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O ur late st proje ct gre w  out of a discussion about th e  
curre nt online  fascination w ith  re cording daily life  

via blogs and page s on facebook  and m yspace . 
Autobiograph ical fiction (a labe l th at capture s th e  
inh e re nt contradictions) h as be e n an alm ost de fining 
ch aracte ristic of gay w riting, and now , th ank s to 
m ode rn te ch nology, anyone  can put th e ir life  in w ords 
and pix out th e re  for th e  w h ole  w orld to click  on and 
obse rve . W h y are  so m any gay guys doing it, is one  
q ue stion. W h y are  so m any oth e rs re gularly click ing on 
th e ir page s, is anoth e r. Back  in th e  po-m o 19 9 0s, book s 
and th e se s w e re  w ritte n on th e  role  of th e  "I" ch aracte r 
in fiction, biograph y, autobiograph y and docum e ntary 
re cording. W e  w onde re d if th e  "I" blog ch aracte r 
diffe re d so gre atly from  th e  "I" ch aracte r of gay fiction.

Our title  cam e  from  a line  in Ish e rw ood's Be rlin 
storie s, first publish e d in th e  19 30s, w h ich  e volve d into 
Joh n van Drute n's play, th e n th e  film , I am  a Cam era, in 
th e  50s, be fore  finally turning into th e  m ovie  Cabaret in 
th e  19 70s. It w as only in Cabaret th at th e  im plie d h om o 
or bi-se xuality of th e  "I" ch aracte r in all h is e arlie r 
incarnations could be  ope nly sh ow n. 

In ge ne ral, it w asn't until th e  70s th at th e  obse rving 
and re cording of gay live s could finally be  le ss code d 
and "gay fiction" as a ge nre  could e volve . Eve n H e rr 
Ish e rw ood re turne d from  fiction to autobiograph y, in 
part be cause  h e  could finally w rite  ope nly about w h o 

Editorial

I am  a cam e ra

w as sle e ping w ith  w h om , w h ich  e xplaine d so m uch  of 
w h at e ve rybody w as doing be yond th e  be droom . 

Th at w as our noble  th e m e , and our contributors took  
it in m any dire ctions. W h at m ost subm issions h ad in 
com m on w as th e  goal of, to paraph rase  Ish e rw ood, 
de ve loping, printing and fixing a particular re cord or 
m e m ory. Th e  pie ce s w e  finally se le cte d cove r e ve ry 
de cade  since  W W II, e ach  one  a uniq ue  portrait of a tim e  
and place  in a ch aracte r's life .

W e  also contacte d a num be r of gay blogge rs, 
particularly th ose  w h o w e re  sim ply re cording th e ir daily 
life , to se e  if any w e re  inte re ste d in talk ing about w h at 
th e y w e re  doing; th e  proce ss and conse q ue nce s of 
cre ating an on-line  pe rsonality. Young Sydne y 
ph otograph e r Sh annon Boh  w as k ind e nough  to give  us 
an inte rvie w  and le t us run a se le ction of posts from  h is 
h igh ly popular blog.

Laurin and I w ould particularly lik e  to th ank  our 
contributors for  th e ir storie s, Sh annon Boh  for h is 
ge ne rous coope ration, Ph il Scott  for th e  big plug in h is 
Sydney Star Observer colum n w h ich  ge ne rate d its ow n 
m inor flood of e m ails, our rural subm ission re ade rs for 
th e ir ongoing support, and, Brian W atson, th e  scourge  of 
th e  m isplace d apostroph e , for h is de dicate d proofing.

Gary Dunne
e ditor@ gay-e book s .com .au

'I am  a cam era w ith  its sh utter open, quite  passive, recording, not  th ink ing. Recording th e  
m an sh aving at th e  w indow  opposite  and th e  w om an in th e  k im ono w ash ing h er h air. Som e 
day, all th is w ill h ave to be  developed, carefully printed, fixed.'

Ch ristope r Ish e rw ood, Goodbye  to Be rlin, 19 39

mailto: editor@gay-ebooks.com.au
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Pe te r Cross

H ow  I m e t m y boyfrie nd

I m e t m y partne r; th at’s  w h at w e  h ave  to call e ach  
oth e r th e s e  days , once  upon it tim e  it w as  

boyfrie nd but th e n th at som e h ow  didn’t de fine  
e nough  of th e  de pth  of th e  re lations h ip th at w e  
h ad, so w e  h ad to ch ange  it to “partne r” to ple as e  
th e  political activists . I m e t m y partne r at a be at. 
H e  still re fus e s  to ack now le dge  th at h e  w as  doing a 
be at; h e  says  h e  w as  just de spe rate  to go to th e  
toile t. For th re e  h ours  h e  w as  de spe rate … ple as e .

It w as  sum m e r and for som e  re ason I w as  out 
ne ar Brigh ton-Le -Sands . I th ink  I h ad be e n tak e n to 
s e e  Be rnard K ing’s  s h ow  at h is  th e atre  re staurant 
th e  nigh t be fore ; anyw ay, I got so drunk  th at I h ad 
to stay th e  nigh t at th e  e x-boyfrie nd's . I th ink  Judy 
Conne lli w as  in th e  s h ow  but th at’s  by th e  by.

I w ok e  up th e  ne xt m orning lik e  Ve ra Ch arle s , 
h ung darling and not in a good w ay. (O nce  upon a 
tim e  I ne ve r k ne w  w h o Ve ra Ch arle s  w as  or Mam e  
D e nnis).  I’m  sure  I w as  still drunk  and I th ough t a 
sw im  w ould bring m e  back  to life . 

Brigh ton-Le -Sands  in sum m e r, on a h ot day and 
w ith  a h angove r, is  not a ple asant place  to be . 
H ow e ve r, th e re  is  a little  am e nitie s  block  dow n 
ne ar th e  be ach  th at h ad alw ays  be e n popular w ith  
som e  of th e  m ore  “e th nic” q ue e ns . And god k now s  
I do love  a w og boy. So just afte r lunch , de von, 
ch e e s e  and pick le  on w h ite  flus h e d dow n w ith  a 

can of Tab, I found m ys e lf in ne e d of a little  re lie f.
I h ad s e e n th is  one  num be r, a rath e r rough -

