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W e lcom e  to th e  late st anth ology from  
<w w w .gay-e book s .com .au> . O ur 
tradition of good strong w riting 

continue s  in Man O ve rboard w ith  ne w  storie s  
from  Ian MacNe ill, Jarre d Connors , Barry Low e , 
Jam e s  May, Nich olas K ok inidis  and Tre vor Ball.

Each  colle ction w e  re le as e  is  an original 
collage  of im age s  of w h o w e  are  and h ow  w e  
vie w  our w orld. In th is  pdf s e ve ral storie s  de al 
w ith  love  and lust against th e  ongoing back drop 
of H IV/AIDS. O th e rs  de al w ith  fam ily, both  
biological and acq uire d, and h ow  w e  sort out 
w h o re ally are  our s ignificant oth e rs . W h ile  
both  th e m e s  are  w e ll k now n in gay lit, th e s e  
storie s  bring w ide r curre nt re alitie s  cle arly into 
focus .

Th is  is  th e  first colle ction w e 've  re le as e d th at 
doe sn't contain at le ast one  "virgin" w rite r. For 
us , one  of th e  gre at th ings  about anth ologie s  
(both  h e re  at gay-e book s , and pre viously w ith  
Black W attle  Pre s s) is  th e ir uniq ue  ability to 
bring ne w  auth ors  to a large r audie nce . If 
you've  a folde r of storie s  lurk ing uns e e n by th e  
w orld on your h ard drive , our ne xt colle ction is  
due  out in e arly 2009 . Tak e  a ch ance  and s e nd 
us  som e th ing <gary@ gay-e book s .com .au> . 

Man O ve rboard

Editorial

Gay lite rary fam e  is  pote ntially only a m ous e  
click  aw ay: (gay lite rary fortune  can tak e  
som e w h at longe r.)

A num be r of th ings  are  h appe ning ove r th e  
ne xt fe w  m onth s . O n Nove m be r 15, th is  
colle ction w ill be  launch e d at Que nch , a part of 
th e  annual Ade laide  Fe ast Fe stival. K ate  O 'Brie n 
from  our s iste r s ite , th e  ne w  <w w w .le sbian-
e book s .com .au> , w ill be  launch ing th e ir first 
colle ction, Flaunt, th e  sam e  e ve nt. K e e p an e ye  
out for th e  pdf of th e  w inne rs  of th e  Fe ast 
Fe stival Sh ort Story Com p, available  from  
<w w w .gay-e book s .com .au>  and 
<w w w .le sbian-e book s .com .au>  in m id 
Nove m be r. Also on both  s ite s  w ill h ave  th e  e ntry 
form  for ne xt ye ars  Sydne y Mardi Gras  Sh ort 
Story Com p. W e 're  sponsors  of both  
com pe titions  and are  ple as e d to be  part of th e  
curre nt re vival of conte m porary g& l lit.

And finally, do ch e ck  out Flaunt, available  for 
fre e  from  <w w w .le sbian-e book s .com .au> . It's  
w e t and w ild pdf jam  pack e d full of luscious  
le sbian lite rary goodne s s  and fe aturing s e ve ral 
contributors  w h o w ill be  ve ry fam iliar to re gular 
re ade rs  of O z q ue e r lit.

Laurin &  Gary

http://www.gay-ebooks.com.au
http://www.lesbian-ebooks.com.au
http://www.lesbian-ebooks.com.au
http://www.gay-ebooks.com.au
mailto:editor@gay-ebooks.com.au
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Jack son drape d h is  arm  around Ah m id’s  
s h oulde r as  th e  guys  cam e  up. Th e y w e re  
h aving a taste  of a porn s ite .

Ah m id laid a h and on Jack son’s  pois e d ove r th e  
k e yboard.

‘O ooh , I w ant h im  to bare back  m e .’

Daw son Burg w as  big, h airy, blue  ch inne d and 
ch e e k e d w ith  a k ille r sm ile  w h ich  prom is e d 
w arm  crue lty and no e m barras s ing good-bye s .

‘Ye ah  but th at’s  … you can ge t AIDS. 
Re m e m be r w h at Frie drich  said.’

* * *

Ah m id h ad told Frie drich  th e y w e re  on th e  pr-r-
r-ow l.

‘O K  but alw ays  us e  th e  condom s ,’ Frie drich  h ad 
said as  h e  inspe cte d th e ir ch oux pastry.

‘H e ’s  disgusting!’ Bre e ze  h is s e d. ‘Th at’s  s e xual 

h aras sm e nt, you s h ould re port h im .’

‘Th at’s  not s e xual h aras sm e nt, th at’s  good s e ns e  
and can w e  ge t on w ith  th is?’ 

Bre e ze  h ad w alk e d out, Claire  s h rugge d, Jack son 
dum pe d h is  ch oux ball onto th e  floure d be nch . 

‘H e  w as  just trying to give  you good advice ,’ 
Claire  said.

Bre e ze  cam e  back  in afte r a w h ile  and 
com plaine d h e r ch oux pastry w as  ruine d. 
Frie drich  cam e  and look e d. ‘I cannot tick  you off 
for th e  com pe te ncy. You w ill h ave  to do it again. 
Cle an th e  pot.’ 

Th is  w as  e as ie r said th an done . ‘Th is  is  your 
fuck ing fault!’ Bre e ze  said to Claire . Claire  
laugh e d. So Bre e ze  h ad th row n h e r pot in th e  
s ink  and w alk e d out again. 

* * *

‘You can’t ge t it from  one  … You h ave  to be  a 

IIaann  MM aaccNNee iillll
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re al slut and be  gangbange d or … I can just fe e l 
h im  all ove r m e , in m e , h e ’s  gorge ous , h e ’s  th e  
sort of boyfrie nd … ‘ Ah m id ran a finge r ove r 
Daw son Burg’s  h uge  cock .

‘Don’t,’ Jack son said, ‘you’ll dirty th e  scre e n.’

Th e y s h rie k e d.

Ah m id h ad be e n practis ing anal inte rcours e  
w ith  a re asonable  dildo and a poppe r.  It didn’t 
h urt any m ore . At first h e  couldn’t, it k ille d. 
Th e n som e one  at TAFE told h im  to try am yl and 
m ak e  sure  h e  w as  us ing ple nty of lube . Afte r a 
w h ile  h e  could ge t it in. 

‘It m ak e s  you fe e l m ore  confide nt,’ h e  told 
Jack son.

Jack son w as  w aiting for som e one  w h o h e  could 
re ally trust.

‘I’m  going to ge t som e one  at Enge ne e re d. I’m  
going to w e ar th at cut aw ay s h irt. Sh ould I ge t 
m y nipple  pie rce d?’

Jack son said h e  s h ould just be  h im s e lf and if h e  
w ante d to.

‘W h at about a tat lik e  th at girl h ad … just h e re ?’

‘I th ink  th e y’re  ove r but if you lik e .’

Th e y w e re  going to stay at Jack son’s  cous in’s  
flat and re st all day and drop th e ir e ccie s  and go 
to Enge ne e re d about e le ve n, m aybe  h ave  a 
drink  at th at pub first. 

Jack son’s  cous in gave  Jack son a k e y in cas e  h e  
didn’t com e  h om e  or th e y got s e parate d but 
th e y w e re n’t to bring any trade  back . Th e y w e re  

going to h ave  a re cove ry bre ak fast toge th e r.

Th e y couldn’t re st. Th e y trie d to drink  a lot of 
w ate r. Th e y w e nt out and h ad coffe e . It s e e m e d 
lik e  th e  w orld w as  ge tting re ady for Enge ne e re d.

‘I be t s h e  bough t th at to w e ar. I w onde r w h at it 
is .’

Ah m id grabbe d Jack son’s  h and unde r th e  table , 
‘Fourte e n h undre d h igh . H e ’s  going. Do you 
th ink  th at’s  h is  boyfrie nd?’ 

Ah m id h ollae d. Th e  guy turne d around. Jack son 
w as  re ally e m barras s e d. Ah m id w as  re ally 
e m barras s e d.

‘I don’t th ink  th at’s  th e  w ay to go about it,’ 
Jack son said, ‘e ve ryone ’s  staring, th e y th ink  
w e ’re  je rk s .’

‘I couldn’t h e lp it,’ Ah m id said, ‘h e  w as  so h ot.’

Jack son said, ‘You look  re ally good, stop 
w orrying,’ as  th e y ch arge d tow ards  th e  
w are h ous e . ‘Doe sn’t h e , Tonio?’

Tonio th ough t so but said, ‘H e  look s  O K . Be  
care ful w h o you m ix w ith . And don’t bring your 
trade  back , I w ant m y laptop th e re  w h e n I ge t 
h om e  and … Liste n,’ h e  said to Ah m id, ‘don’t 
be  in too m uch  of a h urry, you’re  in too m uch  
of a h urry.’ 

Ah m id th ough t Tonio w as  re ally cool, if only h e  
w asn’t Jack son’s  cous in but m aybe  … Th at 
w ould be  re ally, re ally th e  be st … but.

Th e y lost Tonio on th e  dance  floor.

Th e y w e re  be ing e ye d by a group of le ath e r 
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guys . Jack son trie d to dance  aw ay but Ah m id 
w ouldn’t m ove . Th e  le ath e r guys  starte d 
slugging th e  air around th e m , grinning so 
Jack son said h e  w as  going to ge t som e  w ate r.

Ah m id cam e  up to Jack son w h o h ad found 
Bre e ze  w h o w as  te lling h im  h ow  m uch  s h e  
h ate d Claire  and th at s h e  th ough t Claire  w as  a 
dyk e .

‘I’ve  got to go to th e  toile t. Com e  w ith  m e . W e ’ll 
be  righ t back ,’ Ah m id told Bre e ze  as  h e  pulle d 
Jack son aw ay.

Th e y didn’t ge t to th e  toile t.

‘Give  m e  th e  k e y. H e  w ants  to go back  w ith  m e , 
h e  h asn’t got … H e ’s  from  out of tow n. And h e  
can’t tak e  anyone  back  to h is  h ote l.’

‘But Tonio – ‘

‘H e  w on’t k now . H e  w on’t be  back  tonigh t, you 
k now  th at, h e  look e d so h ot h e ’ll be  … H e ’s  
probably le ft w ith  som e one  alre ady.’

‘It’s  only – ‘

‘Ple as e . H e ’s  th e  one , h e ’s  just lik e  Daw son 
Burg. Don’t ruin th is  for m e . Ple as e , Jack son, I’ll 
ne ve r find anyone  lik e  h im  again.’

‘You don’t k now  h im , w h at if – ‘

‘Jack son, th is  is  m y ch ance , don’t … Noth ing 
w ill h appe n, h e ’s  re ally h one st, h e ’s  from  th e  
country. You can trust h im . I’ll w atch  h im  all 
th e  tim e . W h y w ould h e  w ant to ste al Tonio’s  
laptop? It’s  only a Tos h iba in any cas e . W h at’s  
h e  got on it?’

‘You be tte r as k  Tonio.’

‘H ow ? H e ’s  gone . I’ll ne ve r find h im . Ple as e , 
Jack son, I’ll m ak e  h im  go be fore  Tonio … It’ll be  
all righ t, I k now  I can trust h im . H e ’s  th e  one  for 
m e .’

As  th e y w e re  w alk ing aw ay from  Enge ne e re d 
th e  le ath e r guy put h is  arm  around Ah m id. 
‘You’re  one  luck y little  dude , th is  is  going to be  
gre at.’

Ah m id fe lt h is  w arm th . H e  m ove d in close r. Th e  
le ath e r guy pulle d aw ay, re lit h is  cigar. 

In th e  taxi Ah m id th ough t about w h e n h e  w as  
going to put h is  arm s  around h im  and k is s  h im  
– h e  th ough t h e  could stand th e  sm e ll of cigar 
but m aybe  h e  s h ould te ll h im  Tonio didn’t le t 
pe ople  sm ok e  ins ide . Th e  le ath e r guy s q ue e ze d 
h is  k ne e  so th e  taxi drive r couldn’t s e e .

Ins ide , th e  le ath e r guy grabbe d Ah m id’s  balls 
and s q ue e ze d th e m . It h urt.

In th e  be droom  h e  s q ue e ze d Ah m id’s  nipple s  
till th e y h urt. Ah m id starte d to fe e l cold.

H e  as k e d Ah m id if h e  h ad any am yl. Ah m id 
said th e y w ouldn’t ne e d it. Th is  s e e m e d to be  
th e  w rong th ing to say so h e  took  h is  pants  off. 
Th e  le ath e r guy s q ue e ze d h is  balls again so 
Ah m id trie d to k is s  h im .

‘H e y! None  of th at.’ 

H e  pre s s e d Ah m id’s  h e ad dow n, unzippe d h is  
je ans , unclippe d h is  ch aps .

H e  w as  w e aring a le ath e r pouch . But h e  
w ouldn’t le t Jack son slip it off. Ah m id got s ick  of 
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th e  taste  of le ath e r so stood up.

‘You’ve  got gre at abs ,’ th e  le ath e r guy said, 
‘h ow  old are  you?’

Ah m id said h e  w as  tw e nty.

‘Cool. Now  le t’s  s e e  …’

H e  pus h e d Ah m id dow n onto th e  be d. Ah m id 
rolle d ove r. Th e  le ath e r guy laugh e d.

Ah m id look e d at h im . H e  s e e m e d to h ave  
s h runk . H is  be lly w as  w ay out in front of h is  
pouch  w h ich  didn’t look  inte re sting. Th e  ligh t 
playe d th rough  th e  h air curling off h is  
s h oulde rs . Ah m id saw  h e  w as  a suburban re d 
ne ck  lik e  som e one ’s  nasty fath e r and w as  about 
to ge t up w h e n h e  pus h e d h im  dow n h ard.

