
Audre y’s  profuse  luggage  and w ave d h e r on.

Blam e  Satan. Blam e  Audre y. Blam e  a h oliday 
from  H e ll, w h ich  appare ntly didn’t e xist as w e  
h e ath e ns k ne w  it. I’d ne ve r done  th is  be fore . “It 
m ay be  none  of m y busine ss,” I w h ispe re d to th e  
office r w h o re turne d m y boots, “but th at w om an w as 
acting w e ird on th e  plane . Sh e ’s  got unw rappe d 
condom s in h e r bags. I th ink  pe ople  use  th e m  for 
sm uggling drugs?”

“I’ve  no ide a h ow  it got th e re ,” Audre y scre am e d 
as th e  first condom  e m e rge d. H e r W atch tow e r 
tum ble d from  one  bag but re ve ale d no answ e rs. 
Inste ad it ope ne d to re ve al m ore  rubbe rs. Th e y 

raine d dow n lik e  a cloudburst at a Sunday sch ool 
picnic.

I could te ll from  H ow ard’s e q uivocal sm ile  th at h e  
k ne w  e xactly h ow  th e  condom s h ad got into h e r 
bags.

“Can you confirm  you pack e d th e se  bags yourse lf, 
M adam ?” th e  inspe ctor re cite d.

“O f course  I pack e d th e m  m yse lf,” sh e  sq ue ale d. 
“I w ouldn’t le t H ow ard put h is  filth y tobacco finge rs 
inside  m y bags. I h ope  h e  h asn’t h ad th ose  around 
h is  finge rs.”

“Th at’s not w h at th e y’re  usually around,” th e  
inspe ctor obse rve d.

“I’ve  ne ve r be e n so outrage d in all m y life ,” crie d 
Audre y. At le ast a doze n outrage ous th ings I’d said 
h ad faile d to outrage  h e r, so I glow e d as proudly as a 
fluore sce nt condom .

Th e  inspe ctor raise d a rubbe r to th e  ligh t. “I’m  
sorry, M adam , but th e re  appe ars to be  som e  soil on 
it. Could I ch e ck  your oth e r bags?”

Sh e  e m ptie d th e  oth e r bags. Th e  polye ste r-
fe ath e re d k iw i ... A M aori doll ... An abalone -sh e ll 
pape rw e igh t ... Anoth e r m uddy condom .

“I’m  sorry, M adam . W e ’ll h ave  to tak e  your bags 
to Quarantine  for spraying. And th is  oth e r office r 
w ould lik e  a w ord w ith  you.”

I discre e tly w ink e d at H ow ard. “W e  sh ould h ave  
tim e  for a cigare tte ,” I h inte d. H e  h e s itate d, 
unce rtain w h e th e r to follow  m e  or Audre y.

Audre y h ad no ch oice  but to follow  th e  oth e r 
official. Sh e  glare d ove r h e r sh oulde r, lik e  Lot’s w ife  
look ing back  at Sodom . “It’s th e  w ork  of Satan,” sh e  
scre am e d as th e  official le d h e r aw ay. H ow ard 
h e s itate d, and look e d tow ards h is  s iste r.

D iscre e tly m y finge rtips brush e d th e  ce ntre  of h is  
polye ste r trouse rs. “Eith e r you’re  sm uggling in a 
m e tronom e  or you’d rath e r com e  w ith  m e . Doe s a 
body se arch  count as uncle anne ss, loose  conduct or 
porne ia?”

“Frank ly, m y de ar,” h e  w h ispe re d, “I don’t give  a 
dam n.”

W e  didn’t stop for cigare tte s. W e  caugh t th e  train 
straigh t to Katoom ba. H e  blush e d and sm ile d into m y 
e ye s. W rapping h is  arm s te nse ly around m y ne ck , h e  
re ally did say, “I’ve  ne ve r done  th is  be fore .”

At first h e  found it difficult to re lax. Since  th e n 
w e ’ve  both  be com e  m ore  re laxe d and q uit sm ok ing.

Audre y th ink s I’m  a m e ddle som e  fool, but I’m  
only saving H ow ard from  a long, long tim e  of 
noth ingne ss. Sh e  ofte n rings from  M isura w ith  ne w s 
of natural disaste rs. Sh e  told H ow ard h e ’d be e n 
disfe llow sh ippe d. I h ope d th at m e ant w e ’d ne ve r 
h e ar from  h e r again, but unfortunate ly fam ily 
m e m be rs are  still pe rm itte d to talk  to h im . 
Som e tim e s sh e  th re ate ns to fly ove r to re le ase  h im  
from  Satan’s snare . But if sh e  doe s w e ’re  pre pare d. 
W e ’ve  bough t a ne w  ch ainsaw .