look ing pie ce  of trade  w ith  a plum be r's  crack , 
scoping out th e  toile ts  and I th ough t to m ys e lf, “now  
th at’s  righ t up m y boule vard”. I h e ade d into th e  
dark ne s s  and th e  sm e ll of m e n. Th at’s  a nice  turn of 
ph ras e … th e  sm e ll of m e n… m e n sm e ll; e ve n as  I s it 
h e re  I can still fe e l it w as h  ove r m e , th e  arom a of 
m e n, a m ixture  of sw e at, adre nalin, cum  and w ith  a 
h int of O ld Spice . W h e re  w as  I, oh  ye s  … th e  
dark ne s s , th e  sm e ll e tc. O k ay so th e re  I am  standing 
at th e  urinal pre te nding to pe e  and in h e  com e s . H is  
h e ad ne rvously flick ing from  s ide  to s ide , ch e ck ing 
out th e  cubicle s , scare d h is  m oth e r is  h iding in th e re  
w aiting to jum p out and accus e  h im  of crim e s  
against h e r soul. Re m e m be r h e ’s  a w og boy and 
th e y’re  alw ays  so scare d of w h at th e ir Mum m y w ill 
th ink . H e  s idle s  up to m e  and I can s e e  th at th is  one  
is  a h airy num be r, black  curls of coars e  h air 
plaste re d to h is  stom ach . A five  o’clock  s h adow  
pe rm ane ntly dark e ning h is  ch in. H is  bre ath  is  h ot 
and h ard in th at close  room . H is  tre m bling h and 
re ach e s  out and snak e s  into m y pants , h e  grabs  m e  
and I sw e ar I can fe e l th at s igh  th at rus h e s  from  h is  
m outh , m y body te ns e d w ith  e xpe ctation. Th is  is  
w h at I ne e de d and de s ire d, a re al m an som e one  
w h o k ne w  w h at th e y w ante d and h ow  to tak e  it. No 
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bullsh it. Just a prim e val grunt and I w ould be  h is .
So th e re  w e  w e re  just about to ge t re ally h e avy 

w h e n som e  q ue e n rus h e s  in scre am ing “run, girls, 
it’s  th e  bas h e rs”. W e  all button up and run for th e  
door and th is  cre ate s  rath e r a log jam  at th e  e xit. 
I’m  stuck , until I fe e l one  h and on m y s h oulde r 
pus h  m e  th rough  and I tum ble  out into th e  sun just 
in tim e  to s e e  te n big burly s h ire  boys  barre lling 
dow n on us .

I’m  grabbe d from  be h ind and pus h e d to th e  car 
park , th row n into th e  front s e at of a car and th e n as  
th e  w h e e ls  s q ue al (as sonance  in cas e  you m is s e d 
it), I’m  drive n off into th e  afte rnoon.

Lik e  a re al blok e  I start to scre am , “Le t m e  out… 
Le t m e  O UT...  I k now  pe ople … w h ate ve r you do, 
NO T th e  face .”

“O h  s h oos h ,” h e  said.  Sh oos h  is  not som e th ing 
a bas h e r usually says . “I’m  not going to bas h  you, 
you big girl… I’m  saving you.”

Sitting ne xt to m e , h is  face  fixe d firm ly on th e  
road ah e ad as  w e  care e r along Ge ne ral H olm e s  
Drive , is  th e  little  q ue e n w h o h ad run or, m ore  
corre ctly, sw is h e d into th e  toile ts, h ands flailing, 
scre am ing w ith  a sligh t lisp, (not an e asy th ing to do) 
and w arne d us  all of th e  im pe nding attack  of th e  
barbarians. Th is  little  num be r, no bigge r th an an e lf, 
a re fuge e  from  th e  Mye rs  w indow  dre s s ing 
de partm e nt, a h airdre s s e r in s e arch  of a blow -drye r 
is  th e  pe rson w e  all ow e d our live s  to. Can you 
be lie ve  it? Now  I’m  no ock e r butch  q ue e n, I am  w h at 
th e y now  call a “straigh t-acting gay”, a te rm  I re ally 
dislik e  but th at’s  anoth e r th ousand w ords. H ow e ve r, 
s itting ne xt to th is  little  fe m  bot m ade  m e  look  lik e  
Joh n W ayne  or m aybe  e ve n a Russ e ll Crow e .

“Saving m e … you… look  at you… h ow  could 
you save  m e ?” I scre am e d, in m y de e pe st butch e st 
voice .

“I can alw ays  drop you back  th e re  if th at’s  w h at 
you w ant,” h e  s im pe re d. 

H e  h ad m e  th e re . Th e  last place  I w ante d to be  
w as  back  at th at be at. Maybe  th at’s  w h y th e y call 

th e m  be ats  – be caus e  e ve ntually you w ill ge t be ate n 
up.

“So just s h oos h  and say th ank  you. My nam e 's  
Le on, w h at’s  yours?”  My h e art sank . O f cours e  h is  
nam e  w ould be  Le on. H e  h ad Le on w ritte n all ove r 
h is  face . 

“Tony,” I m um ble d. O h  th e  h um iliation. Not te n 
m inute s  ago I h ad be e n about to do th e  “good de e d” 
 w ith  th e  future  Mr. R igh t and now  h e re  I am  
trappe d in a m auve  Toyota w ith  a tiny m irror ball 
h anging from  th e  re ar vis ion m irror and som e  
anim al print fabric cove ring th e  s e ats .

I h ad gone  from  O ld Spice  to O pium  in five  fast 
m inute s . From  plum be r's  crack  to… re ally th e re  are  
no w ords  to de scribe  w h e re  I w as  now .

“H e llo, Tony. W e ll th at w as  a close  s h ave . Luck y I 
just h appe ne d to be  pas s ing by and saw  th os e  
brute s . I th ough t th at trouble  w as  bre w ing.”

W h o says  “trouble  w as  bre w ing”, and w h at doe s  
h e  m e an “just pas s ing by” - I h ad s e e n h im  in th e  
dune s  about an h our be fore . Pass ing by, ye ah  righ t.

I found th at I w as  ge tting m ore  and m ore  irritate d 
by th is  little  num be r as  s h e  prattle d on about 
gos s ipy titbits  and trivia from  Broadw ay s h ow s  and 
th e n from  out th e  blue  s h e  h it m e  w ith , “w ould you 
lik e  to go out for a ch e ap e at w ith  m e ? Not tonigh t 
but late r in th e  w e e k .”

“Sure ,” I said. W H AT. H ow  did th at h appe n, w h y 
did I say ye s , I can’t still be  drunk … no one  can be  
th at drunk . Be fore  I h ave  a ch ance  to ch ange  m y 
m ind m y ph one  num be r tum ble d from  m y m outh . 
Maybe  I w as  just rattle d. I m e an it’s  not e ve ry day 
th at you are  ch as e d out of a public toile t block  by a 
group of th irty, (it's  grow ing isn’t it), crick e t bat-
w ie lding ne ande rth als w ith  th e  sce nt of blood in 
th e ir nostrils.

“Drop m e  h e re ,” I blurte d out, “th e re ’s  m y car.” 
I got out of th e  car confus e d by w h at w as  

h appe ning, not so m uch  th e  riots  (th ousands  of 
th e m  now ), m ore  th e  acce ptance  of a dinne r date  
w ith  th is  jock e y. I le ane d into th e  w indow  to say 

Pe te r Cross —  H ow  I m e t m y boyfrie nd
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th ank s  and as  q uick  as  a flas h  h e  le ane d ove r gave  
m e  a pe ck  on th e  ch e e k , flas h e d a sm ile , “toodle s ,” 
h e  said and drove  off.

Toodle s! O h  god. Toodle s .
I w as  le ft staring at th e  re ar of h is  Toyota as  h e  

drove  off into th e  suns e t back  to w h e re ve r h e  h ad 
com e  from .