H e  w as  lying on top of Ah m id. H is  h arne s s  
buck le s  w e re  pre s s ing into Ah m id. Th e y h urt.

‘I’ll just ge t som e  lube .’

‘You don’t ne e d th at.’ 

Ah m id fe lt a finge r pus h  in and th e n anoth e r. 
Th e y h urt. H e  s e e m e d to be  cutting h im  w ith  
h is  nails.

‘You’ve  got a tigh t little  boy pus sy.’

Ah m id fe lt e ncourage d, lifte d h is  ars e .

‘Don’t m ove . I can’t do it if you m ove .’

H e  w as  doing som e th ing. Som e tim e s  h is  w e igh t 
s e e m e d le s s . Ah m id h ope d h e  w ould ge t off. H e  
w as  ge tting scare d. Th e n th e  w e igh t pre s s e d 
dow n h arde r th an e ve r.

H e  w as  trying to ge t in.

Th e n h is  m obile  rang.

‘I’m  just up th e  road … Som e  tw ink  … It’s  O K  
… Ye ah , it’s  just ye ah  … I’ll s e e  you … soon.’ 
H e  ch uck le d into th e  ph one , th re w  it as ide  and 
starte d again.

Ah m id’s  ch ance  to ge t up h ad gone .

‘Sh it, you are  tigh t. R e lax, you cunt.’

Ah m id trie d. Pus h e d up a bit to m ak e  it e as ie r 
th e n stoppe d h im s e lf, re m e m be ring.

H e  w onde re d if h e  s h ould figh t h im  off. H e  
w e igh e d so m uch  h e  probably w ouldn’t stand a 
ch ance . Uh , h e  w as  in.

‘Com e  onnn!’ h e  grunte d and Ah m id th ough t of 
Lle yton H e w itt.

It h urt a lot th e n h e  poppe d righ t th rough  and 
Ah m id s igh e d w ith  re lie f.

‘You lik e  th at do you, you little  slut.’

Th e n h e  be gan je rk ing and it h urt again, m ore  
and m ore .

‘Stop,’ Ah m id said, ‘I h ave  to – ‘

‘Fuck ,’ h e  said and rolle d off and it w as  lik e  
h e ave n for Ah m id. 

As  Ah m id’s  m ind race d ove r w h at to do th e  guy 
h e ave d h im s e lf off th e  be d and said, ‘W h e re ’s  
th e  bath room ?’

‘Dow n th e  h all.’

W h e n h e  h e ard th e  tap turne d off Ah m id got up 
and put on h is  pants .
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Th e  guy cam e  in and lit h is  cigar.

Ah m id follow e d h im  out.  H e  pick e d up Tonio’s  
Murano ornam e nt, h e ld it up to th e  ligh t, put it 
dow n rough ly.

At th e  door h e  pinch e d Ah m id’s  nipple  th e n 
sudde nly be nt dow n and bit it h ard and w as  
gone .

Ah m id look e d to s e e  if it w as  ble e ding th e n 
w e nt and sat in th e  lounge  room .

H is  h e ad slum pe d, in it h is  m ind race d but w as  
e m pty.

Afte r about h alf an h our h e  got up and w e nt and 
look e d at th e  be droom . Th e  cove r w as  a bit 
m uck e d up. Ah m id e xam ine d it. Th e re  w as  no 
s ign of spoof. H e  straigh te ne d th e  cove r. 

At th e  door h e  look e d at th e  room  and th e  be d 
to s e e  if it w as  prope r for Jack son.

In th e  lounge  room  h e  be gan to w onde r if it h ad 
h appe ne d. H e  sat dow n and w onde re d w h at to 
do. W h at tim e  w as  it?

It w as  one -th irty. W h at s h ould h e  do?

H e  w e nt to th e  toile t. Som e th ing spille d out of 
h is  bum . H e  look e d. It w as  ye llow  staine d cum  
and blood. H e  w ipe d h is  bum . It w as  blood.

H e  w e nt and sat dow n in th e  lounge  room , 
slum pe d into black ne s s  th e n je rk e d up at th e  
sound of th e  door.

Jack son cam e  in.

‘H ow  w as  it?’ 

‘Gre at. I h ad th e  be st s e x. I’ve  got blood.’

Jack son sat dow n. Afte r a w h ile  h e  said, ‘You 
us e d a condom ?’

‘H ow  th e  fuck  w ould I k now ?’ And Ah m id 
laugh e d and slum pe d.

Th e  w orld w as  ve ry still for a long, long tim e  in 
th at lounge  room .

‘Are  you all righ t? I w as  scare d to com e  back  in 
cas e  I ruine d … Th e n I got scare d in cas e  h e  
tras h e d Tonio’s  … And … I’m  glad it w as  gre at. 
W h e re  w as  th e  blood?’

Ah m id s h ook  h is  h e ad. 

Afte r a w h ile  h e  h e ard Jack son com e  ove r, fe lt 
h is  arm  on h is  s h oulde r.

Ah m id starte d to s h ak e  th e n h e  grabbe d 
Jack son’s  h and and k is s e d it, h e ld onto it. 
Jack son sat ne xt to h im .

‘W h at’ll w e  do?’

Ah m id s h ook  h is  h e ad.

‘W e  could go to Em e rge ncy.’

Ah m id s h ook  h is  h e ad.

‘Are  you still ble e ding?’

Ah m id s h ook  h is  h e ad and said, ‘I don’t k now .’

H e  w e nt and ch e ck e d. H e  w asn’t.

‘I th ink  … I don’t k now . H ow  can w e  ge t 
Frie drich ’s  num be r, h e ’d te ll us .’

‘Forge t it. I’m  all righ t.’
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Th e y couldn’t sle e p. Ah m id didn’t w ant to go 
back  to Enge ne e re d. Jack son didn’t re ally w ant 
to e ith e r. Ah m id w ante d to go h om e  but th e  
trains  didn’t start again till s ix-th irty. 

Th e y w atch e d te le vis ion.

Tonio cam e  in and Jack son trie d to te ll h im  but 
Ah m id s h ut h im  up.

Tonio said th e y’d go for a gre at re cove ry 
bre ak fast but th e y h ad gone  w h e n h e  got up. 

Jack son told Claire  at TAFE. Sh e  told Frie drich . 
Frie drich  took  Ah m id aw ay afte r th e  prac w as  
ove r. 

Claire  took  Jack son to a ch urch . Th e y lit candle s  
and praye d.

© 2008 Ian MacNe ill

Ian MacNe ill re m ains  conce rne d about h ow  little  
guidance  young h om os e xual pe ople  are  give n, 
both  at h om e  and at sch ool. Th e re  is  no point 
discus s ing th e  re ligious  institutions .
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Tue sday nigh t th e n, say e igh t.” It'd tak e n 
m e  w e e k s  to e ve n ge t h im  on th e  ph one  
but finally h e  w as  m ak ing a date . “No, 

m ak e  it ... s e ve n th irty? W h at about Maria's  
D ine r? In Ge orge s  Road. Past th e  O p s h op. O n 
th e  righ t.”

“Gre at, I'll be  th e re . Se e  you th e n.” I w as  so 
re lie ve d th at w e 'd finally got to th is  stage .

“Sure . Look ing forw ard to it.” At le ast h e  e nde d 
th e  call pos itive ly.

Ryan w as  big in H IV/AIDS com m unity politics; 
particularly w ith  support groups . I'd ne ve r 
as k e d but alw ays  as sum e d h e  w as  pos itive . H e  
h ad a job th at allow e d h im  to tak e  tim e  off 
fre e ly; it w as  w ith  one  of th e  unive rs itie s , I 
found out late r. W e 'd k now n e ach  oth e r, as  
frie nds  of frie nds , for m any ye ars  and I'd 
w ante d a date  w ith  h im  for som e  tim e  alth ough  
I h adn't re ally trie d be fore . Eve n th ough  our 
circle s  ofte n cros s e d it w as  m ostly a nodding 
acq uaintance . H e  w as  popular and h ad lots  of 
pe ople  about h im  but I'd ne ve r h e ard of a 

re gular partne r. But th e re  w as  a glow  about h im  
th at intrigue d m e  and I just k ne w  I'd lik e  to ge t 
to k now  h im  be tte r. I w on't de ny th at h is  
cute ne s s  h e lpe d —  or m aybe  it w as  just lust.

I'd h ad an aw k w ard accide ntal m e e ting w ith  
h im  a fe w  w e e k s  be fore . H e  w as  dining at one  
of th os e  footpath  re staurants  dow n by th e  fe rry 
te rm inal, and I w as  out for a w alk  and caugh t 
h is  e ye , so I stoppe d. Give n m y inte re st, th e re  
w as  no w ay I w as  not going to ch at to h im . W e  
sw oppe d gre e tings  and talk e d about an 
upcom ing rally, along w ith  oth e r gos s ip. I'd 
gue s s e d h e  w asn't dining alone  as  th e re  w e re  
tw o drink s  on th e  table . W h e n h is  date  cam e  
back  from  th e  toile t h e  s e e m e d unam us e d to 
s e e  m e  ch atting to Ryan. 

Ryan introduce d us , “Sh aun, th is  is  Andre w ; 
Andre w , Sh aun.”

I nodde d h i to Sh aun m id-s e nte nce  and finis h e d 
th e  gos s ip ite m  I'd starte d.

At a paus e , Sh aun addre s s e d Ryan dire ctly, “I 
gue s s  w e  s h ould orde r. W e 'd lik e  to orde r now ,” 
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th e  s e cond state m e nt w as  at m e ; h e  look e d 
about trying to catch  a w aite r's  atte ntion. All th e  
w aite rs  w e re  oth e rw is e  occupie d.

I ignore d th e  h int and as k e d Ryan about th e  
confe re nce  h e 'd be e n at th e  pre vious  w e e k ; 
th e re  w as  a w rite  up in th e  gay pre s s  about a 
controve rs ial spe e ch  h e 'd m ade  in favour of gay 
m arriage s . W e  h ad frie nds  in com m on w h o'd 
be e n th e re  and so I q uizze d h im  about som e  
de tails. Sh aun fidge te d and sm ack e d h is  lips  
loudly and m ade  it q uite  cle ar h e  w ante d m e  to 
m ove  on.

“So w h e re  are  you off to tonigh t? A tour of th e  
bars?” Sh aun, to m e . And h e  flick e d h is  e ye s  up, 
off som e w h e re  e lse , a fairly crude  sugge stion 
th at h e  w ante d m e  to go.

“Just a w alk . I lik e  th e  e ve ning ligh t around th e  
h arbour.” I paus e d, “But I m igh t stop in at 
Arch ie s  for a drink  on th e  w ay h om e . Are  you 
lik e ly to be  around late r?” I dire cte d th e  offe r to 
Ryan w h o w as  look ing a bit unne rve d at h aving 
to ne gotiate  th rough  th is  sudde n bitch ine s s . 

“I, ...” Ryan sort of fade d off, look ing at m e , 
th e n Sh aun, and back  to m e . I h adn't th ough t 
m uch  about h is  vie w  point; h is  q uie t dinne r w as  
about to h ave  tw o m ad q ue e ns  w ork ing up a 
scre am ing m atch  at h is  table .

“Som e  pe ople  just can't tak e  a h int ...” Sh aun 
starte d, to no one  in particular.

“I'll le ave  you m y m obile  num be r," I offe re d to 
Ryan. "In cas e  you do fe e l at a loose  e nd – 
late r.”

Th e y both  w atch e d m e  as  I struggle d to ge t m y 
w alle t and a bus ine s s  card fre e .

“Just fe e l fre e  to give  m e  a call,” I said rath e r 
too sw e e tly as  I w rote  m y m obile  num be r on 
th e  back . "If you can ge t aw ay, I m e an," not 
saying but m e aning Sh aun, “It'd be  good to 
catch  up som e .” I turne d and w as  aw ay be fore  
Sh aun h ad m uch  of a ch ance . 

Ryan ne ve r cam e  for th e  drink . I can't say I 
blam e d h im , re ally.

ii

It w as  just afte r s e ve n and so I w as  e arly. I fille d 
th e  tim e  by w indow  s h opping th e  op s h op, th e n 
a h undre d m e tre s  or so dow n th e  stre e t and 
back , k e e ping an e ye  out for h im  s h ould h e  turn 
up e arly too. H e  didn't; h e  w as  righ t on tim e . 
H e ’d ch ange d from  th e  suit I k ne w  h e  h ad to 
w e ar for w ork ; h e  now  look e d cool and casual, 
slack s  and loose  top; ide al for th e  late  sum m e r 
w e  w e re  h aving. H e  spotte d m e  from  acros s  th e  
stre e t and h e  sm ile d ope nly as  h e  w ave d. I 
w ave d back  and m ade  for th e  pe de strian 
cros s ing. H e  w aite d at th e  re staurant door.

“Glad you cam e ,” I gre e te d h im , som e w h at 
lam e ly.

“And you,” h e  re plie d, as  h e  h e ld th e  door 
ope n. 

Th e  w aite r, w h o w as  glad to s e e  m ore  dine rs  on 
w h at look e d to be  a slow  nigh t so far, ros e  to 
gre e t us  from  a table  dow n th e  back , and w ith  
som e  fus s ing, w e  w e re  s e ate d, pre s e nte d w ith  
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m e nus , glass e s  of w ate r and le ft to re vie w  th e  
ch e f's  ch oice s . 

“About last tim e  w e  m e t ...” I starte d, w anting 
to apologis e  for m y be h aviour.

“Don't apologis e , you w e re  both  aw ful, Sh aun 
in particular.” H e  look e d aw ay at th e  stre e t 
traffic for a bit. “W e  h ad w ords  late r. H e 's  gone  
back  to Ade laide , th ank  goodne s s . W e 've  
k now n e ach  oth e r s ince  w e  w e re  k ids . H e  didn't 
k now  about m y h e alth  and w as  be ing ove r-
prote ctive ,” h e  paus e d, “I didn't as k  h im  to. 
And h e  k now s  h e  doe sn't h ave  to now .” 