Not far from  Katoom ba th e re ’s  a q uie t, le afy spot 
by a rock  pool, w h e re  th e re ’s  no risk  of be ing 
disturbe d. If th e  w e ath e r’s  fine  w h e n Audre y rings 
sh e  ofte n just h e ars th e  m e ssage  w e ’ve  le ft. “Th is is  
W ayne  and H ow ard. W e ’re  sorry w e  can’t ge t to th e  
ph one  righ t now . W e ’ll ge t back  as soon as w e ’ve  
dispose d of th e  condom s.”

©2006 R ob M cDonald

R ob MacD onald -  Aw ak e !

END  Contact Rob th rough  <conanth e librarian@ dodo.com .au>

mailto:conanthelibrarian@dodo.com.au


w w w .gay- e book s.com .au
boys’ sum m e r   collection

2006

Vale  Sash a Soldatow  19 47-2006

Artw ork  note s: 
Th e  Sash a nude  (ak a “La Donge  Enorm e ”) 
is  from  th e  back  cove r of R ock ’n ’R oll Sally 
(Black W attle  19 9 0). W e  th ough t th e re ’d be  
com plaints, th e re  w e re n’t. Mayak ovs k y  in 
Bondi (Black W attle  19 9 3) fe ature d th e  
ope ning line , ‘I am  trying to re m e m be r 
w h at m y fath e r's cock  look e d lik e ,’ w h ich  
w as q uote d in alm ost e ve ry m ainstre am  
re vie w . Private  - Do Not O pen  (Pe nguin 
19 87) w as Sash a’s  first m ajor publication. 
H arry H ooton, Collecte d Poem s  (e ditor, 
A& R  19 9 0) w as th e  outcom e  of Sash a’s  

Ale xande r Pavlovich  Soldatow  - w rite r, e ditor, subtitle r, adm onish e r and buttinsk i, boh e m ian and sage , bon 
vivant and gossipe r, ch alle nge r and confidant - die d 30 August 2006 in Sydne y.

“Sas h a Soldatow  is  survive d by countle s s  people  w h os e  live s  h e  ch ange d; by great jok e s  and unforgettable  conve rsations; 
by book s  publis h e d and unpublis h e d; by th e  care fully catalogue d m em orabilia now  in th e  M itch ell Library; by h is  
m oth e r and ste p-s iblings. H e  as k e d for a lite rary prize  to be  e stablis h e d in h is  m em ory to h onour w rite rs  w h o h aven't 
h ad th e  re cognition th e y de s e rve. H is  last publication w ill be  th e  w ords  h e  orde re d for h is  tom bstone : I Se e .” David M arr.
 
Full te xt of David M arr’s  m oving obituary in th e  Sydne y Morning H e rald   9  Se pt 2006. Se e  also: Bruce  Sim m s and 
Ge orge  Papae linas, Creative  soul neve r far from  revolution , Th e  Australian 15 Se pt 2006.

long-te rm  de sire  to bring th is  ne gle cte d 
libe rtarian poe t to a ne w  ge ne ration of 
re ade rs. W h at is  th is  Gay Com m unity Sh it? 
(se lf publish e d 19 83) w as Sash a’s  oft-
q uote d contribution to th e  s ignificant 
de bate  ove r th e  politics and age nda 
be h ind Sydne y’s  e m e rging gay golde n 
m ile , O xford Stre e t. In th e ir role  as gue st 
e ditors of cargo (issue  8/9 , Black W attle  
July 19 9 0), Sash a and Pam  Brow n 
fam ously state d, ‘W e  w e re  put h e re  to be  
naugh ty.’ Sash a contribute d to virtually 
e ve ry m e n's issue  of cargo, and to th e  
Black W attle  anth ologie s: Travelling on 
Love  (19 9 1); Fruit (19 9 4); and Beyond Blood  
(19 9 5). Travelling on Love  in a Tim e  of 
Unce rtainty w as originally th e  title  of 
Sash a's contribution our 19 9 1 anth ology. 
As it so pe rfe ctly e ncapsulate d th e  
ze itge ist of th e  AIDS e ra, h e  ge ne rously le t 
it be  use d as th e  book  title  inste ad. Afte r 
w ork ing w ith  Ch ristos Tsiolk as to se e  th e  
young M e lbourne  w rite r’s  first nove l 
Loade d  finish e d and publish e d, th e  pair 
th e n collaborate d on an autobiograph ical 
book  of ide as, Jum p Cuts  (R andom  H ouse  
19 9 6). 