Sure  e nough  th re e  days  late r I got th e  call. 
“H e llo, Tony, it’s  m e , Le on… from  th e  oth e r day, I 
th ough t it m igh t be  nice  to h ave  dinne r tom orrow  
nigh t. I k now  th is  little  place  in Paddington be h ind 
th e  Unicorn, w e  could ge t a bite  to e at th e re  and 
th e n s e e  K andy Joh nson’s  ne w  s h ow .”

“O k ay, Le on… h i… ye ah  about th at…” I 
stam m e re d, “You k ind of got m e  unpre pare d th e  
oth e r day and I w asn’t re ally th ink ing straigh t. But I 
don’t th ink …”

“O h , s h oos h  you, you s illy th ing,” th e re  w as  th e  
s h oos h  again, “a date 's  a date . Now  w h at’s  your 
addre s s  and I can pick  you up.”

“My addre s s .  Look  w h at I am  trying to say is… I 
don’t re ally th ink  th at w e …”

“Darls, le t’s  say about 7.30 for dinne r, th e n you 
can h ave  a be e r afte r th e  m e al w h ile  w e  w ait for th e  
s h ow … now  w h at w as  th e  addre s s  again?”

“Flat 5/78 Brough am  St.” Je sus  w e pt, w h at am  I 
doing? It’s  all th at O pium  h e  us e s  – it’s  s e e ping 
th rough  th e  ph one  line s , drugging m e .

“Love ly, s e e  you late r. Toodle s ,” and th e n h e  
w as  gone .

So w e  h ad dinne r and th e n I h ad a be e r, a fe w  
be e rs  actually and th e n w e  w atch e d K andy’s  s h ow . 
W e  w e re  th e  odd couple , h im  w ith  a scarf and m e  
w ith  a scow l. But you k now  w h at? Afte r th irty ye ars  
I don’t notice  th e  scarf so m uch  any m ore  or th e  
inde ce nt am ount of pe rfum e  th at h e  ins ists  on 
spraying be fore  h e  le ave s  th e  h ous e  and I gue s s  h e  
h as  le arne d to put up w ith  ce rtain irritating h abits  of 
m ine  th at som e  pe ople  say I h ave .

Eve ry now  and th e n as  w e  drive  dow n to Be rry 
to our w e e k e nde r w e  pas s  th at little  am e nitie s  block  

at Brigh ton-Le -Sands  and w ith out fail e ve ry tim e  w e  
pas s  it by h e  says , “I w as  NO T doing th e  be at, 
darls.”  Ye s , de ar, and th at’s  still your natural h air 
colour.

I som e tim e s  w onde r w h at m y life  w ould h ave  
be e n lik e  if I h ad tak e n up w ith  th e  “plum be r's  
crack ” th at day.  I suspe ct th at I w ouldn’t be  driving 
to Be rry for th e  w e e k e nd.

Toodle s .

PS. Th is is Le on now . Tony te nds to e xagge rate , god 
love  h im ; allow  m e  to corre ct som e  factual e rrors.

I did m e e t h im  at Brigh ton-Le -Sands  but I h ave  
ne ve r done  a be at in m y life , I m e an th e y’re  just so 
dirty… and th at sm e ll. Th e re  w as  no riot, th e re  m ay 
h ave  be e n a crick e t bat and ye s , th e re  w as  a sm all 
group of about th re e  boofh e ads  w h o w ante d to 
caus e  som e  trouble .  And ye s , I did run into th e  
toile t block  and s h out out a w arning. 

Ye s, I gave  Tony a lift… no, I did not ask  h im  out, 
h e  ask e d m e  out… to th ank  m e , h e  said. W e ll, I 
th ough t th at w as a nice  th ing to do and, be ing polite , I 
agre e d. H e  k is se d m e . I gave  h im  m y num be r, h e  
ph one d m e  (th re e  tim e s), h e  sugge ste d w e  h ave  dinne r 
and th e n h e  w ante d to se e  a drag sh ow . Drag is  not 
re ally m y cup of e spre sso but I th ough t, w h y not?

So w e  h ad dinne r, I paid; w e  saw  a drag s h ow  
and th e n spe nt th e  ne xt th irty ye ars  toge th e r. 

I am  five  foot nine  inch e s  tall and I do NO T dye  
m y h air.

© 2009  Pe te r Cros s

Pe te r Cross —  H ow  I m e t m y boyfrie nd

Pe te r is a Sydne y base d fre e lance  w rite r, a gue st 
contributor to Sydney Star Observer, SX M agazine, 
Colum ns, Spirit Today and m any oth e r m agazine s. H e  is 
curre ntly w ork ing on a fe ature  film  script se t in London 
in th e  80's. Pe te r w ill w rite  for food but pre fe rs cash . H is 
e m ail is  h om e m ade productions@ bigpond.com

mailto: homemadeproductions@bigpond.com
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Ian MacNe ill

Th e  Marble  Bar

M any figure s go up and dow n th e  w ide  and 
w inding staircase  of th e  Marble  Bar. A fe w  w ant 

to be  notice d but it’s de  rigue ur not to pay any atte ntion 
to th e  com ings – and nobody is inte re ste d in th e  goings 
unle ss th e re ’s be e n th e  sugge stion of a sce ne .

It is  its  ow n dim e ns ion. As  w e  m ove  from  th e  
bar tow ards  a group of frie nds  pe rh aps  
conce ntrate d around one  of th e  fe w  sm all table s  
scatte re d acros s  its  vastne s s  w e  m igh t garne r an 
im pre s s ion (w e  don’t look  around) of a landscape , 
ge ograph y, unive rs e  sugge stive  of Je nolan Cave s  
and h e ll, h e ave n and th e  lying-in-state  room  of a 
grand fune ral parlour in St Pe te rsburg m aintaine d 
for th e  e xclus ive  us e  of Grand Duk e s  and prince s . 
Th e  colum ns  sugge st Ph ilistine s  w ary of Sam son, 
th e  m arble  a lavatory staine d w ith  th e  blood of 
Cae sars . Th e  w e igh t of all th at bronze  w ould s ink  a 
supe rdre adnough t. Th e  staine d glass  m ak e s  th e  
cath e drals of Byzantium  look  lik e  M e th odist ch ape ls. 
Th e  fire place s  e xplain w h at h appe ne d to th e  ce dars  
of Le banon. Th e  opule nce  is  so de spe rate ly 
oppre s s ive  it h as  be com e  frivolous . 

Th e  de nize ns  are  dre s s e d in gre y and dark  blue  
and dulle d dark  brow ns . If th e  latte r is  e m ph as is e d 
w ith  a touch  of tan anyw h e re  – say s h oe , be lt, 
h atband – h e  is  probably a book ie , or a de te ctive  to 
w atch  out for. 

Th e  barm aids  are  re tire d nym ph s , blow n, e dging 
blow zy, ne ve r ris k ing dayligh t. Th e y are  th e  splas h  
of dange rous  colour, th e ir pile d coiffure s  ch e m ically 
gold or flagrantly h e nnae d. Th e  Tatte rsalls h ire  th e m  
be caus e  of w h at th e y are  and w h at th e y k now  – 
h ow  to de al discre e tly w ith  e ve n th e  m ost 
im probable  satyr aw ak e ne d by alcoh ol and h ow  to 
suppre s s  th e  roars  of m inotaurs . 