Sile nce  s e e m e d a suitable  re spons e  but I w asn't 
sure  h ow  to start again.

“So, you h ave  fam ily in Ade laide ?” I ve nture d, 
afte r a bit. 

“Born th e re . In th e  h ills, w ine  country, idyllic, 
be autiful; but m y fath e r w as  a de spe rate  in a 
ne w  country, a slave  drive r w h o m ade  us  w ork  
on th e  farm , m ornings , nigh ts  and w e e k e nds , 
actually, any tim e  th at w e  w e re n't in sch ool, 
and e ve n som e tim e s  w h e n w e  s h ould've  be e n. 
Afte r I finis h e d h igh  sch ool I h ad to ge t out, and 
so I cam e  up h e re . Tw o w rongs . Le aving didn't 
fix e ith e r. My fath e r die d tw o ye ars  late r, a 
h e art attack . Now , I w is h  w e 'd m ade  up.”

Th is  tim e  I ne e de d th e  s ile nce  to tak e  all th at in. 

“But you, you're  not from  h e re  e ith e r?” h e  le d 
th is  tim e . I spe nt a fe w  s e nte nce s  e xplaining m y 
introduction to Sydne y, to s e x, to m e n; sort of 
all m ixe d up toge th e r, as  it h ad be e n.

Th e  w aite r h ove re d so w e  orde re d; a ligh t m e al, 

ve go curry, salads  and som e  fis h  cak e s . I pick e d 
a bottle  of W A w h ite  from  th e  list th at I 
re m e m be re d th e  labe l of. It cam e  q uick ly and 
w e  touch e d glass e s  be fore  sam pling.

“Good ch oice ,” Ryan com m e nte d and I re laxe d 
a bit. “So w h at's  th is  all about?” H e  h ad a h abit 
of m ak ing e ye  contact e ve ry tim e  h e  as k e d a 
q ue stion; it w as  a bit unne rving.

I counte d th e  finge rprints  on m y glass . “I th ink  
... I th ink  I’d lik e  to ge t to k now  you be tte r.” 
Eve n th ough  I'd h ad som e  tim e  to th ink  th rough  
th is  conve rsation, I h adn't actually de cide d on a 
de finite  plan. I ce rtainly h adn't cons ide re d th e  
full frontal approach  th at I'd just done .

“Mm m . And I th ough t it w as  about som e  crazy 
sch e m e  or oth e r. I'm  flatte re d. You k now  I've  
got th e  lurgy?” Again, h e  look e d m e  s q uare ly. 
“And m uch , too m uch  to do. Espe cially 
politically. And too little  e ne rgy. Not a good 
bas is  for a re lations h ip; you'd be  be tte r finding 
som e one  e lse , w ith  m ore  to ... give .”

I w as  h aving trouble  ch arting any sort of re ply. 

“I w asn't actually propos ing m arriage ,” I said as  
w e  w e re  distracte d by th e  arrival of th e  e ntre e s . 
“Ye t, anyw ay.” I adde d as  th e  food w as  place d. 

W e  both  sm ile d at th e  re fe re nce  to h is  political 
w ork , and I, at le ast, re laxe d as  w e  surve ye d th e  
food. Th e  w aite r nam e d th e  dis h e s  as  th e y 
lande d; re fille d our w ine  glass e s  and snuck  
aw ay. I w as  again glad for th e  distraction. W e  
both  starte d in on th e  food.

“I m ay h ave  m is inte rpre te d w h at you m e ant. 
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Explain 'ge t to k now ',” h e  look e d ove r to m e  
again, as  h e  sam ple d th e  salad.

I took  m y tim e  about form ing a re ply. 
“H one stly, I've  alw ays  fe lt attracte d to you,” I 
s e arch e d for w ords , “So I lik e  you a lot and I'd 
lik e  to spe nd som e  tim e  w ith  you. Ge t to k now  
you som e . Maybe , if it w ork s  out, to be  m ore  
th an frie nds .” H e  said noth ing, so I continue d, 
“I don't k now  w h at you th ink  of m e . You 
probably th ink  I'm  an idiot. I fe e l pre tty stupid 
righ t now .”

It w as  h is  turn to be  s ile nt for a bit. “You're  not 
an idiot. But I don't k now  you re ally,” h e  look e d 
straigh t at m e  again. A te n count s ile nce . 
“W h ate ve r ... but, at th is  tim e , I'm  not re ally 
look ing for any s e rious  com m itm e nts . Th at is  
w h at you're  sugge sting. Is  it?”

“I’m  not re ally sure  I'd th ough t it th rough  th at 
far. W h at I'd lik e  ..." I fus s e d about, spooning 
m ys e lf som e  curry. "Actually, righ t now , I'm  not 
sugge sting w e  e ve n jum p into be d, or 
anyth ing.” I offe re d h im  th e  plate . “And w e  
don't ne e d to solve  all of m y love  life  righ t 
aw ay. At le ast not be fore  de s s e rt anyw ay.” 
Conve rsation be cam e  postpone d by th e  food 
and late r w e  m ove d on to gos s ip and scandal.

iii

W e  w e re  com ing back  from  a fare w e ll party; 
ye t anoth e r of our frie nds  w as  off to spe nd s ix 
m onth s  in th e  south  of  France . Ryan's  m ood 
h ad sw ung all nigh t. At first h e 'd be e n tire d and 
irritable , and w ould h ardly talk  to m e  all all; h e  

w as  distracte d and just m ade  grum py nois e s . 
But h e  brigh te ne d up w h e n w e  got to th e  party 
as  h e  starte d to ch at up th e  room . H e 'd rapidly 
dow ne d s e ve ral fruit punch  drink s; so 
ove rpow e ringly spik e d w ith  w h ite  rum  th at 
e ve n th e  floating fruit look e d e xh auste d in th e  
s h ort tim e  it'd h ung around th e  bow l. Ryan's  
be h aviour – th is  on again, off again m ood sw ing 
th ing – h ad be e n going on for a w h ile . Typically 
h e 'd brigh te n up cons ide rably and w ould be  
ch atty w ith  e ve ryone  afte r w e  s e ttle d in. 
Tonigh t w as  no diffe re nt.

W e  le ft be fore  m idnigh t. Th e  cab drive r w as  
doing ok , by w h ich  I m e an h e  s e e m e d to k now  
w h e re  h e  w as  going, and w asn't ch atty or 
playing righ t-w ing radio. Ryan th ough , de cide d 
th at h e  m igh t be  going th e  w rong w ay and 
corre cte d h im  tw ice . Th e n h e  ins iste d on 
paying, pure ly, I k ne w , so h e  could m inim is e  
th e  tip. It w as  a gam e . I gave  up; I w as  too tire d 
and s im ply le t h im  do w h at h e  w ante d.

W e  fe ll into be d w ith  Ryan still be ing busy; h e  
re vis ite d th e  outrage ousne s s  of a frie nd's  antics  
at th e  party. “D id you s e e  th at, th e  w ay h e  
look e d w h e n s h e  h e ard th at? H e 's  alw ays  be e n 
tw o-face d about th at de al.” 

I rolle d ove r w ith out m ak ing any com m e nt. 
R igh t now , I just w ante d to sle e p. But Ryan k e pt 
going on, m ixing up incide nts , and blurring th e  
righ ts  and w rongs  of discus s ions . Th e  alcoh ol 
still h ad som e  control of h im  and so m y 
dile m m a w as , as  alw ays  w h e n h e  w as  lik e  th is , 
s h ould I re spond to th e  barrage , or just turn 
ove r and go to sle e p? I ne ve r k ne w  w h at to do 
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and tonigh t I w as  far too tire d to care  m uch . I 
m um ble d agre e m e nts  and grunts  w h e re  I 
gue s s e d th e y be  appropriate .

Slow ly h is  m ood m e llow e d and inste ad of be ing 
jum py and annoying, and a pain, h e  w as  all 
subtly and sole m ne s s  and s ile nce . H e  spoone d 
into m y back  and as k e d h ow  m y day h ad be e n. 
(W e  h ad gone  straigh t to th e  party from  w ork .) 
W e  laugh e d toge th e r at a w ate r th row ing 
incide nt at th e  party. Sudde nly it's  lik e  h e 's  
focus s e d only on us , m e ; sudde nly it's  lik e  h e  
doe s  re ally care . 

Afte r a bit, h e  says , “I do love  you, so m uch ,” 
and h e  clasps  m e  tigh tly. “You k now  I've  grow n 
to de pe nd on you be ing around.” I can still 
sm e ll th e  alcoh ol on h is  bre ath .

“I k now ." W e  k is s e d. "It's  Saturday tom orrow , 
can w e  talk  m ore  in th e  m orning? I've  h ad a 
h e ll of a day and I'm  so de spe rate  for som e  
sle e p righ t now .” I s e arch e d for an e scape ; 
k now ing all along w e 'd probably not ge t around 
to talk ing tom orrow .

“I'm  still w ire d. But ye ah , le t's  try and sle e p 
anyw ay. Nigh t.” And in a m inute  or so, h e 's  off, 
softly snoring. 

O f cours e , afte r ne gotiating all th at, I'm  w ide  
aw ak e . I can't ge t aw ay from  th e  re vie w  of our 
re lations h ip th at I'd starte d in m y h e ad. W e 've  
be e n living toge th e r about e igh t m onth s , and it 
h as  w ork e d w e ll, but late ly w e 've  both  be e n 
unde r som e  w ork  pre s sure  and w e 've  both  
be e n le aning on alcoh ol too m uch . H is  m oods  
ch ange  so q uick ly —  from  uncaring to w ooz —  

and som e tim e s  w e  conne ct w ith  re al fe e ling, 
but m ostly, now  I th ink  about it, th e  good tim e s  
are  w h e n h e 's  a bit pis s e d. So are  m y dram as  
just w h e n h e 's  sobe r?

At th e  party tw o of m y frie nds  s e parate ly as k e d 
m e  about h ow  th e  re lations h ip w as  going. 
Th e y've  ne ve r as k e d (or care d?) be fore . W h e n I 
w asn't e ffus ive  about w h e re  w e  w e re  at, Jane  
e ve n sugge ste d th at m aybe  our re lations h ip h ad 
run its  cours e , th at m aybe  w e  w e re  bore d w ith  
e ach  oth e r. I w as  s h ock e d, not be caus e  w h at 
s h e  said m ay've  actually be e n true , but th at I 
h adn't s e e n an e nd com ing. W as  it pos s ible ? 
Som e body e lse  h ad q uippe d: W ak e  up, th e re 's  a 
w h ole  w orld out th e re .

I don't re gre t m uch  of our re lations h ip. If I h ave  
to sum  it up th e re 've  be e n m any good bits  too. 
Th e  w e e k  at McCubbin's  Be ach  w as  fantastic. 
And lots  of oth e r good tim e s . But w e 've  both  
ch ange d; pe rsonally and toge th e r. Th e re  are  
th ings  w e  don't do any m ore , and th e re  are  
oth e r th ings  w e  now  do as  a couple . Th at's  ok . 
W e 've  grow n.

Late r, Jane  h ad said I s h ould be  talk ing to Ryan 
about th e  com plaints  I h ad rath e r th an ch e w ing 
on h e r e ar. I w as  surpris e d at th at too be caus e  I 
h adn't th ough t I w as  bitch ing; s h e 's  a close  
frie nd and I th ough t I w as  just be ing ope n and 
h one st w ith  h e r. 

Still in th e  e nd, w h at it com e s  dow n to is : I h ave  
be e n annoye d w ith  h is  be h aviour of late , in 
particular tow ards  m e , but also to our frie nds . 
Maybe  w e  are  going to h ave  to talk  it th rough . I 
ne e d h im  to w ant our re lations h ip to w ork ; w e  
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can't le t it float along lik e  th is , w ildly sw inging 
about. I w ill talk  to h im  in th e  m orning and if h e  
doe sn't w ant to face  it, or e ve n try - th e n 
m aybe  th at is  a s ign, for sure . Th ough  I'm  
une asy w ith  th is  conclus ion I'm  som e w h at 
re solve d in de ciding on at le ast an action, and I 
finally start to drift off.

iv

Th e  w aite r cle are d aw ay, le aving us  w ith  th e  bill 
and m int ch ocs .  

“It's  be e n fun, th ank  you for inviting m e .” Ryan 
e ve n look e d s ince re . So th at confirm s  it, it's  
h om e  alone .

“Ye ah , I've  h ad fun too. W ould you lik e  to do it 
again?”

“Le t's  th ink  about th at,” h e  sm ile d —  
e ncouragingly I im agine d. “I'm  not saying no,” 
h e  adde d, sm iling at m e . 

As  th e  m e al progre s s e d Ryan h ad loose ne d up 
som e w h at —  w e 'd both  h ad a bit to drink  I 
suppose , but I w as  ne rvous  and ne e de d to 
re lax. Maybe  h e  did too. W e  paid Dutch  at th e  
counte r and th ank e d th e  w aite r.

O uts ide  on th e  stre e t w e  stood and w atch e d th e  
pe ople  and th e  traffic, ne ith e r of us  s e e m ing to 
be  able  to say goodnigh t nor able  to find m ore  
to talk  about. I w as  ste e ling m ys e lf to e nd th e  
nigh t; pe rh aps  a q uick  drink  in m y local bar on 
m y w ay h om e . 

“So, w ill you sle e p w ith  m e  tonigh t?” 

“But, I th ough t you didn't w ant to?” I as k e d.

“I'm  not sure  w h at I w ant. But le t's  h ave  a one  
nigh t stand ... and tom orrow  ... w e 'll w ork  out 
th e n. It could be  fun!”