http://www.smh.com.au/news/obituaries/a-spirit-gone-to-another-place/2006/09/08/1157222325334.html
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Ge offre y Gre e ne  –
H aving spe nt a m isspe nt youth  in Ne w  Z e aland, 
Ge offre y crosse d th e  Tasm an in 19 85 on a fam ilial 
w h im . H oping for brigh t sh ore s, a pre viously 
unre cognise d passion arose  and to th is  day re m ains. 
Ge offre y w rite s, snaps, paints. Any re m aining 
stre ngth  is  utilise d to avoid  biograph is ing. Life  goe s 
on, re m ains th e  bastard crim e .
Em ail: e nq uirie s@ gay-e book s.com .au

Joh n Robe rts – 
k now s O xford Stre e t be tte r th an anyone . For ove r 
tw e nty ye ars h e 's  w ork e d th e re , live d ne arby, and 
re corde d th e  good tim e s and bad tim e s,  alw ays 
w ith out judge m e nt. Be st k now n for Mardi Gras  Th e  
Novel, h e  is  now  w ork ing on th e  se q ue l to Ten 
Inch e s , te ntative ly title d Suck  and Suck  Again.
Em ail: e nq uirie s@ gay-e book s.com .au

Gary D unne  – 
w as a co-e ditor of Australia’s first g& l colle ction, 
Edge  City (19 83). In th e  ’9 0s h e  e dite d tw o 
Black W attle  gay anth ologie s. Tw o of h is  ow n w ork s 
of fiction, As  If O ve rnigh t (19 9 1), and h is  2006 
colle ction, Th e  Que e n &  I are  available  on gay e book s 
as fre e  dow nloads. <click  h e re  h ype rte xtth ingy>  
Em ail: gary@ gay-e book s.com .au  

Tim  Mile s – 
Day job: Pre ce de nts law ye r. W riting: Finalist in 
Sydne y W rite rs Fe stival pitch ing com pe titions (2000 
and 2001). Se ve ral article s publish e d in SMH  H e ck le r 
colum n.  Am bition: Finish  and publish  th e  nove ls I 
pitch e d 5 ye ars ago. Inspire d by: Sang (partne r) 
FoxyLoxy (pooch ) M ae  W e st and th e  Bish op of 
D ible y. Inte re sts: W riting sh ort storie s, playing piano, 
and w alk ing FoxyLoxy in Ce nte nnial Park .
Em ail: tim .m ile s@ bigpond.com

Rob McD onald – 
live s in Alice  Springs. H e  h as live d in Sydne y, R om e , 
Flore nce , London, M e lbourne , th e  Blue  M ountains, 
Brisbane  and th e  Gold Coast, and e xiste d in W agga 
W agga. H is  storie s h ave  appe are d in O utR age , 
Cream Drops  and tw o oth e r anth ologie s. Anoth e r 
story w ill appe ar soon in H arrington Gay M en ’s  
Lite rary Quarte rly. 
Em ail: conanth e librarian@ dodo.ne t.au

Alistair Sutton – 
h as w ritte n sh ort fiction and article s for various gay 
pape rs around th e  country. H e  w as h igh ly 
com m e nde d in th e  Inaugural Sydne y Gay and 
Le sbian M ardi Gras w riting com pe tition. H e  love s 
w riting, is  a passionate  advocate  for O z gay lit and is  
th rille d to be  a sm all part of gay-e book s.com .au.  H e  
live s w ith  h is  partne r of th irte e n ye ars, tw o dogs 
and five  goldfish .
Em ail: alistairsuttonau@ yah oo.com .au

Ian MacNe ill – 
is  ve ry grate ful for all th e  opportunitie s Black W attle  
Pre ss h as give n h im  ove r th e  ye ars and fe e ls 
h onoure d and fortunate  to be  now  part of 
Black W attle ’s e le ctronic e nte rprise .
Em ail: im acne ill@ yah oo.com

Bre ndan Joh n Lindsay – 
is  a graduate  of QUT Bach e lor of Fine  Arts (Cre ative  
W riting Production) course . O ve r th e  ye ars h e  h as 
found a lik ing of th e  drink  and e ve n cre ate d Vox 
Barbara, a cre ative  w riting socie ty at QUT, just for 
an e xcuse  to e ndugle  h is  clich e d w rite rly favourite  
h abbit. Ch e ck  it out w w w .m yspace .com /voxbarbara
Em ail: bjlindsay26@ h otm ail.com
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