Th e  dim ne s s , th e  vastne s s , th e  h uge  e xpe ns e  
spare d also e ncourage  th e  subdue d, th ough  th e re  is  
th at occas ional guffaw  th rough  th e  e te rnal m urm ur. 

Tobacco sce nts  th e  air. Th e re  is  th e  occas ional 
tapping of a pipe , snap of a cigare tte  cas e , snap and 
snare  of a struck  m atch .  Th e  w oolle n cloth  
e ve ryone  w e ars  re e k s  of it but it did be fore  th e y 
de sce nde d th os e  s h allow , curve d, tre ach e rous  stairs .

Elioth  Grune r notice s  som e one  is  tak ing 
som e one ’s  num be r w ith  a th in gold pe ncil in a gold-
cas e d note book . Flas h y but a tiny h igh ligh t in th e  
plane s  of pulsing dull s h ade s  w h ich  could so e as ily 
give  at a distance  th e  e ffe ct of k h ak i s ilh oue tte d 
w ith  gre y-navy s h adow s  sugge sting figure s . H e  pick s  
up anoth e r h igh ligh t – a de e ply blue  jack e t – th ough  
ve ry inte re ste d and gue s s ing alre ady it can only be  
Fe int, re turns  h is  vis ion to th e  w h ole . Th e  m irrors  
stre tch  th e  sce ne ; th e  canvas  w ould h ave  to be  
h uge , or is  it a m ural? Not for h im , not h is  sort of 
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th ing at all.  ‘Must be  care ful on th e s e  slippe ry stairs  
w ith  th e ir fatal rounde d e dge s . Fe e ling clum sy w ith  
th is  bloating. Bloody ne ph ritis . Couple  of be e rs  
m igh t flus h  th e  k idne ys  out. O r k ill m e .’

H e  doe s  not re alis e  h e  h as  be e n notice d too.
‘Jupite r m ust be  in th e  righ t q uarte r,’ Adrian says  

to th e  fe llow  from  Be ard W atson’s  – th is  Earne st – 
w h o is  e xactly th at be fore  h im  in h is  ne w  pe ppe r 
and salt tw e e d jack e t and dange rously caram e l dak s  
th ough  h e  is  to be  forgive n th e m  be caus e  th e y h ug 
th e n fall and be caus e  h e  got h is  w h e ate n cow lick  
lik e  th at w ith  som e th ing th at w asn’t Brylcre e m  and 
be caus e  h e  m igh t be  e ncourage d into prom oting th e  
Fe int nam e  as  a book plate  de s igne r. Pity about th e  
sock s . W is h  h e ’d stop sw inging h is  le g, ge t h im  to 
stand up.  ‘W e  s h ould go ove r w h e n h e  lands , I’ll 
introduce  you. H e  s e e m s  to be  alone . Probably 
w aiting for som e one .’

Adrian w as  a stunne r h im s e lf. About forty, 
Earne st gue s s e d. Th ough  th e  W ar alw ays  m ade  
th e m  look  olde r. ‘W h o?’ h e  as k e d, m ak ing th e  
m istak e  of look ing around.

Adrian frow ne d but said ple asantly, ‘Don’t stare  
but old Elioth  Grune r just …’

Elioth  soon e nough  cam e  th e ir w ay w ith  a be e r. 
‘Ah , Mr Fe int, I k ne w  I’d w ande r into som e one  I 
k ne w  h e re . And it’s  you.’

‘So it is . And th is  is  Earne st … Mr Purfroy of 
Be ard W atson’s . Earne st, th is  is  Elioth  Grune r. I’m  
sure  you’ve  h e ard of h im .’

Earne st w as  standing at tigh t atte ntion be fore  old 
Grune r. H e  w as  s e e ing anoth e r h andsom e  m an, not 
as  h andsom e  as  Mr Fe int – practically nobody w as  – 
but Mr Grune r did h ave  a strong jaw  and an 
inclination to be  am us e d around h is  m outh  and a 
tw ink le  w ay back  in h is  e ye s  w h ich  m ade  h im  look  
lik e  a de ar old fe llow  w h o could be  te m pte d to be  
naugh ty, m aybe  e ve n ve ry naugh ty. H e  w as  also 
w e aring a be autiful blue  suit, a bit old fas h ione d and 
not of cours e  as  be autiful as  Mr Fe int’s  – Adrian’s  

s ingle  bre aste d in th at w ondrous  colour w h ich  sure ly 
you couldn’t ge t in Australia and th at tie  … it w as  
ne arly purple . But Mr Fe int, Adrian h ad introduce d 
h im  to Elioth  Grune r. W h at could h e  say? All h e  
could th ink  of w as  th e  print h e ’d paid tw o and s ix for.

‘I’ve  got a print of yours . I k now  it’s  only a print 
but I love  it. It’s  of som e  cow s  – Frie s ians  – unde r a 
tre e , it’s  calle d – ’

Earne st stoppe d; Adrian w as  look ing discouraging.
‘Elioth ’s  done  so m any cow s , h ave n’t you? 

Re m e m be r any Frie s ians?’ 
Adrian laugh e d but Mr Grune r said to Earne st 

Purfroy, ‘I’m  glad it give s  you ple asure . I h ope  it’s  
one  of m y be tte r … ’ H e  turne d sligh tly tow ards  
Adrian, ‘cow s .’

Earne st gulpe d h is  port. Now  h is  glass  w as  e m pty.
Elioth  Grune r s ippe d h is  be e r studiously. Adrian 

Fe int gaze d into w h at w as  le ft of h is  brandy and 
soda. In th at m om e nt Earne st Purfroy abandone d 
port e xce pt afte r dinne r w ith  w alnuts  and ch e e s e . 
‘I’ll w ait and th e n I’ll go and ge t us  both  a brandy 
and soda,’ h e  said to Adrian.

W h ich  h e  did.
‘Se e m s  a nice  sort of ch ap,’ Elioth  said afte r th e y 

h ad s e e n th e  figure , strik ing for its  youth , grace  and 
alm ost colour, off tow ards  th e  bar.

‘Be ard W atson's . But could be  be tte r th an th at. 
Se e m s  to h ave  som e  curios ity. Not m uch  e lse .’

‘W e ll h e  got h im s e lf th e re . And h e re . W ith  you,’ 
Elioth  adde d.

Adrian flinch e d th e n le t th e  brandy le t h im  grin at 
th is  old ne rvous  w re ck .

Elioth  w as  tw e lve  ye ars  olde r th an Adrian. H e  h ad 
taugh t Adrian at Julian As h ton’s  Art Sch ool. Th e  pupil 
h ad s e e n m uch  m ore  of th e  W ar th an th e  m aste r. 
Adrian cons ide re d th at Elioth  h ad dallie d w ith  h is  
conscie ntious  obje ctions  until it w as  alm ost ove r. But 
th e n again h e  did h ave  som e  sort of invalid 
condition – h e  w as  such  a touch y old th ing. H e  w as  
m ak ing good w ork  of th at be e r th ough . 