H e  gave  a little  w ave  and im m e diate ly conjure d 
up a cab in th e  h e avy traffic. Flabbe rgaste d, I 
jum pe d in.

© 2008 Jarre d Connors

Jarre d Connors  re s ide s  in Tasm ania, but h as  
pre tty m uch  re solve d to e nd h is  adve nture  in 
rural life , e spe cially w ith  dis e as e d D e vils; too 
m any distant, long ph one  calls; m is e rable , cold, 
w e t m ornings; and a tw o-w e e k  bout of food 
poisoning caus e d by h is  h om e -m ade  m e ad 
de ve loping a life  of its  ow n. H e  h as  also be com e  
e xce s s ive ly fixate d on a particular coffe e  bar in 
Le ich h ardt (NSW ), and prays  th e y still s e rve  
risotto con panna e  rucola.
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Paias  W ynstan Je roboam  fanne d h im s e lf 
w ith  th e  le tte rs  h e  h ad be e n w riting 
h om e , th e  e nve lope s  of w h ich  w e re  

alre ady adorne d w ith  pre -addre s s e d labe ls and 
a h odge podge  of stam ps , for h e  h ad be e n 
s e ve re ly aggravate d in not be ing able  to buy a 
s ingle  stam p of th e  corre ct de nom ination no 
m atte r h ow  m any stars  th e  tourist office  
allocate d th e  h ote l. 

Th e  ce iling fan w h is k e d h is  frustration w ith , to 
h is  56-ye ar-old m ind at le ast, th e  rom antic aura 
of Grah am  Gre e ne  or Som e rs e t Maugh am  
pe rspiring in tropical clim e s . If noth ing e lse  
Paias  W ynstan Je roboam  h ad a lite rary be nt. 

H e 'd ch os e n th e  H ote l Victoria on a w h im  
be caus e  th e  nam e  w as  re dole nt of old-fas h ione d 
value s  and, ye s , h e  h ad to adm it, fading 
grande ur. Pe rch e d on th e  s ide  of a ste e p h ill 
ove rlook ing th e  tow n of O axaca, in south e rn 
M e xico, and th e  bustling Pan Am e rican 
H igh w ay, it prove d to be  m ode rn m ote l-style  
and anyth ing but fading in grande ur. 

W ith out re q ue sting it h e  h ad be e n allocate d a 
pre m ium  room  w ith  a picture  w indow  vie w  of 
th e  valle y and, be caus e  h e  w as  so accustom e d 
to be ing s h ow n to th e  s e cond-rate , so 
accustom e d to be ing ove rlook e d, h e  th ough t 
th e re  m ust be  som e  m istak e . H e  h ad pre -paid 
and h is  budge t did not allow  for une xpe cte d 
and e xpe ns ive  upgrading, h e  e xplaine d, but th e  
be w ilde re d be llboy h ad as sure d h im  th is  w as  
th e  corre ct room  and so ove rw h e lm e d w as  h e  
at be ing tre ate d w ith  courte sy h e  joyously ove r-
tippe d. 

H e  spe nt tim e  m apping out an itine rary, a 
routine  h e  w ould follow  slavis h ly to circum ve nt 
all sorts  of unne ce s sary com plications . 
Spontane ity, lik e  pas s ion, w as  a conce pt alie n 
to h im . Th e  re m ainde r of th e  afte rnoon h e  us e d 
to w rite  th e  afore m e ntione d le tte rs  of 
oppre s s ive  triviality to th os e  back  h om e  w h o 
h ad e xpe cte d th at h is  first ve nture  outs ide  th e  
w ate rs  of h is  h om e  country w ould h ave  alre ady 
traum atis e d h im  be yond e ndurance . But h is  
frie nds , acq uaintance s  rath e r, at th e  

BBaarrrryy  LLooww ee
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Me tropolitan Com m unity Ch urch  h ad alre ady 
forgotte n h im , h is  de parture  h ad le ft no 
vacuum , and th e y w e re  only re m inde d of h is  
e xiste nce  w h e n h is  le tte rs  arrive d.

To Jam e s  and Gilbe rt h e 'd confide d: "Do you 
re alis e  th e  airline s  h e re  do not s e rve  te a to th e ir 
pas s e nge rs? Eve n afte r I h ad as k e d th e  cabin 
cre w  for a cup of boiling w ate r for, as  you 
k now , I alw ays  carry m y h e rbal te a bags  w ith  
m e , I w as  re fus e d." It w as  w ith  satisfaction th at, 
as  h e  lay dow n h is  fountain pe n, h e  pick e d up 
th e  m ug ste am ing be s ide  h im . H is  e le ctric jug, 
curre nt adaptor, and caffe ine -fre e  te a bags  h ad 
be e n a gods e nd.

Th at w h ich  h e  de e m e d too trivial e ve n for h is  
le tte rs , or just plain e m barras s ing - th e  cram pe d 
journe y from  th e  airport in th e  com m unal 
K om bi taxi van pe rch e d alongs ide  th e  drive r 
h igh  above  th e  ste e ring, clinging de spe rate ly 
but unsucce s sfully to h is  dignity w h ile  bouncing 
ove r e ve ry pot-h ole  to th e  scarce ly suppre s s e d 
am us e m e nt of h is  fe llow  pas s e nge rs  - h e  
banis h e d to th e  page s  of h is  diary. Not so m uch  
a volum e  of intim acie s  as  th e  m inutiae  of h is  
life : th e  cost of airport tax, and h ow  m uch  h e 'd 
tippe d th e  be llboy. Such  w as  th e  fabric of Paias  
W ynstan Je roboam 's  life .

At th e  h ote l re staurant, h e  w as  conte nt w ith  a 
m e al, luk e w arm  as  all Me xican food s e e m e d to 
be , of tom ato soup, unlik e  th e  row dy Ge rm ans  
at th e  ne xt table  w h o s e nt e ve ryth ing back  to be  

re h e ate d. H e  h ad be e n w arne d off th e  
indige nous  food by w e ll-m e aning acq uaintance s  
be caus e  th e y th ough t th e  ide a of h is  ve nturing 
into such  unch arte d gastronom ic te rritory w as  
lik e ly to w re ak  h avoc w ith  h is  rath e r pe de strian 
culinary taste s .

H is  m ain cours e , spagh e tti and bland butte r 
sauce , w as  also luk e w arm  but s e rve d by such  
an agre e able  w aite r w h o prom ptly re place d h is  
fork  w ith  a cle an one  w h e n it fe ll on th e  floor, 
h e  did not h ave  th e  h e art to com plain.

Th e  dull gre y cardigan, alw ays  drape d 
com fortably acros s  h is  s h oulde rs , h e  pulle d 
m ore  tigh tly around h im  as  th e  rain pe lte d 
against th e  s ide  of th e  h ote l. H e  h ad be e n 
place d ne ar one  of th e  ope n w indow s  and w as  
be ing ligh tly spatte re d so h e  as k e d th e  w aite r 
w ith  nice  m anne rs  to close  it le st h e  catch  cold. 
Th e n h e  turne d h is  atte ntion to a be ve rage . H e  
de te ste d coffe e  and alth ough  th e  h ot ch ocolate  
sounde d te m pting h e  h ad be e n w arne d th at 
M e xicans  adde d ch ili th us  m ak ing it far too 
stim ulating for h im . H e  dispatch e d th e  w aite r to 
th e  k itch e n for h ot w ate r w ith  one  of th e  
ubiq uitous  te a bags . Th e  re turning cup of te a 
w as  ... luk e w arm . 

H e  m ade  a pre te nce  of drink ing w h at taste d lik e  
ditch w ate r be fore  re turning to h is  room  w h e re  
h e  could m ak e  a de ce nt cuppa w ith  re al boiling 
w ate r from  h is  re liable  little  trave l jug.

Late r, w h e n w e arine s s  h ad sappe d e ve n h is  
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voracious  appe tite  for corre sponde nce , h e 'd 
th row n back  th e  curtains , h is  one  conce s s ion to 
a ne w  culture . Norm ally h e  w ould ne ve r 
cons ide r sle e ping anyw h e re  w ith  th e  blinds  
ope n.

H ow e ve r, h e  sle pt th rough  th e  sunris e , 
de scribe d in h is  trusty trave l guide  as  th e  
h igh ligh t of a stay at th e  H ote l Victoria, but, as  
h e  h ad oth e r m ornings  re m aining, h e  did not 
m ind h is  tardine s s . And h e  still m anage d an 
e ne rge tic e xam ination of th e  ruins  of th e  
ancie nt Z apote c capital of Monte  Alban, th e  
scatte re d re m ains  of w h ich  ove rlook e d th e  tow n 
and th e  nam e  of w h ich , h e  ch uck le d be caus e  h e  
did so lik e  h is  little  private  jok e , it s h are d w ith  
one  of h is  favourite  film  stars , R icardo.

Th at com ple te d h e  look e d back  w ith  satisfaction 
on th e  alre ady com ple te d w e e k s  of h is  trip 
w h ich  m any h ad w arne d h im  w ould be  an 
orde al. True , th e  cons iste ntly h igh  te m pe rature s  
h ad be e n distracting to one  us e d to th e  drab 
drizzle  of M e lbourne 's  w inte rs  and th e  brigh t 
suns h ine  h ad be e n m uch  too dazzling to one  
us e d to th e  gloom  of a h ous e  in w h ich  th e  
curtains  w e re  h abitually draw n.

H e  rang th e  front de s k  to book  furth e r local 
tours  for late r in th e  w e e k  be fore  s e ttling in to 
m ark  h is  obs e rvations , w h ile  th e y re m aine d 
fre s h , in th e  pre cious  diary. Th e n h e  turne d h is  
diffide nt atte ntion to th e  officious  
corre sponde nce  from  h is  solicitor, k now ing it 
w ould be  m ore  pape rs  to s ign and th at it w ould 

bring back  absce s s e d m e m orie s  of th os e  long 
de bilitating ye ars  in w h ich  h e  nurs e d h is  m oth e r 
th rough  th e  dry rot of te rm inal cance r.

Th e  prom is e d h e lp from  h is  m arrie d s iste rs  and 
broth e rs  w as  ne ve r forth com ing and h e , alone , 
fe tch e d and carrie d, and unde rtook  th e  
unple asant rituals of lifting h is  m oth e r on and 
off th e  com m ode  and w as h ing h e r ge riatric 
ge nitals. H e  h ad pe rform e d h is  dutie s  w illingly 
and w ith out com plaint, just as  h e  h ad care d for 
th e  injure d blue  tongue  lizard th at h ad lim pe d 
into th e  back yard afte r a fe rocious  m auling by 
th e  ne igh bour’s  dog. H e  h ad fe d it and care d for 
it and m ade  a com panion of it e ve n th ough  it 
h ad frigh te ne d h im . A bit lik e  h is  m oth e r.

Now  h e  re ad th e  calculate d incons ide rate ne s s  of 
h is  de ad fore be ar w h os e  dapple d flick ing 
tongue , blue  from  h e r pre scribe d m e dication, 
h ad alw ays  scalde d h im  w ith  criticism . Eve n as  
Paias  h ad be e n bath ing th e  le ath e re d and scaly 
s k in of h is  m oth e r’s  cripple d body s h e  h ad be e n 
planning ch ange s  to h e r w ill citing th e  fact th at 
as  h e , th e  afore m e ntione d Paias  W ynstan 
Je roboam , h ad ne ith e r ch ildre n nor de pe nde nts  
h e , Paias  W ynstan Je roboam , th e re fore , ne e de d 
le s s .

H e  w ince d at th e  pars im ony and stare d at th os e  
space s  w h e re  M e s srs . Pollock , Aitk e n &  
Butte rfie ld, Solicitors , h ad appe nde d an "x" and 
w h ich  th e y e xpe cte d h e  w ould duly and dully 
s ign. H e  pus h e d th e  pape rs  to one  s ide . 
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Th e  s e ns e  of be trayal and injustice  m ade  h im  
too de sponde nt to notice  th e  sunris e  th e  ne xt 
day and on th e  th ird h e  aros e  in dark ne s s  for 
th e  e arly start to h is  bus  tour to M itla. And it 
w as  h is  salty m ood plus  th e  fact h e  did not lik e  
to draw  atte ntion to h im s e lf w h ich  pre ve nte d 
h is  rais ing h is  h and w h e n th e  guide  as k e d if 
th e re  w e re  any Englis h -spe ak ing pas s e nge rs  
aboard. H e  w as  convince d th e re  w ould be  
oth e rs  w h o w ould h ave  rais e d th e irs . O nly afte r 
th e y h ad be e n trave lling for som e  th irty 
m inute s  did h e  re alis e  h e  h ad be e n w rong and, 
too e m barras s e d to caus e  a fus s  at th is  late  
stage , sank  into furth e r m e lanch oly. 

At M itla its e lf, h e  s h are d its  arch ite ctural 
m agnifice nce  w ith  h is  only com panion w h o 
unde rstood Englis h  - h is  guide  book  - but h e  
longe d for th e  w arm th  of spok e n w ords  to bring 
it re ally to life . Late  in th e  day, still re solute ly on 
th e  fringe , as  th e  bus  spe d back  along th e  
h igh w ay fle e ing th e  ine scapable  afte rnoon 
e le ctrical storm  dancing jagge dly acros s  th e  
valle y, Paias  w as  lulle d into sle e p from  w h ich  
e ve n th e  loud disple asure  of th e  th unde r could 
not rous e  h im . H e  aw ok e  w ith  a start only at th e  
sounds  of a riot in progre s s . Pe e ring th rough  th e  
w indow  h e  w as  only m ildly de ligh te d to 
discove r w h at h e  h ad m istak e n for a riot w as  
th e  com m otion of som e  sort of fe stival. 