Ian MacNe ill —  Th e  Marble  Bar
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Any disce rning glance  w ould h ave  ch os e n th e m  
as  e as ily th e  m ost distinguis h e d pe ople  in th e  
Marble  Bar, de spite  th e  judge s  im pos ing stupid puns  
on barriste rs , th e  Macq uarie  Stre e t spe cialists  no 
be tte r th an q uack s , th e  com pany dire ctors  w ith  th e  
instincts  of SP book ie s .

‘I w as  th ink ing of h ow  to paint th is  sce ne . As  I 
cam e  dow n th at bloody staircas e . It’s  a w onde r it 
h asn’t k ille d som e one .’

‘It only h asn’t be caus e  it’s  so difficult to fall up. 
H ave  th e  Tatte rsalls com m is s ione d you?’

‘Good God no! I w as  only th ink ing h ow  one  
w ould do it – th e  canvas  w ould h ave  to be  
e norm ous , or a m ural. Th e  pe rspe ctive  w ould h ave  
to be  in w ave s . It w ould look  lik e  th e  tre nch e s  
transporte d to Valh alla. O ne  w ould h ave  to figh t th e  
k h ak i distance s , if you s e e  w h at I m e an.’

‘And h ow  w ould you do th at?’
‘I saw  a fe llow  w riting a note  w ith  a gold pe ncil 

in one  of th os e  note book s  th at h ave  gold cove rs . 
Ve ry obvious . I w ould put th at in som e  k ind of far 
re lation to th e  bam aids . But it’s  all too Victorian for 
w ords , th e  Fre nch  h ave  done  aw ay w ith  all th at as  
you w e ll k now  … th e s e  Im pre s s ionist fe llow s .’

‘Th ank  you,’ Adrian said to Earne st w h o h ad 
place d h is  brandy and soda on th e  table  th e y w e re  
all now  standing about.

‘I’ll ge t you one , Mr Grune r, you look  re ady.’
‘O h .’ Elioth  le t h im . ‘D e ar boy,’ h e  said to Adrian 

as  th e y again glance d and re trie ve d th e ir glance s  
from  th e  de parting grace .

‘So w h at are  you up to, Fe int?’
‘Book plate s . D id one  for Th e lly Clune .’
‘D id you? Bit of a com e dow n from  th e  Duch e s s  

of York .’ Elioth  w is h e d h e  h adn’t said th at. ‘I saw  
one  of your still life s  in th e  Grosve nor.’

‘D id you? Th e y’re  com ing along. I’m  th ink ing of 
tak ing a fe w  le s sons  w ith  Margare t Pre ston.’

‘Sh e ’s  m ad.’ Again Elioth  w is h e d h e  h adn’t said 
th at. Th e  w om an w ould probably th row  som e th ing 

at h im  if Fe int re pe ate d it. ‘But s h e ’s  on th e  ne w  
path . Alw ays  h as  be e n, of cours e , s h e ’s  th at type .’

Earne st put a be e r in front of Elioth . ‘Th at didn’t 
tak e  long,’ Elioth  said th e n sm ile d be caus e  it h ad 
sounde d so w rong, again. W h at w as  up w ith  h im  
today? It m ust be  th is  bloody place , h e  s h ould ne ve r 
h ave  com e . ‘W e  w e re  just talk ing about Mrs  Pre ston.’

‘Sh e  s e lls w e ll. W e  s e ll a lot of h e r flow e rs . Pe ople  
love  th e m . Espe cially. W e  s e ll h e r oth e r th ings  too – 
th e  parrots  and … th ings .’ Earne st pick e d up h is  
brandy. H e  drank  and it taste d lik e  stale  tank  w ate r 
but h e ’d ge t us e d to it. ‘W h at do you th ink  of h e r?’

‘Elioth  th ink s  s h e ’s  m ad.’ 
‘I didn’t say th at – I didn’t m e an th at, lik e  th at, I 

just m e ant … Sh e ’s  got a bit of a re putation for … ‘
‘Sh e  cam e  in once . Sh e  m ade  m e  m ove  h e r 

th ings .’
‘W h y?’
‘Sh e  didn’t th ink  th e y w e re  displaye d prope rly, 

for th e m . For w h at th e y w e re .’
Th e y all drank  and th ough t about th at but it 

provide d no furth e r conve rsation.
Th e  bar absorbe d th e m . Earne st longe d to lay h is  

ch e e k  against th e  m arble  colum n be s ide  h im . Elioth  
suppre s s e d th e  th ough t th at h e ’d lik e  to w atch  h is  
pis s  stre am ing against th e  m arble  of th e  bar and 
m e ande ring w ith  a m azy m otion be fore  los ing its e lf 
in th e  scarle t and gold runne r. Adrian de spaire d of 
as k ing Earne st for dinne r at th e  back  dining room  
h e re  – w h y did th e y h ave  to run into old Grune r? 
Maybe  h e ’d go and h e  could sugge st th e  Latin Café 
th ough  e ve ryone  th e re  w ould k now  w h at w as  going 
on. 

All th re e  gaze d m oros e ly and unabas h e d about 
th e m .

H alf th e  m ob h e re  alre ady k ne w .
Sink ing h is  gaze  into th e  m oras s  of dull w ools, 

Adrian w as  pick ing out … th e  m oras s  h ad be com e  a 
spe ctacle  of type s  – individuals and groupings . Th e re  
w e re  a fe w  pre dators  and th e  usual pass ive  souls 

Ian MacNe ill —  Th e  Marble  Bar
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Ian MacNe ill still goe s to th e  Marble  Bar; th e y sh runk  it 
into th e  base m e nt of th e  H ilton in Sydne y. Adrian’s 
flow e rs are  e ve ryw h e re . So are  Elioth ’s. And h is cow s. 
Earne st die d in Ch angi.

w aiting to be  save d or dam ne d. Trust old Grune r to 
s e e  it in w ave ring plane s . K h ak i! If you k ne w  h ow  to 
look , it w as  lurid. Look  at th at fairy w aving h e r gold 
w atch band. Look  at th e  h airdo on th at one . Good 
God, th at one  w as  disporting sue de  s h oe s , look ing 
for trouble .

Th e y drank . Adrian offe re d th e m  a cigare tte  
from  h is  gold cas e . Elioth  note d its  w orn s h e e n and 
th e  e ngraving of th e  initials, doubtle s s  h is  ow n 
de s ign. Earne st could s e e  th at Adrian’s  tie  only gave  
th e  im pre s s ion of purple  from  a distance , it w as  a 
de e p blue  filigre e d w ith  scarle t. Adrian de cide d 
Earne st’s  e ye s  h ad an e au de  nil tinge . 

‘W ouldn’t m us ic be  good?’ Earne st said.
Th e  oth e r tw o glance d at one  anoth e r, w e re  

pe rple xe d, tacitly agre e d not to re spond. Adrian 
w onde re d if h e  h ad a Salvation Arm y band in m ind. 
Elioth  th ough t probably Brah m s .

Th e y drank .
Earne st de cide d it didn’t m atte r, h e  h ad to te ll Mr 

Grune r. ‘I k now  it’s  not th e  cow s , th ough  th e y’re  
part of it, or th e  tre e  th ough  it’s  th e  ce ntre pie ce . It’s  
th e  atm osph e re .’ 