D is e m bark ing, h e  w as  caugh t up in a w ave  of 
infe ctious  e nth us iasm  as  e xcite d ch ildre n 
rus h e d to inte rce pt a h andful of airborne  sw e e ts  

tos s e d by a tubby prie st. Struggling to stay on 
h is  fe e t in th e  surge  h is  arm s  flaile d and h e  
accide ntally caugh t one  of th e  w rappe d boile d 
bon-bons . Giddy, but ple as e d w ith  h im s e lf, h e  
sough t out th e  runt of th e  litte r, a young girl, 
unable  to com pe te  w ith  th e  olde r ch ildre n, and, 
be nding forw ard, place d it in th e  sm all h and 
m ak ing sure  th at no one  could ste al it from  h e r. 
Th e  little  girl ran off w ith out a s e cond glance  
clutch ing e xcite dly to h e r prize . 

Paias  e xtricate d h im s e lf from  th e  m e le e  and 
w ande re d th rough  th e  m ark e t stalls th at 
re m inde d h im  of long-forgotte n sch ool fe te s  
e xce pt h e re  th e  w are s  w e re  m ore  e xotic th an 
th e  plaste r of Paris  platypus  as h trays  and jars  of 
goos e be rry jam . H e  finge re d a fe w  s h aw ls, 
am aze d at th e  intricacy of th e  ne e dle w ork , 
forge tting th at th e  m oth e r on w h os e  be h alf h e  
w as  adm iring it w as  no longe r in a pos ition to 
e njoy it. W h at brough t h is  atte ntion back  to 
re ality w as  th e  ble ak  prospe cts  of th e  ch ick e ns  
and th e  duck s  w e dge d uncom fortably in fatal 
bas k e ts  and w ire  cage s .  

H e  fe lt an ins iste nt tugging at h is  cardigan and 
on look ing dow n saw  th e  ple as e d sm ile  of th e  
little  girl on w h om  h e  h ad be stow e d h is  pitifully 
sm all large s s e . Sh e  h ad in h e r h and th e  
re m nants  of th e  h alf-suck e d sw e e t and w as  
offe ring it to h im . Th e  s im ple  ge sture  m ove d 
h im  but h e  poppe d th e  sw e e t back  in th e  ch ild's  
m outh  and th e  little  girl ran off giggling and 
s h rie k ing.
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"Magnanim ous  of you, Se ñor," a voice  to th e  
le ft of h im  said.

Paias  w ave d aw ay th e  tour guide 's  com plim e nt 
m ore  surpris e d at h is  grasp of Englis h  th an at 
h is  prais e .

"Th e y can be  ve ry s e lfis h ," h e  said, indicating 
anoth e r flurry of ch ildre n in s ingle -m inde d 
pursuit of th e  s h ow e ring sw e e ts . 

"And so can pare nts ," Paias  w as  incline d to 
add. "W h at is  th is  fe stival?" h e  as k e d in orde r to 
ch ange  th e  subje ct.

"Th e  fe ria del arbol. Th e  Fe stival of th e  Tre e .”

Paias  re m e m be re d re ading of it.

"It’s  an ah ue nh ue te , a type  of cypre s s . About 42 
m e te rs  around last tim e  w e  m e asure d. W e  call 
it th e  tre e  of life . O ve r tw o th ousand ye ars  old. 
It h as  be e n grow ing h e re  s ince  be fore  th e  tim e  
of Je sus  Ch rist. You put your arm s  around and 
th e  furth e r th e  distance  be tw e e n your 
outstre tch e d finge rs  th e  m ore  ye ars  you h ave  
re m aining of your life ."

Paias  sm ile d at th e  naive té of th e  folk  tradition. 
Th e  tre e ’s  girth  w as  such  th at, obviously, it 
w ould confirm  th e  longe vity of anyone  w h o 
h ugge d it.

"It can be  a dange rous  tre e , Se ñor," h e  said 
alth ough  Paias  w aite d in vain for h im  to 
e laborate .

It w as  ah e ad of th e m  now .  

It dre w  h im  and re pe lle d h im  in m uch  th e  sam e  
w ay as  Frida K ah lo’s  h ypnotic im age s  in th e  
Instituto de  Arte s  Graficas  de  O axaca in w h os e  
w e lcom ing dry room s  h e  h ad s h e lte re d 
fortuitously th e  pre vious  day w h e n a rain 
s h ow e r caugh t h im  unpre pare d as  h e  w alk e d to 
th e  Z ocalo, th e  tow n s q uare . Th e  picture s  h ad 
re m inde d h im  of h is  ow n torture d de m ons .

Now  all h e  de s ire d w as  confirm ation of h ow  
m uch  m ore  of h is  cripple d life  h e  w ould h ave  to 
e ndure . For e ndure  h e  h ad, h is  life  a blur of 
be dpans , suppurating sore s , and a fe w  grabbe d 
m om e nts  w ith  h is  diary. And now  th e  guilty 
s e cre t re lie f th at Mary, h is  m oth e r, w as  de ad 
and no longe r a burde n. H e  w ould h ave  curs e d 
h ad h e  k now n h ow .

W h e th e r for h im s e lf, for h e  w as  som e tim e s  
give n to s e lf-pity, or be caus e  h e  fe lt so h e lple s s , 
h e  flung h im s e lf against th e  giant cypre s s , 
surre nde ring to its  puis sance .

But inste ad of a s e ns e  of calm  h e  fe lt panic. H is  
arm s  w e re  stre tch ing lik e  India rubbe r, grasping 
th e ir w ay around th e  m am m oth  trunk , 
w e lcom ing oblivion. 

Th e  tre e  w as  te lling h im  w h at h e  h ad be e n 
afraid to ack now le dge  - th at h e  h ad tiptoe d 
th rough  life , soul de ad. H e  h ad w ante d h is  life  
to be  inte re sting, god h ow  h e  h ad w ante d it to 
be  inte re sting, but h e  h ad allow e d h is  
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com fortable  tim idity to e nve lop h im . 

H e  longe d for th at little  boy h e  h ad be e n once , 
vibrant and inq uis itive . And w ith  a scre am  and 
an e ffort th at re q uire d all h is  stre ngth  h e  rippe d 
h im s e lf aw ay from  th e  te rrible  e m brace  of th e  
truth  tre e .

H e  fe lt foolis h  as  h e  h e ard th e  toot of th e  bus  
and h urrie d tow ard it. 

As  h e  scram ble d aboard th e  guide  h e lpe d h im  
up and said k indly, "Th e  tre e  h as  gre at w isdom .”

Back  at h is  h ote l Paias  soak e d in th e  bath , 
w as h ing aw ay th e  e xh austion and th e  fe ar, 
w onde ring w h at to do on h is  last nigh t. H e  h ad 
s e e n a ve ge tarian re staurant from  th e  coach  as  
it drove  back  th rough  th e  sm all stre e ts  of th e  
tow n and h e  h ad jotte d dow n its  locale . H e  
w ould s e e k  it out.

Th at th e  cafe  look e d m uch  le s s  pre pos s e s s ing 
and a gre at de al grubbie r close  up daunte d h im  
just sligh tly. Tw o te e nage rs , a boy about 
s e ve nte e n and girl about fifte e n, w e re  lounging 
about ne ar th e  k itch e n and th e ir sm ile s  invite d 
h im  in. Th e y w e re  q uick ly banis h e d by th e  surly 
w aitre s s , obviously th e ir m oth e r, w h o plonk e d 
h im  at a table  w ith  a plastic table cloth  and sm all 
containe rs  of gre e n and re d ch ili.  

Th e  m e nu w as  e ntire ly in Spanis h  so h e  pointe d 
at th e  fe w  w ords  fam iliar to h im  h oping h e  w as  
orde ring fillingly if not m aje stically. Th e  fe w  
oth e r patrons  vacate d th e ir table s  until h e  

re alis e d h e  w as  alone  and th at th e  re ason for 
th e  w aitre s s 's  irritability w as  th at s h e  probably 
w ante d to close  up.

W h e n s h e  brough t th e  m e al Paias  Je roboam  
sm ile d and th ank e d h e r in h is  m ost ple asant 
m anne r.

"You are  not Am e rican, Se ñor?" 

"No, I’m  Australian." 

"W h e re  is  th at?" s h e  as k e d.

H e  took  tim e  to draw  a rough  m ap of th e  
South e rn H e m isph e re  and pos ition M e xico and 
Australia on it. A sudde n ide a pre s e nte d its e lf 
and h e  took  a k angaroo pin from  h is  pock e t. H e  
pre s e nte d it to th e  w aitre s s  w h o laugh e d in 
re cognition h opping around w ith  h e r h ands  h e ld 
lik e  paw s .

Sh e  calle d th e  tw o te e nage rs  to th e  table  and 
s h ow e d th e m  th e  pin.

"I apologis e  for m y rude ne s s , Se ñor. But m y 
ch ildre n, Isabe l and Ale jandro, th e y are  m uch  
sough t afte r by rich  tourists  w h o com e  to 
O axaca. Th e y m istak e  th e  s e nsuousne s s  of our 
food ...” H e r s h rug com ple te d th e  s e nte nce  and, 
s e e ing th at Paias  blus h e d at be ing m istak e n for 
such  a pre dator, s h e  adde d. “Th e y h ave  such  
h unge r.” 

Sh e  bark e d orde rs  in Spanis h  and Paias ’s  plate  
disappe are d.

"And I am  Guadalupe ,” s h e  said disappe aring 
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into th e  k itch e n. "W e  h ave  a spe cial banq ue t 
day on Sundays  h e re ." 

"I'm  le aving O axaca tom orrow ," Paias  said, h e  
re alis e d w ith  ge nuine  sadne s s .

"Th e n th is  is  spe cially for your last nigh t," 
Guadalupe  propose d. “Com e  join m e  and m y 
ch ildre n in th e  k itch e n.

“Ale jandro is  pre paring Flor de  calabaza 
re lle na.” 

Paias  h ad notice d th e  fre s h  courge tte  flow e rs  in 
th e  m ark e ts  and w onde re d. Now  h e  w atch e d as  
th e y w e re  stuffe d w ith  cre am  ch e e s e  and 
“Que so ane jo,” Ale jandro e xplaine d.

“It taste s  a little  lik e  Parm e san,” Guadalupe  
adde d.

Ale jandro sugge stive ly s q ue e ze d th e  sph inctral 
lips  of th e  flow e r w ith  h is  long supple  finge rs  
be fore  tw isting th e m , e rotically lath e ring th e m  
w ith  e gg and flour and dropping th e m  in a pan 
of w e lcom ing h ot oil.

Paias  h ad ne ve r e ate n flow e rs  be fore , not e ve n 
re m ote ly te m pte d by th os e  pre -m ixe d 
supe rm ark e t boutiq ue  le ttuce s  cre ate d for th e  
indole nt or w e alth y oth e rw is e  too pre occupie d 
to te ar th e ir ow n salad gre e ns . Now  h e  taste d 
th e  stuffe d courge tte s  burnis h e d w ith  gre e n 
tom ato sauce , h is  bland palate  im m e diate ly 
intoxicate d by th e  ble nd of e xotic ingre die nts  
w h ich  till now  h ad re m aine d m e re ly labe ls on 
spice  or h e rb jars : coriande r, e pazote , ch ili, 

parsle y, lim e , tom atillos, le m on and arom atic 
ch e e s e s . 

Isabe l follow e d w ith  a ste am ing bow l of le ntil 
and pine apple  soup w h ich  Paias  ate  w ith  re lis h  
at h is  table  as  th e  arom as  of th e  m ain m e al 
w afte d from  th e  k itch e n. 

“It is  th e  spe cialty of th e  re gion and also th e  
spe cialty of our h um ble  little  cafe ,” Guadalupe  
said. “Be ans  w ith  salsa e ndiablada.”

Endiablada. Eve n w ith  h is  pe rfunctory Spanis h , 
Paias  could translate  be ans  w ith  de vil sauce . 
Sh ive ring w ith  m isgivings  h e  spoone d it into h is  
m outh . It w as  h ot. Ve ry h ot. It m ade  h is  e ye s  
w ate r and h is  th roat s e ize  up. 

"You don't lik e  it?" Guadalupe  w as  conce rne d.

Th e  fire , th e  pas s ion, th e  inte ns ity e ve n as  it 
m ade  h im  ch ok e  w arm e d h im  lik e  noth ing h ad 
arous e d h im  for a ve ry long tim e . 

"I adore  it."

"W ould Se ñor lik e  som e th ing to drink ?" s h e  
as k e d. “Pe rh aps  anoth e r of th os e  spe cialtie s  for 
w h ich  O axaca is  fam ous .”

H e  fe lt adve nturous . “W h at w ould th at be ?”

“Ch am purrado,” s h e  said w ith  not a little  pride . 
“O ur re gion is  note d for th e  glory of its  cacao 
be ans . It doe s  tak e  a little  tim e  to pre pare , 
Se ñor, so I unde rstand if ...”

Paias  look e d at h is  w atch  and re alis e d it w as  
long past h is  usual tim e  for be d.
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by McFarland. H e  co-w rote  th e  scre e nplay to 
Violet's  Vis it, and h is  produce d plays  include  
H om m e  Fatale : Th e  Joe y Stefano Story, Dutch  
Courage , Th e  Extraordinary Annual Gene ral 
M e eting of th e  Size -Que e n Club, Th e  Death  of Pete r 
Pan, Se e ing Th ings , and Re h e ars ing th e  Sh ow e r 
Scene  from  'Psych o.' H e  live s  in Sydne y w ith  
W ally, h is  partne r of alm ost 40 ye ars , and th e ir 
irascible  baby dinosaur, Tofu. H is  w e bs ite  is : 
w w w .barrylow e .ne t.

“I w ill ge t Ale jandro to drive  you back  to your 
h ote l, Se ñor.”

Th e  youth  sm ile d h is  com pliance .