Th e  oth e r tw o w e re  gazing at h im .
‘Th e  atm osph e re  of e arly m orning in th e  

country. I k now  just w h at it’s  lik e . I h ad to ge t up 
and m ilk  th e  cow s . I h ate d it but som e  m ornings  it 
w as  … lik e  your painting th at I’ve  got a print of. It’s  
so be autiful. Th e  atm osph e re . Th e  ligh t. I k now  it’s  
only a print but I got th e  m an w h o doe s  our fram ing 
to fram e  it. H e  us e d som e  m oulde d pie ce s  h e  h ad 
le ft ove r, th e y’re  off-w h ite  just touch e d w ith  gilt on 
th e  m oulding. It re ally brough t th e  atm osph e re  out. 
You could fe e l th at th e  m ist h ad just cle are d … I 
th ink  you w ould th ink  it w as  all righ t.’ 

‘I’ll ge t us  anoth e r be fore  th e y close ,’ Adrian said.
‘I just love  your snapdragons , th e  ‘ Antirrh inum s ’ 

in th e  Art Galle ry. I love  it. It give s  m e  … it inspire s  
m e .’

‘To w h at?’ Elioth  said.

‘To live  a be autiful life , to h ave  a … Is  th e  vase  
Ch ine s e ? I th ink  one  of m y aunts  h as  one  lik e  it.’

A dre adful loud clam our brok e  out. It w as  th e  
bras s  be ll to announce  clos ing. Som e  e x-arm y type  
w as  m arch ing around lik e  a drill s e rge ant be llow ing, 
‘Finis h  up your drink s! Clos ing in five  m inute s . Ge t a 
m ove  on th e re !’

Earne st notice d th at Adrian and Elioth  just pus h e d 
th e ir glass e s  aw ay so h e  did th e  sam e . Elioth  w as  
going to th e  toile t so h e  and Adrian le ft toge th e r.

Ian MacNe ill —  Th e  Marble  Bar
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Eve ntually by positioning h is se m i-flaccid cock  
close r to th e  cam  Travis m ade  th e  discove ry th at it 

w ould appe ar large r th an its actual size . Sm all cock  in 
th is virtual w orld spe lle d disaste r. It w as a bit lik e  
vom iting ove r som e one  you h ad just m e t in a club 
w h e n th ings se e m e d to be  going so w e ll and you w e re  
just about to initiate  th e  de licate  ope ration of 
e xch anging ph one  num be rs. 

Afte r a fe w  guys starte d click ing onto h is site , som e  
sort of m agic be gan to h appe n. Unde r th is intim ate , 
global gaze , h is cock  w ould appe ar to e ngorge  and 
le ngth e n, grow ing bigge r and th ick e r th an its usual 
m axim um  six inch e s until h e  could h ardly re cognise  it 
as h is ow n. Th is proce ss w as all about ph ysics and 
angle s of ligh t, not m e re  anatom ical good fortune . 

‘W h e n I am  obse rve d th e n I e xist and th e  m ore  I 
am  obse rve d’, h e  th ough t, ‘th e  m ore  fully I e xist. I cam , 
th e re fore  I am ’. From  now  on th is w ould be com e  a 
daily m antra in Travis’ q ue st to ach ie ve  th e  sublim e  
state  of ‘e ve ryth ingne ss’ or ‘Anavrin’ so prize d by h is 
te ch nology-savvy ge ne ration.

Th e  irony h ow e ve r of h is ne w  discove ry could 
h ardly be  ignore d for som e one  lik e  Travis w h ose  day 
job k e pt h im  captive  on th e  w rong side  of cam s. During 
h is w ork ing h ours h e  stare d at bank s of CCTV m onitors 
until h is e ye balls bulge d as traffic craw le d bum pe r to 
bum pe r in one  dire ction in th e  m orning and th e n 

re ve rse d th e  sam e  proce ss in th e  afte rnoon. H e  w ork e d 
at CH UTI, w h ich  could be  m istak e n for th e  noise  one  
m ak e s afte r proje ctile  vom iting a bad Ch ine se  tak e aw ay, 
but w h ich  actually stood for Ce ntral H ub for Urban 
Transport Inc. Th e  bore dom  in th e  stuffy w ork space  w as 
re lie ve d only w h e n th e re  w as a bre ak dow n in a tunne l 
or a bingle  on th e  fre e w ay. Afte r a fe w  m onth s Travis 
longe d for a bit of carnage  just to pass th e  day. 

So h e  h ad tak e n to re ading ph ilosoph y at w ork  and 
w as curre ntly absorbe d in th e  w ork s of Se tra Cse d and 
h is th e orie s of e xiste nce . Cse d w as an Indian 
ph ilosoph e r w h ose  ge nius h ad be e n nurture d in th e  call-
ce ntre s of Mum bai and w h o h ad re ce ntly re le ase d a 
be stse lle r-- ‘Scre e nalism : conte m porary m anife stations 
of e xiste nce ’. Its m ain te ne t w as sum m e d up in th e  
aph orism  – ‘Anyth ing w h ich  cannot be  containe d w ith in 
a scre e n doe s not e xist.’ Se tra Cse d’s m ore  re ce nt ide as 
h ad built on but w e re  now  m ak ing re dundant th e  
h ypoth e sis of h is pre vious book , ‘Ce le brityitis: th e  art of 
be ing w e ll-k now n for your w e ll-k now ne ss’. Contrary to 
th ose  e arlie r be lie fs th at only ce le britie s truly e xpe rie nce  
e xiste nce  in all its fullne ss, th e  ph ilosoph e r now  de clare d 
th at th e  e xiste nce    of individuals h ad m e aning only in so 
far as th e y could m anage  to succe ssfully inse rt 
th e m se lve s into th e  instrum e nts of te ch nology, nam e ly 
th e  scre e n in all its conte m porary m anife stations –TV, 
com pute r m onitor and m obile  ph one  e t alia. 

Joh n Bartle tt

I cam , th e re fore  I am
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So Travis, a m an ve ry m uch  in control in front of th e  
m onitors at w ork , h ad be e n fe e ling out of place  living 
th e re  on th e  inappropriate  side  of th e  scre e n but afte r 
re ading Cse d, h is e ye s w e re  ope ne d. H e  cam e  to re alise  
th at h e  h ad be e n born to be  obse rve d, to be  an 
individual w h o w as containe d w ith in th e  confine s of a 
scre e n, not to be  th e  obse rve r of th e  scre e n’s playe rs. 
H adn’t h e  alw ays fe lt out of place  up until th e n, out of 
fash ion, h airy w h e n e ve ryone  e lse  w as sm ooth , big and 
solid and be arish  w h e n slim  and sh ave d w as th e  style  
and w ith  a sm all stubby dick  w h e n all around h im  h e  
im agine d th at m ost oth e r m e n could bare ly contain 
w ith in th e ir Calvins or H ugo Boss, dick s lik e  coile d fire  
h ose s, w h ich  th re ate ne d at any m om e nt to spring fre e  
and annih ilate  th e  unw ary? In th e ir w orld Travis sim ply 
did not e xist.