Paias  didn’t agonis e  ove r th e  ch ili th at w ould be  
sprink le d on top of h is  w arm  drink . “Bugge r th e  
cons e q ue nce s ,” h e  th ough t and th e n h e ard 
h im s e lf utte r, 

”Ye s , I w ould lik e  a h ot ch ocolate , ple as e . I’d 
lik e  it ve ry m uch .”

H e  k ne w  now  th at h e  w ould re turn to h is  h ote l 
tonigh t and be fore  drifting off into th e  m ost 
conte nte d sle e p of h is  long and boring life  h e  
w ould w rite  le tte rs  to h is  frie nds  back  h om e  
te lling th e m  th at h e  h ad de cide d to stay on in 
O axaca for a w h ile  longe r. And tom orrow  
m orning, be fore  h e  ch e ck e d out of th e  h ote l for 
le s s  e xpe ns ive  lodgings , a large  h at and a 
Spanis h /Englis h  ph ras e  book , h e  w ould m ak e  
sure  h e  w atch e d th e  sunris e . And th e n h e , Paias  
W ynstan Je roboam , w ould draft a le tte r to th e  
M e s srs . Pollock , Aitk e n &  Butte rfie ld, Solicitors , 
instructing th e m  to sue  for a faire r s h are  of h is  
m oth e r's  e state .
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JJaamm ee ss   MM aayy

TTrraass hh   aanndd   II

I h ave  a ne w  frie nd. W e  m e t at a support 
group for young q ue e r guys  in Darlingh urst. 
H e 's  young and th in and h e  h as  bad s k in, 

but h e 's  frie ndly and confide nt and com fortable  
w ith  h is  s e xuality. I te ll h im  I'm  ne w  in tow n 
and I th ink  I'm  a poofte r, e ve n th ough  I've  ne ve r 
be e n w ith  a guy. H e 's  stre e tw is e  and w e ars  
funk y cloth e s , and h e  k now s  w h e re  th e  be st 
clubs  are  and w h e re  to ge t h is  h ands  on spe e d 
and pills. H e  forgive s  m y lack  of social s k ills and 
th e  w ay I stutte r m y w ords  and re fus e  to look  
h im  in th e  e ye . H e  k now s  I'm  vulne rable  but h e  
doe sn't tak e  advantage  or us e  it against m e ; h e  
m ak e s  m e  fe e l good about m ys e lf. I lik e  h im  but 
I th ink  h e  lik e s  m e  a little  m ore . 

I give  h im  m y ph one  num be r and h e  vis its  m y 
h ous e  in Gle be . W e  go for coffe e  and h e  s h ow s  
m e  around th e  city. H e 's  live d in Sydne y all h is  
life  and h e  k now s  it lik e  th e  back  of h is  h and. 
H e 's  still w ith  h is  cons e rvative  fam ily in th e  
suburbs  but stays  w ith  a frie nd in Darling 
H arbour on w e e k e nds . H e  says  h e 's  ne ve r h ad a 
re lations h ip but h e 's  h ad s e x w ith  a lot of guys . 

H e  goe s  all th e  w ay w ith  m ost of th e m  be caus e  
h e  lik e s  fuck ing. H e  ne ve r us e s  a condom  
be caus e  th e y don't w ant to w e ar one  and h e  
lik e s  tak ing a ris k  anyw ay. 

H e  m e e ts  a lot of guys  w h o w ork  at Ce ntral 
Station. Th e y suck  e ach  oth e r off in th e  toile t 
cubicle s  or fuck  in a cle aning room  if th e y ge t 
th e  ch ance . Th e y're  usually olde r guys; 
Le bane s e , Indian, Gre e k ; h e  doe sn't care  as  long 
as  th e y're  up for it. Th e y ne ve r talk  or s e e  e ach  
oth e r again; it's  just about ge tting off, h e  says . 
Som e tim e s  h e  pick s  up at Ce nte nnial Park  and 
th e y h ave  s e x in th e  garde ns  or th e  toile ts; h e  
says  it's  lik e  a Rom an bath  h ous e  in th at place . 
Th e re 's  m e n je rk ing off at th e  pis s  trough  and 
giving e ach  oth e r blow  jobs  in th e  cubicle s . I'm  
je alous  of h is  antics  but I'm  not up for casual s e x 
and I couldn't do it unle s s  I w as  pis s e d anyw ay 
be caus e  I'm  too s e lf conscious  to do it w ith  a 
guy unle s s  I'm  w aste d.

Now  and th e n h e  brings  e cstasy to th e  h ous e . 
W e  tak e  a pill and play m us ic and roll around 
th e  be d, laugh ing lik e  idiots , k is s ing and 
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touch ing, w aiting for th e  drug to k ick  in. W e  
both  love  ge tting out of it; w e 'd ge t fuck e d up 
e ve ry day if w e  could. It's  our s e cre t w orld in 
th at room  and I've  ne ve r be e n th is  close  to 
anyone , so conte nt and glad to be  alive . I fe e l so 
ope n w h e n w e 're  h igh  on th is  s h it; I pour m y 
h e art out and give  h im  e ve ry ounce  of affe ction 
I can m uste r. I k now  th at h e  adore s  m e  be caus e  
I can s e e  it in h is  e ye s  and it m ak e s  m e  a little  
ne rvous  be caus e  I don't k now  w h at I w ant. 

Th e  drug sw im s  th rough  th e  blood in our ve ins  
lik e  w arm , sooth ing syrup as  w e  lie  flat on our 
back s  w ith  our arm s  and le gs  inte rtw ine d, 
staring at th e  ce iling, re ady for tak e  off. W e  are  
bath e d in th e  lam p ligh t as  sm ok e  floats  aw ay 
lik e  m ist on a lak e , ris ing from  th e  cigare tte  w e  
pas s  from  m outh  to m outh , s igh ing w ith  
ple asure  as  e ve ry be at of m us ic vibrate s  th rough  
th e  floor and pulse s  th rough  our bodie s . It fe e ls 
so inte ns e , touch ing h is  ch e st w ith  m y h and 
unde r h is  s h irt and I fe e l h is  h e art be at racing 
w h e n I play w ith  h is  nipple s . H is  s k in is  de licate  
and s e nsual and I fe e l arous e d w h e n h e  care s s e s  
m y face  w ith  h is  loving h ands  and e ve ry ce ll in 
m y body com e s  to life . I run m y finge rs  th rough  
h is  h air, so soft and ge ntle , and m as sage  h is  
scalp till h e  close s  h is  de e p brow n e ye s  and 
fade s  aw ay in a rus h  of e cstasy.

Tim e  and space  don't e xist as  w e  ride  a taxi to 
O xford Stre e t and stum ble  out on Taylor Sq uare , 
laugh ing lik e  tw o k ids  in a candy store . Th e  re st 
of th e  w orld is  on th e  oth e r s ide  of a paralle l 
dim e ns ion and w e  laugh  at th e  insanity from  th e  
safe ty of our s e cre t place . Th e re  is  a h om e le s s  

w om an guzzling w ine  from  a cas k , spraw le d on 
th e  ground outs ide  th e  pub. Now  and th e n s h e  
scre am s  abus e  at one  of th e  patrons  and 
re ach e s  for a cigare tte  th e y tos s  in th e  gutte r. 
Eve ryth ing is  m oving fast and one  strange  s igh t 
afte r anoth e r floats  past lik e  a de range d com ic 
strip; w e  s e e  a tall, sle e k  w om an dre s s e d in a 
cors e t and boots . M e n w atch  w ith  th e ir tongue s  
h anging out as  s h e  prance s  aw ay lik e  a h igh  
prie ste s s . W e  s e e  a guy be ing h aule d aw ay w ith  
a collar around h is  ne ck ; a m an dre s s e d in 
le ath e r w ith  th e  ars e  cut out of h is  pants , 
yank ing h im  by a ch ain. W e  s e e  a drag q ue e n, 
stum bling past w ith  bare  fe e t, w e e ping and 
sobbing w ith  m ak e  up scraw le d dow n h e r face . 

W e  h e ar a m ob of guys  scre am ing abus e  from  a 
van; die  faggots  die , s h ow  us  your tits , s it on m y 
face . A young couple  argue  and ch as e  e ach  
oth e r into an alle y, a m an puk e s  be h ind a lam p 
post and tw o q ue e rs  w ith  tanne d m uscle s  and 
tribal tattoos  w alk  h and in h and acros s  Flinde rs  
Stre e t. Now  and th e n w e  cros s  path s  w ith  a 
strange r w h o is  flying h igh  and w e  stare  into 
e ach  oth e r's  intoxicate d e ye s  and laugh  in 
h yste rics  be caus e  w e  fe e l just th e  sam e  in our 
alte re d state  of consciousne s s . 

W e  sne ak  into a crow de d bar w h e re  th e  air is  
th ick  w ith  cigare tte  sm ok e  and cologne  and th e  
ligh ts  are  low  and guys  are  standing around, 
giving e ach  oth e r th e  com e  on; too afraid to 
m ak e  a m ove  or say a th ing. W e  giggle  lik e  
sch ool boys , h olding h ands , prote cting e ach  
oth e r from  th e  disapproving look  of lone ly m e n 
w ith  scow ls on th e ir face s  and th e ir lips  turne d 
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up. W e  fe e l young and foolis h  and fre e , 
m outh ing w ords  to th e  m us ic and tripping out 
on th e  ligh ts  and th e  h ustle  and bustle  of 
cruis ing q ue e rs  and life le s s  robots  tapping th e  
buttons  of tink e ring pok e r m ach ine s . 

Eve ry ce ll in our body is  buzzing and w e  ne e d to 
m ove  or k is s  or w re stle  e ach  oth e r to th e  
ground. W e  go to our favourite  club and race  up 
th e  tall, narrow  fligh t of stairs  to th e  tack y disco 
on th e  s e cond floor. W e  sm ile  at th e  bounce rs  
and th e y laugh  be caus e  th e y've  s e e n us  h e re  
be fore ; w e 're  back  again and w e 're  fuck e d up 
again but th at's  w h at th is  place  is  about. Th e re 's  
alw ays  a fre ak  s h ow  and tras h y m us ic to lose  
our m inds  and forge t th e  re st of th e  w orld. W e  
tak e  ove r th e  floor and dance  as  h ard as  w e  can, 
clos ing our e ye s  and grinding our fe e t into th e  
vinyl. W e  tak e  off into oute r space  and soar 
th rough  a paralle l unive rs e  of be ats  and ligh ts  
and pulsating rh yth m s . 

W e 're  as  fre e  as  can be , los ing our m inds , 
suspe nde d in tim e . Eve ry ste p fe e ls so pre cis e  
and pow e rful and sm ooth  and s e nsual. W e  are  
poe try in m otion, m oving in pe rfe ct rh yth m  
w ith  e ve ry sound slam m ing th ough  th e  sole s  of 
our fe e t. Th e  w h ole  w orld is  w atch ing us  slide  
and sw ay and saunte r acros s  th at floor; w e  are  
ch anne ls of ligh t w ith  our m ind, body and spirit 
in pe rfe ct union. Eve ry m ove  is  full of grace . W e  
s h are  sm ile s  and h ugs  w ith  e ve ryone  on th at 
dance  floor w ith  m anic face s  and dilate d pupils. 
Eve ryone  is  fabulous  be ne ath  th os e  disco lase rs  
sw irling th rough  th e  am ph e tam ine  soak e d-
atm osph e re , saturating our s e ns e s . W e  are  out 

of our m inds . W e  are  off th e  plane t. 

W e  re conne ct in a cloud of w afting sm ok e . 
Gazing into e ach  oth e r's  e ye s , w e  w ipe  th e  
sw e at from  our face  and s h are  a ch ille d bottle  of 
w ate r, touch ing it to our fle s h , sliding dow n our 
ne ck  and our ch e st. W e  find a couch  and fall in 
a h e ap, cle aring our m inds  and catch ing our 
bre ath . It fe e ls lik e  th e  de vil's  playground but it's  
w h e re  w e  be long, h olding e ach  oth e r close  and 
m ak ing th e  m ost of th e  final w ave s  of static 
ple asure , surging th rough  our h ands  and fe e t. 
O ur te e th  ch atte r and our jaw s  grind w ith  
h unge r but it fe e ls so good, it can't last fore ve r.

W e  close  our e ye s  and h old on tigh t, com ing in 
to land, w e  drift th rough  tim e  and space , 
m ak ing contact w ith  a fam iliar place ; our 
aw are ne s s  of th e  ordinary w orld com e s  flooding 
back . Th e  sce ne  h as  s h ifte d in e ve ry corne r of 
our landscape , noth ing look s  th e  sam e  as  th e  
m om e nt just be fore . W e  try to re capture  th e  
inte ns ity but it is  fading fast and w e  re fus e  to le t 
go or ack now le dge  it to e ach  oth e r. 

Finally, w e  fall back  into our bodie s  w ith  a 
grinding th ud. O ur e ye s  m e e t and th e re 's  no 
de nying th e  truth . Th e  room  is  cold and w e 're  
m ore  vulne rable  th an e ve r and e ve ryone  in th at 
place  look s  w ick e d and pos s e s s e d, w ith  th e ir 
tongue s  h anging out and th e ir e ye s  rolling in th e  
back  of th e ir h e ad. It fe e ls lik e  a sce ne  from  th e  
Nigh t of th e  Living D e ad w h e re  pe ople  are  
grinding th e ir te e th  and sculling w ate r and 
stam ping th rough  th at room  w ith  th e ir ch e st out 
and th e ir s h oulde rs  back  lik e  th e y could w alk  
th rough  w alls and le ap ove r buildings . Th e  
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m us ic and th e  h e at and th e  sm ok e  be gins  to 
suffocate  us  and w e  k now  it's  tim e  to le ave .