H e  h ad stoppe d going to rave  partie s be cause  h e  
dance d lik e  a flailing w indm ill and h e ’d trie d a fe w  
drugs but nigh ts alw ays e nde d w ith  h im  th row ing up in 
a piss-staine d toile t bow l and passing out. Pe rh aps h e ’d 
be e n inoculate d at birth  against contracting th e  ‘fun’ 
virus. H e  w as just a round pe g in a sq uare  h ole  or w as it 
a sq uare  pe g in a round h ole ? H e  w asn’t e ve n too cle ar 
on th at fine  distinction. A ch ubby, h airy, sh ort-dick e d 
gay m an in a w orld of sve lte , h airle ss, age le ss, dancing, 
buffe d Adonise s w ith  m uscle s on th e ir m uscle s. H e  
m igh t burp and h e  m igh t fart lik e  e ve ryone  e lse , but did 
h e  re ally e xist?

H e ’d gone  look ing on th e  inte rne t for th ose  big fire  
h ose  guys w ith  nam e s as long as th e ir e q uipm e nt - 
‘I’m _ h orny_w anna_play’, ‘nice _n_th ick _4_u_ baby’ and 
‘th e _tool_m an_ in_Ne w _York ’. H e re  w e re  ple nty of 
tanne d, sh ave d and pluck e d guys but to Travis th e ir 
dick s alw ays look e d rubbe ry or plastic som e h ow  as if 
th e y be longe d to blow -up dolls and th e  m ore  h e  look e d 
at th e m  lying back  tugging lazily on th e ir dick s, th e  le ss 
th e se  se e m e d to th e  prope rty of th e ir ow ne rs. Maybe  
th e y’d be e n h ire d just for th e  occasion... To Travis th e y 
all look e d lik e  a batte ry of sh iny, pluck e d ch ick e ns in a 
de licate sse n’s display case .

On th e se  solitary nigh tly re nde zvous h e  discove re d 
th at guys e ve n re fuse d to e ngage  w ith  h im  unle ss h e  
h ad a pe rsonal cam  – ‘no cam - no conne ct’ w as th e  
usual proviso. So e ve ntually Travis bough t h im se lf h is 
ow n cam  and w ith  h is scre e n nam e , ‘Micro-ph allus’, h e  
q uick ly discove re d h is true  vocation as an e xh ibitionist. 
Life  as a faux porn star w as launch e d. Th e  m ystiq ue  of 
e xh ibiting, h e  cam e  to le arn, w as all in positioning th e  
body cre ative ly in front of th e  cam  and th e  ligh ting (or 
lack  of it). Th e  th rill lay in sh adow s and conce alm e nt, 
allow ing just a h int of th e  une xpre sse d w h e n 
im agination w ould tak e  ove r just as it did in adve rtising. 
Th e re  to succe e d all you ne e de d w as to ide ntify one  tiny 
positive  e le m e nt of a product and e m ph asise  th e  crap 
out of it. For m ark e ting gurus e ve n de ad-e nd 
m e rch andise  such  as toile t cle ane r or room  de odorise r 
h ad a se xy side  to th e m  if you just k ne w  h ow  to 
h igh ligh t it (and if you could w ork  out w h at it w as!).

Luck ily it w as a big w orld out th e re  and Travis soon 
found th at h e  w as in de m and for just th at, for ‘be ing out 
th e re ’, for allow ing h im se lf to be  fram e d and containe d 
w ith in a scre e n for th e  globe  to obse rve . H e re  w as a 
w orld of ch ubby-ch ase rs, sm all-dick  w orsh ippe rs and 
h airy crotch  de vote e s (to say noth ing of th ose  
re calcitrant, sw e aty-pit-sniffe rs) w h o be gge d Travis to be  
pe rm itte d to w orsh ip at h is altar. So gradually h e  cam e  
out of th e  sh adow s and turne d on th e  ligh ts. H is 
grow ing band of adm ire rs de m ande d it, be gging h im  to 
display all for th e ir de votion. Sm all dick  be cam e  a badge  
of h onour and total e xposure  th e  only le gitim ate  
aph rodisiac.

So ‘I cam , th e re fore  I am ’ m e ant h e  no longe r re ally 
e xiste d in dayligh t h ours but only on th ose  nigh ts w h e n 
th e  w h ole  globe  w aite d for h im , longe d for h im  to spe ak  
dire ctly to th e m . Th e y soon be gan ask ing for advice  and 
h e  w as force d to ch ange  h is scre e n-nam e  to th e  ‘Ph allic 
O racle ’. On th e  oth e r side  of th e  m onitor (pre se rve d in 
cybe rspace  lik e  pick le s in a jar) w e re  le gions of fat, 
h airy, lone ly m e n w h o h ad faile d th at unw ritte n code  of 
m ale  de sirability and not ach ie ve d a sufficie nt le ve l of 
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‘h otne ss’ and w h o ne e de d Travis’s advice .
 Th e  fact th at Travis h ad be e n brave  e nough  to 

display h im se lf to th e  w orld, sh ort-dick  and all, m e ant 
th at h e  h ad re le ase d oth e rs from  se lf-im prisonm e nt too 
and give n th is m inority (or w as it a m ajority?), th is sub-
group, a voice . H is e xam ple  h ad be e n sufficie nt to 
re le ase  th e m . 

Oth e r m antras soon be gan to e ch o round th e  gay 
ch at room s. ‘I’m  h e re , I’m  q ue e r and I’ve  got a sh ort 
dick ’ and ‘I’m  h airy w ith  a big stom ach  and I’m  not 
going aw ay’. Me n w ith  sh ort dick s w e re  scram bling out 
of close ts all around th e  w orld and som e  w e re  e ve n 
th re ate ning to tak e  ove r e stablish e d porn-site s lik e  
w w w .w e llh ung.com  w ith  th e ir six, five  and e ve n four-
inch  e re ctions. Travis h ad starte d a re volution.

But th e re ’s a dow nside  to e ve ry re volution, alw ays 
w inne rs and lose rs. H e ads got lost in France  and you 
can be  sure  th at if you could e ve r be  luck y e nough  to 
stum ble  across a de sce ndant of th e  Rom anoffs, th e y’d 
h ave  a pre tty dim  vie w  of re volutions too. For Travis , 
th e  dow nside  cam e  in th e  form  of a te xt m e ssage  from  
h is boss ask ing w h y th e  h e ll h e ’d m isse d tw o sh ifts in a 
row  and w h e re  th e  fuck  w as h e . Travis k ne w  h e ’d be e n 
at w ork  e ve n if h is boss h adn’t notice d h im . Som e th ing 
e lse , som e th ing far m ore  inte re sting w as de ve loping 
h e re . Travis re alise d th at h e  w as be com ing no longe r 
‘re al’ in th e  non-cybe r w orld and unlik e ly to e xist m uch  
longe r outside  h is scre e n re ality. 