W e  m ak e  a ge taw ay be fore  vam piric e ye s  pie rce  
our m inds  and th e  poison s e e ps  into our souls. 
W e  slink  out of th at room  w ith  our face  to th e  
floor unde r th e  cove r of dark ne s s; w e  scurry into 
O xford Stre e t and h ail a taxi as  th e  daw n be gins  
to bre ak  and a ne w  day be ars  dow n upon us . 
Back  in m y room , th e  bubble  h as  burst and our 
fe ars  are  laid bare  for e ach  oth e r to s e e . W e  
liste n to sooth ing m us ic and sm ok e  th e  last 
cigare tte  but our th roats  are  raw  and our m outh s  
are  barre n no m atte r w h at w e  drink . O ur bodie s  
are  w e ak  and frail and our s k in is  dam p and 
toxic, our e ye s  are  bloods h ot and bath e d in 
dark , sw olle n circle s . 

W e  try to re lax but w e  fe e l aw k w ard and foolis h  
and th e  trust is  gone . W e  fe e l so alone  e ve n 
th ough  w e 're  in th is  toge th e r. W e  try to re store  
th e  conne ction but th e  m agic is  gone ; w e 're  
both  trappe d in our ow n w orld, both  lost in our 
ow n th ough ts .  I catch  h is  e ye  now  and th e n and 
I k now  h e  w ants  to h old on, h e  w ants  to re ach  
out and touch  but it doe sn't fe e l righ t. I fe e l 
e m pty and afraid and I w ant to be  alone  to 
com e  to te rm s  w ith  w h o I am  and h ow  I fe e l. 

I am  confus e d and I w ant to e xplain but I don't 
w ant to h urt h is  fe e lings  and th e re 's  no w ords  to 
de scribe  w h at I th ink  about h im  or us  or 
anyth ing e lse . I w is h  I fe lt th e  sam e  but I can't 
pre te nd. I s e ns e  h is  re s e ntm e nt but h e  doe sn't 
say a th ing; h e  ne ve r doe s . Th e  sun is  ris ing fast 
and th e  traffic is  m oving outs ide , tim e  is  ge tting 
aw ay and th e re  is  now h e re  to h ide . H e  colle cts  

h is  th ings  and w e  give  e ach  oth e r a te ntative  
e m brace . I k now  h e  w ants  to stay but I h ave  
noth ing le ft to give .

© 2008 Jam e s  May

Jam e s  May is  a w rite r from  M e lbourne . H e  
e njoys  w riting s h ort storie s , th e atre  scripts  and 
article s  for m agazine s . H e  is  influe nce d by h is  
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Tre vor Ball

Sh ow  and Te ll

D o you h ave  a w oode n le g?” h e  as k e d as  
w e  w alk e d unde r th e  full m oon. I 
paus e d to conte m plate  h ow  h om icide  

could ruin a rom antic e ve ning.

“No, I h ave  ce re bral palsy.” 

Sile nce  s e ale d itse lf around us .

“Is  it s e rious?” h e  as k e d.

“Ye s ,” I de clare d, “It’s  s e rious . It’s  so s e rious  I 
can h ave  a food figh t all by m yse lf!”

Noth ing! Not a sm ile , a giggle , a ch ortle , snick e r or a 
laugh . From  th e  corne r of m y e ye , I saw  h is h um our 
and m y rom antic notions running in opposite  
dire ctions, to ge t th e  faste st taxis out of th e re !

“O h , th at could be  ve ry difficult for you.”

“Actually, th at w as a jok e ... m y ce re bral palsy is  
of th e  pale  blue , m ild varie ty, it only affe cts m y 
righ t s ide ... and it’s  on its  ve ry be st be h aviour.”

“Righ t, so it’s  ok ay th e n?” h e  re plie d w ith  
s e ns itivity and an unde rstanding nod of th e  h e ad. 

“Ye ah , it’s  ok ay... unle ss  th e re ’s  a full m oon.” 

“W h at!  O h , th at w as  anoth e r jok e  w asn’t It?” H e  
look e d ve ry ple ase d w ith  h im se lf in spotting th is  
pie ce  of h um our. But h e  did not laugh . 

“So h ow  did you contract it?” h is  pre tty lips said. 
H is  dark  e ye s said m ore ... Don’t give  it to m e , 
don’t give  it to m e , and don’t give  it to m e .

“A fre e bie  out of a w e e t-bix pack e t... but it cost m e  
an arm  and a le g.” H e  look e d confuse d. O bviously 
h is  h um our w as com fortably e lse w h e re , buck le d 
up in a taxi. Egge d on by m y rom antic notions, 
th at h ad faile d to e scape , m y m igh ty e go de clare d, 
“Mak e  th is  be autiful bastard laugh  and h e ’s  yours.” 

“Part of m y proble m ,” I proclaim e d w h ile  
re h e arsing th e  ne xt line  in m y h e ad, “is  th e re ’s  a 
s ibling rivalry be tw e e n m y tw o arm s.”

“W h at... rivalry? W h at you do m e an?” H e  h ad 
tak e n th e  bait so innoce ntly.

“W e ll th is  is  m y good arm , it’s ve ry m anly, ve ry 
m ach o, and it doe s all th e  w ork . W h ile  m y w onk y 
arm , th e  one  w ith  th e  palsy, is  a se nsitive  s issy and 
only se rve s to w e ar m y Sw atch .”... Sile nce .

“Inte re sting,” h e  finally said.

“Ye s , th is  s ibling rivalry is  not unlik e  th at gre at 
biblical story...” I pause d for im pact...” of Cain and 
D isable d...” No re sponse .

W e  carrie d on w alk ing around th e  fore sh ore , 
carrying th e  s ile nce  in m y s h oe s.

“
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“I’ll te ll you a true  story,” I inje cte d in de spe ration 
to bre ak  th e  de ad air.” A w e e k  afte r I cam e  out to 
m y m um  sh e  ph one d m e , all e xcite d ’cos s h e  h ad 
w ork e d it out.” 

“W ork e d out w h at!” h e  ask e d, sounding too polite .

“Sh e  h ad w ork e d it out th at m y ce re bral palsy 
m ade  m e  a h om o.”

“W h at! Re ally I w ouldn’t th ink  th at...”

I inte rrupte d h im  w ith  m y pre m ium  line  and w ith  a 
w e ll re h e arse d m otion of m y h and, “You se e , m y 
Mum ’s righ t, I do h ave  a naturally form e d lim p w rist.”

Th e  stillne ss of m y non-laugh ing frie nd w as 
de afe ning. If se agulls could h e ck le  I w ould h ave  
w e lcom e d th e ir row dy abuse . “Bloody pe rsonal 
ads,” I th ough t.

Stubbornly I soldie re d on, “I use d to be  a Goth , but 
th e y k ick e d m e  out ’cos. I w as just too h appy... 
Dam n Prozac.” Noth ing!

“I h ouse  s h are d w ith  a couple  of bounce rs... th at 
w as tough ... h ad to q ue ue  to ge t into m y ow n 
h om e .”... Noth ing!

“My life  partne r live s righ t h e re  in Me lbourne . It’s 
ve ry e xciting. I h ave n’t m e t th e  bastard ye t but I’m  
ve ry h ope ful.” H e  gave  m e  a conce rne d look  and 
th e n noth ing!

“Sadly love  h as e scape d m e , and h as pre sse d 
ch arge s.” Sile nce  follow e d s ile nce . I surre nde re d, 
adm itte d de fe at, and w ave d th e  w h ite  flag.

Th is  h andsom e  Arm ani-clad m uscle  Mary of a m an 
w ould not, could not, laugh  at m y funny se lf-
disclosure s and w e ll re h e arse d jok e s . H e  w as not 
falling for m y com e dic ch arm s. 

W as it in m y de live ry? 

H ad h e  h e ard it all be fore  in a past life ?

H ad th e  stalk ing s ile nce  stole n our nigh t?

In re ach ing Fitzroy Stre e t, w e  e ach  th ank e d th e  oth e r, 
prom ise d to do coffe e  and a m ovie  w ith  no inte ntions 
of doing so. As w e  w e re  about to part I h e ard a h igh -
pitch e d sound com ing from  m y strange r. H e  look e d 
ve ry apologe tic and som e w h at uncom fortable  as h e  
re m ove d a little  de vice  from  h is  le ft e ar.

“Sorry,” h e  said, “m y h e aring aid h as be e n playing up 
all nigh t.” 

I w alk e d aw ay, alone , once  m ore . I laugh e d crue lly at 
m y vain stupidity and sh rink ing e go. I took  it out and 
gave  it a good th rash ing. Not e ve rybody w ants to play 
sh ow  and te ll. H e ading h om e , I be gan to m iss  m y 
s ile nt strange r.

© 2008 Tre vor Ball
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Part 1. Sw allow ing W ater

 

Th is  is  a m oth e r on a m is s ion. I am  going 
to save  m y son. To do th is  I h ave  to 
accom plis h  tw o th ings . First: ge t h im  off 

th e  pot. Se cond: find h im  a girlfrie nd. To 
accom plis h  th e  s e cond, I unde rstand h e  m igh t 
h ave  to be  put on a starvation die t.

I h ave  alw ays  be e n a good m oth e r. My Ali 
(th at’s  s h ort for Ale x) h as  ne ve r gone  s h ort: 
guitar le s sons , traine rs , gizm os  galore . I’m  a 
stick le r w ith  m e als. Ne ve r s k ippe d a food group. 
Alw ays  a cle an s h irt for h im  to try and s q ue e ze  
into. W e  m ay h ave  proble m s  s e le cting th e m  but 
w e  do s it dow n to a DVD toge th e r. So, if I’m  
cove ring it all, h ow  com e  so m uch  is  m is s ing?

Blind Fre ddy k now s  h e ’s  be e n e ating be h ind m y 
back . W h at boggle s  m e  is  h ow  m uch  food h e  
m ust be  sm uggling. R igh t unde r m y nos e  too. 
And h e  w as  such  a be autiful ch ild. Prince  
Ch arm ing and ch arm e d as  w e ll. My dark -h aire d 
Tink e r-be ll. Th e re  w as  no stopping h im . Fam ily 
w ould as k  h im  w h at h e  w ante d to be  w h e n h e  
gre w  up and e ve ry tim e  it w ould ch ange . O r h e  
w ould m ak e  up such  strange  com binations  of 

jobs  th at e ve ryone  w ould laugh . 

“I’m  going to be  a robbe r and h ave  m y ow n 
band,” h e  said firing h is  pop-gun. 

“I’m  going to be  Aq uam an and a part-tim e  
ch e f.” 

W h e n did it all go so w rong? Just lik e  h is  bum . 
Pe ar-s h ape d. 

Th e  divorce  h it h im  h ard. So h ard it w inde d 
h im . As  soon as  h e  caugh t h is  bre ath  h e  w as  
stuffing it w ith  h ot ch ips . Extra ch ick e n salt 
ple as e !

Th e  divorce  w inde d m e  too. I got m y bre ath  
back  – I k now  th is  sounds  strange  – by not 
stopping to catch  it. I be cam e  Supe rTe m p. 
Type d e nough  for th re e  s e cre tarie s . Signe d on to 
e ve ry sch ool com m itte e  th at no pare nt or citize n 
could as k  for m ore . I am  th e  PC of th e  P &  C. 
Th e re  w as  no m ore  tim e  I could tuck  into th e  
tuck s h op. O h , th e  w h ite  bre ad I’ve  butte re d… 

Th e  th ing is , s ince  th e  divorce  h e ’s  be e n adding 
on th e  pounds  w h ile  I’ve  be e n los ing th e m . Now  

Nich olas Kok inidis

Mou th  to Mou th
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I’ve  alw ays  be e n s k inny-as s e d as  th e y say. Got 
no bosom  to spe ak  of. Th at’s  w h y, e ve n be fore  I 
w e nt straigh t, I did th e  e nte rtaining be h ind th e  
bar. Ne ve r got into th e  bra and k nick e rs  te as e  
act. If you’re  into T &  A (Tits  and As s), I’m  not 
your w om an. I’m  sm art e nough  to k now  I’m  
past th at gam e  e ve n if I ne ve r playe d it. Be s ide s , 
you can’t pole  dance  to Elvis . My girlfrie nds  say 
I s h ould ge t back  into th e  dating gam e  inste ad of 
w atch ing “Blue  H aw aii”. But Elvis  and I h ave  
alw ays  be e n an ite m . And th at’s  anoth e r story. 
Th is  is  m y son’s  story – or lack  of one . H e ’s  got 
no lack  of k ilos  th ough , I can te ll you. So w h at if 
s ince  th e  divorce  I’ve  gotte n s k innie r. It’s  m y 
son th at’s  abandone d m e  for all you can e at.  

Doe s  h e  th ink  I’m  going to turn a blind e ye  to 
h is  pot?

I gue s s  you could say m y son h as  an addictive  
pe rsonality. Food, drugs , w h ate ve r h e  turns  h is  
h and to. Th ings  are  alw ays  h e avy w ith  h im . 
Th e s e  days , w ith  th e  pot, it’s  lik e  h e ’s  sw im m ing 
unde rw ate r. And h e re  I am , on th e  s h ore  trying 
to th row  h im  a life line .

H e ’s  ne ve r h ad a girlfrie nd to spe ak  of. Com e s  
h om e  afte r sch ool th e n h e  lock s  h im s e lf in h is  
be droom  and h its  th e  com pute r gam e s  w ith  Abs  
(th at’s  s h ort for Abdul), h is  be st m ate . Th e s e  
k ids  h ave  a nick nam e  for e ve ryth ing. I h e ar th e  
sounds  of Arm age ddon from  be h ind h is  lock e d 
door. O ne  day I sw e ar I’m  going in. Luck ily th e y 
stop around s ix be caus e  Abs  h as  to ge t h om e  
and I h ave  to start cajoling m y son for h is  
Japane s e  h om e w ork . I’d e ve n s e ttle  for h im  just 
h aving a frie nd w h o w as  a girl. It’s  ove rdue . Sh e  

w ould sm arte n h im  up q uick  sm art. Inste ad I ge t 
nigh t raids  on m y pantry.

For all th e  food m y son pilfe rs  I don’t th ink  h e ’s  
e ve r m anage d to ste al a k is s . But I k now  it’s  w ar 
be ing a te e nage r. And probably th is  place  isn’t 
h e lping h im  e ith e r. 

I gre w  up in th is  suburb. I m ove d aw ay, and 
now  I’m  back  w ith  a ch ild of m y ow n. Th is  
suburb isn’t be ach s ide  but it’s  close . But 
som e h ow  it just m is s e d out on th e  s e as ide  m ak e -
ove r. W h e n I w as  grow ing up h e re  I im agine d 
th is  place  as  one  of th os e  bubble gum  m ach ine s . 
You k now , pop 20 ce nts  in th e  slot, and out 
com e s  a gum ball. A rainbow  w is h  and a ch ance . 
Now adays , it’s  as  if som e  be ach  bum  h as  
sm as h e d th e  glass  of th at m ach ine . Maybe  h e  
doe sn’t e ve n h ave  20 ce nts  to rub toge th e r. 
Now , th os e  gum balls h ave  scatte re d all ove r th e  
place  and you’re  m ore  lik e ly to tre ad on 
som e th ing s h arp. It’s  ge tting stick y and sour and 
dirty. 

Som e tim e s  it’s  as  if th e  virtual w ar in m y son’s  
be droom  h as  h it th e  stre e t. Just for a split 
s e cond. And I’m  not be ing paranoid. A lot of th e  
k ids  sport th e s e  strange  m oh aw k s . I call th e m  
m iddle -e aste rn m ulle ts . I’m  sure  you’ve  s e e n 
th e m . It’s  as  if th e s e  k ids  w e re  about to be  
be h e ade d but th e  sw ord slippe d and got th e ir 
scalp inste ad.

But back  to m y son. H e  ne e ds  to be  save d from  
h im s e lf. H e ’s  be e n com ing h om e  late r and late r 
for days  now . I th ough t h e  m igh t be  w ith  Abs  so 
I calle d h im : 
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“W h e re ’s  Ale x?”

A paus e : “At th e  H acie nda. But don’t te ll h im  I 
told you”.

I got into th e  car and drove . My Elvis  doll w as  
jiving on th e  das h board lik e  crazy. All I could 
th ink  of w as  of ge tting to th e  H acie nda. I didn’t 
e ve n th ink  about h ow  I w as  going to ge t past 
Barry. I m ust h ave  be e n pos s e s s e d. To ge t in 
you h ave  to at le ast ge t Barry’s  stone d nod. 
Barry is  a local le ge nd. Barry h as  be e n pe rch e d 
on th e  sam e  back -re st, on th e  sam e  stre e t 
be nch , w ith  th e  sam e  drow ne d e ye s  for ye ars  
now . Lik e  a poisone d s e agull. I k ne w  th is  place  
back  in m y tim e  – can’t re m e m be r w h at it w as  
calle d back  th e n – but I w as  olde r th an m y Ali. 
Ins ide  th e  H acie nda I im agine  – all m anne r of 
th ings  ge t sorte d, w e igh e d, and bagge d. And 
w e ’re  not talk ing orange s  h e re . Sure , th e re  h ave  
be e n com plaints . Som e tim e s  e ve n a line  or tw o 
in our local pape r. Th e  H acie nda just subm e rge s , 
w aits  a bre ath  or tw o, and re -ope ns  w ith  a ne w  
nam e . Th e  H acie nda w ill ne ve r go aw ay. 

Barry just ste ppe d as ide  w h e n h e  saw  m e . I 
m ust h ave  be e n fie rce  look ing. Lik e  I said, 
pos s e s s e d. Le t th e  storm ing Vik ing th rough , 
guys! Look ing back  on it, I didn’t e ve n re giste r 
th e ir face s . Noth ing clock e d. Th e  only th ing I 
re m e m be r w as  th e  scale s . I just th ough t ‘th os e  
scale s  are  state  of th e  art’. Th e n I saw  h im  – m y 
son slum pe d in th e  corne r. I look e d dow n on 
h im  and said:

“Ge t up, Fatso”! 

Part 2. Bringing It Up (3 m onth s later)

H e ’s  com ing tonigh t. Abs  is  e ve ryth ing and 
m ore . H e  blow s  m y m ind. Mum  w ould ne ve r 
gue s s  w e  did it. Last w e e k e nd at th e  be ach  w e  
w e nt to one  of th os e  h uts  w h e re  you th row  
ch ips  at th e  gulls during th e  day and w h e re  
oth e r th ings  h appe n at nigh t. Since  th at 
w e e k e nd I’ve  fe lt lik e  a ne w  star. Explode d by 
s e x. And it’s  going to k e e p on h appe ning too.

I gue s s  you w ouldn’t call Abs  te xtbook  h ot but I 
th ink  h e  is . Eye s  lik e  black  lych e e s  if th e re  w e re  
such  th ings . H is  nos e  is  b ig but w e ’ve  de cide d 
on calling it dram atic. H e  jok e s  h e ’s  going to ge t 
surge ry and I told h im  if h e  doe s  h e ’s  droppe d.

But I can’t unde rstand all th is  h oopla ove r look s . 
It’s  total bullsh it so w h y le t it ge t to you? 
Anoth e r th ing too, w h e n you’re  big lik e  m e  
e ve ryone ’s  got an opinion. And I’ve  h e ard it all.

I not only ge t fatso – and from  m y ow n m um  
too – but I’ve  be e n calle d fat s h it, fat fuck , Moby 
D ick  of cours e , be ach e d w h ale . Mum  says , 
ignore  th e m .  Sh e  says  th e re ’ve  be e n m any 
gre at m e n w h o h ave  be e n ‘big-fram e d’. “Look  at 
W inston Ch urch ill.”  Ye ah , ye ah , w e  w ill figh t 
th e m  on th e  be ach e s  and all th at... 

W h e n you’re  big pe ople  th ink  you’re  as e xual or 
som e th ing. You’re  just th e  funny m an. If I h ad a 
dollar for all th e  girls at sch ool w h o w ante d to 
adopt m e  I’d so be  out of h e re  by now .

Luck ily I found Abs  be caus e  m y sch ool is  sports  
m ad. I’m  not going to w in th e  50 m e tre  
butte rfly now , am  I? I try not to be  bias e d 
against th e  jock s . Mum  us e d to say I could le arn 
a th ing or tw o about application from  th e m . But 
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s h e  h asn’t said th at for a w h ile  now . Mum  says  
th at at le ast a lot of poor k ids  are  sm art e nough  
to ge t ah e ad w ith  sports . But m um  just s e e s  th e  
jock s  w h e n s h e ’s  s itting in th e  stands  at som e  
sw im m ing carnival. Sh e ’s  ne ve r s h are d a ch ange  
room  w ith  th e m . Sh e  s h ould h e ar th e m  th e n. 
Talk  about w ate r on th e  brain.

I re ck on h e ll w ould be  an e ntire  country th at 
w as  lik e  a sw im m ing carnival. Day in and day 
out th e re  w ould be  ove r-de ve lope d s h oulde rs  
e ve ryw h e re  and lam e -as s  ribbons  flapping in th e  
w ind lik e  soggy toile t pape r. Eve ryone  w ould be  
s e gre gate d according to som e  random  cate gory, 
lik e  a colour, or an anim al... I m e an grow  up! 
You’d h ave  to s it in th e  stands  and w atch  th e  
jock s  sniff e ach  oth e r’s  Spe e dos  or th e  police  
w ould tak e  you unde r th e  stadium  and torture  
your non-sporting as s .

But no one  can fuck  w ith  m e  now  be caus e  I’ve  
got Abs . H e ’s  m e e ting m e  afte r w ork  tonigh t. 
Mum  got m e  a job afte r s h e  buste d m e  at th e  
H acie nda. Man did s h e  lay into m e  w h e n s h e  got 
m e  h om e . “You cle an up your act, young m an!” 
th e n s h e  flus h e d m y k if dow n th e  toile t. I don’t 
touch  th e  stuff now  be caus e  Abs  re ck ons  it w ill 
slow  us  dow n. A w e e k  afte r th e  flus h ing, Mum  
said s h e ’d found m e  an afte r-sch ool job. At Th e  
O range  O rch id Th ai R e staurant. Just oppos ite  
th e  be ach . Mum  said th e  ow ne r ow e d h e r a 
favour. 

“Maybe  if you actually h ad to w ork  around a 
k itch e n you’ll lose  th at appe tite  of yours .”

Now  a couple  of m onth s  late r I still h ave  m y 

appe tite . But it’s  for m ore  w ork . Inste ad of ch ip 
sandw ich e s  now  it’s  Th ai m one y bags .  

I as k e d th e  ow ne r – w h o w e  all call Pras  (s h ort 
for Pras it) – if I can h ave  som e  e xtra h ours  and 
h e  com e s  back  w ith  anoth e r q ue stion. “O nly if 
your m um  say is  O K .” I th ink  h e ’s  a bit afraid of 
h e r w h ich  is  unde rstandable . I told m um  th at I 
could do m y h om e w ork  during m ornings  and 
lunch tim e s  in th e  sch ool library. Got no tim e  for 
th e  playground now .

Look ing at m e  you’d be  surpris e d h ow  q uick  I 
am  around th e  table s . Th e  oth e r w aite rs  run 
around m ore  but th e y m ak e  m ore  m istak e s . 
Last w e e k  th e  e ntire  pos s e  cam e  in for a m e al 
and I s h ow e d off m y s k ills. Abs  w e nt for th e  Pad 
Th ai, Soraiya – h is  s iste r and a ve go – h ad D e e p 
Frie d Tofu w ith  Ch ili, w h ile  Mum  did Currie d 
K ing Praw ns  w ith  Frie d Banana for de s s e rt. I 
w as  e ve n flirting w ith  Soraiya, w h ich  Abs  found 
funny and Mum  found de ligh tful. I could te ll 
Mum  w as  ste aling look s  at m e  th rough out. Late r 
Pras it said I could s it – is  O K  – w ith  m y fam ily. 
Mum , trying to h ide  h e r pride , as k e d m e  w h at I 
planne d to do w ith  all th e  m one y I w as  m ak ing. 
“H oliday,” I re plie d. I didn’t te ll h e r I planne d it 
to be  inde finite . I’m  out of th is  s e as ide  dum p. 
Finally! Th is  place  Mum ’s  so s e ntim e ntal about. 

So as  long as  Barry stays  off th e  H  I m igh t just 
m anage  it. H e  ge ts  so out of it h e  can’t be  
truste d to supply th e  w e e d and E. Man, you 
can’t forge t your custom e rs . W h e n I first 
propose d th e  ide a to Barry you could s e e  h is  
e ye s  sudde nly s e e ing th e  ligh t. TH AI 
TAK EAW AY AND DRUGS! Is  th at ge nius  or 
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w h at? You s e e  th e re ’s  a straigh t clie ntèle  w h o 
don’t lik e  h anging round th e  H acie nda. W anting 
to k e e p up appe arance s  or som e th ing. I cate r to 
th e ir m ark e t.

Th is  is  h ow  I do it. I h ave  th e  pot (fiftie s  and 
tw e ntie s) in one  pock e t and m y bags  of th e  E in 
th e  oth e r. I h ave  bulge s  e ve ryw h e re , m an, so 
th e  fact th at I’m  carrying is  inconspicuous . It’s  
all a bit of a dance . Alth ough  I look  lik e  a fat 
Buddh a, I’m  re ally th at Indian god w ith  th e  
m any h ands . Unlik e  th e  Buddh a, alth ough  I h ave  
h is  proportions , I don’t h ave  tim e  to be  s itting 
on m y as s  on som e  lotus  le af in a pond. 

Crunch y curry puffs  ove r h e re , and a fifty unde r 
th e  plate . Gre e n curry ove r th e re  w ith  four Es . 
Ch ili octopus , tw o tw e ntie s , s q uid salad, and five  
Es . I’m  doing Pras  a favour too. I’ve  vam pe d up 
h is  standby, Tom  Yum , w ith  som e  old s k ool 
subs  and 007’s . K ind of lik e  a s ide  dis h . Be e n 
doing th is  ille gal dance  all th e  tim e  to Pras it’s  
s e le ction of m us ic. Som e one  turne d h im  on to 
M ile s  Davis  in Bangk ok  in th e  s e ve ntie s  and Pras  
h as  staye d a loyal custom e r e ve r s ince . Th is  
m us ic and scam  k e e ps  m e  on m y toe s . Each  E is  
anoth e r notch  on m y be lt.  

But it’s  q uitting tim e  soon and m y boyfrie nd’s  
com ing. I’ve  score d som e  golde n parce ls, Tom  
Yum , and Drunk e n Noodle s . And soon I’ll be  
sw im m ing in h is   k is s e s . Yum !          

© 2008 Nich olas K ok inidis

K nick e rs  (a.k .a Nich olas K ok inidis  ) still w rite s  all 
th e  tim e . H e  h as  w ork e d as  a postie , store m an, 
printe r, cle rk , m ark e t re s e arch e r, inte rpre te r, 
care r, s e xual h e alth  couns e llor and corporate  
w h ore . K nick e rs  \ Nich olas acts  in h is  part-tim e . 
Contact: ye n_ 4_ ze n@ yah oo.com .au 
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GGoott  aa  ss ttoorryy  ttoo  ttee llll??
W e ’re  look ing for good w riting from  new  and 
e stablis h e d auth ors  to be  included in our next is sue . 

Send us  a copy of your story – w e ’d love  to read your 
w ork  and s h are  it w ith  our readers .

Em ail us  at <editor@ gay-e book s .com .au>

mailto:editor@gay-ebooks.com.au