If h e  w as now  re garde d as AW OL at w ork , e ve n if 
h e  w as ‘re ally’ th e re , w h at w as th e  point of turning up, 
e spe cially w h e n h is pay w as stoppe d? And w h y go to 
w ork  w h e n h e  could m ak e  loads m ore  at h om e ? Travis 
ow n site  w w w .ph allicoracle .com  w as e xpanding too, 
e ngorging and grow ing bigge r and th ick e r w ith  h its.

Voye urs (or w e re  th e y just vie w e rs in th is ne w  non-
m oralising re ality?) w e re  subscribing to h is site  and 
paying big buck s for Travis’ vide o_advice _clip w h e re , 
nude  and cross-le gge d, h e  re plie d to vie w e rs’ q ue stions. 
H e  w as be com ing th e  unclad Doroth y Dix of 
cybe rspace . H is w orld w as slow ly contracting. H e  h ad 

tim e  now  to collate  h is re sponse s into an e -book  (w h o 
re ad th e  one s m ade  out of de ad-tre e s any m ore  
anyw ay?) w ith  th e  title  ‘Cre ate  your pe rsonal cybe r-
profile  and live  fore ve r’. It m atte re d le ss and le ss th at 
Travis bare ly e xiste d in th e  boring day-to-day w orld now  
th at h e  h ad give n birth  to h is ne w  cybe r-e xiste nce . In 
th is re ality h e  w ould ne ve r grow  old but w ould live  
fore ve r in som e  little  corne r of cybe rspace . Th is w as th e  
state  of ‘Anavrin’ h e ’d be e n se arch ing for th at w as so 
sough t afte r by scre e n aficionados, th e  state  of pe rfe ct 
suspe nsion w ith in an e te rnal scre e n-base d re ality.

Travis h ad in fact disappe are d up h is ow n ‘black  
h ole ’, h is ow n cybe r-arse h ole  and w as now  th e  living 
proof of th e  th e orie s of Se tra Cse d – ‘pe rfe ct e xiste nce  
consists only in containm e nt inside  a scre e n and fore ve r 
obse rve d by countle ss global e ye s’. For a ch ubby, h airy 
m an w ith  a six-inch  dick , Travis h ad done  m uch  be tte r 
th an h e  h ad e xpe cte d.
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It w as a h oste l for pe ople  w ith  H IV/AIDS. Th e  
re side nts w e re  colourful, to put it m ildly. I h ad a 

gloom y flat on th e  ground floor w ith  no ch aracte r or 
ch arm . I told m yse lf to be  grate ful; I could bare ly w alk  
th e  block  or pre pare  a m e al, le t alone  find private  
accom m odation. I spe nt m ost of th e  tim e  aw ak e , 
w atch ing th e  days com e  and go w ith  little  sle e p. I w as 
lost in m y ow n m ind, th e  place  se e m e d h aunte d w ith  
gh osts. 

It w as h ard to say if it w as sle e p de privation or 
be nzo diazape ne s. Maybe  it w as th e  25 pills I took  e ach  
day for AIDS-re late d infe ctions. My e m otions fluctuate d 
w ildly and I fe lt lik e  going on a sh ooting spre e . Th e  
doctor w arne d m e  not to sk ip dose s but it w as h ard to 
k now  w h at I w as doing. Th e  pills w e re  scatte re d in 
pack e ts on th e  dre sse r and I forgot w h at h ad to be  
tak e n at bre ak fast, lunch  and dinne r. 

Pe rh aps I appe are d m ore  lucid th an I w as. I did m y 
be st to appe ar sane  at th e  h ospital; th e  sh rink s w e re  on 
m y case . Th e  last th ing I w ante d w as to be  force  fe d 
psych  drugs. I couldn't th ink  straigh t or w alk  w ith out 
tripping ove r m y fe e t. I w as scare d of losing m y m ind, I 
fe lt trappe d in anoth e r dim e nsion. No one  unde rstood 
so I didn’t e xplain. I h id in th at flat, trying to bring 
m yse lf back  – answ e ring th e  door polite ly if anyone  
stoppe d by. 

Th e re  w as a vase  of plastic flow e rs on th e  table  and 

a path e tic tape stry h anging above  th e  te le vision. I 
w atch e d an e pisode  of South  Park  and it fe lt lik e  th e  
ch aracte rs w e re  taunting m e  w ith  snide  re m ark s. I 
pulle d th e  plug out of th e  w all and ne ve r turne d it on 
again. Most nigh ts I doze d off brie fly and w ok e  up in 
blank e ts dre nch e d in sw e at and ph arm ace utical poison. 
I ran out of sh e e ts and pillow s by m orning. I w ok e  to th e  
sound of th e  guy upstairs, calling out lik e  a m adm an. H e  
w as alone  up th e re  but it sounde d lik e  h e  w as laugh ing 
w ith  frie nds and rolling about w ith  an air guitar.  

I w as too nause ous to e at and too insane  to th ink  or 
sle e p. Anyth ing I sw allow e d w as re gurgitate d w ith  m y 
first dose  of table ts. Th e  taste  of m ilk y vom it and ce re al 
w as alw ays in m y th roat. Th e  toile t and th e  w alls h ad to 
be  scrubbe d afte r e ach  atte m pt. I couldn’t be ar to se e  
m yse lf in th e  m irror. I look e d lik e  a w alk ing sk e le ton; a 
m an trappe d in a ch ild’s body. Th e re  w as no fat on m y 
arse , none  of m y cloth e s w ould fit. 

I re ad Louise  H ay book s and ch ante d affirm ations; I 
love  you, Jim . You’re  a good pe rson. You’re  strong, 
h e alth y, attractive . I im agine d m y im m une  syste m  
ge tting strong – th e  cold sore s h e aling on m y lips, m y 
ch e e k s filling out, e ye s com ing to life . I im agine d e ating, 
gaining w e igh t, th e  taste  of food; sw e e t, succule nt and 
de licious. I drank  ginge r root te a for th e  nause a, natural 
yogurt to balance  th e  bacte ria in m y gut and dande lion 
te a to cle anse  th e  live r. My diarie s ove rflow e d w ith  
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m e ssage s to th e  unive rse  ask ing for guidance  and 
inte rve ntion. I be gge d to unde rstand th e  e xpe rie nce  and 
m ak e  a full re cove ry. 

Slow ly, I could face  th e  w orld, lifting th e  blinds and 
soak ing up th e  sunsh ine . Be e s h ove re d am ong th e  
flow e rs, h iding in th e  jasm ine  and lave nde r. Craw ling 
be ne ath  th e  w indow  e ach  nigh t, I fe ll de e pe r into sle e p; 
close r to Earth . I w e ane d m yse lf off be nzos and th e  m ist 
cle are d from  m y se nse s. It no longe r fe lt lik e  I w as 
drifting be ne ath  th e  se a or floating in oute r space . I fe lt 
conne cte d to m y body; a living, bre ath ing soul. It w as 
cold in th e  flat, no m atte r w h at th e  te m pe rature  w as. I 
couldn’t fe e l th e  h e ate r; m y body didn’t re giste r th e  
w arm th . I sat be ne ath  th e  cloth e s line , sh roude d in a 
th ick  pullove r, trying to ge t w arm  in th e  sun, sh ive ring 
lik e  a le af w h e n a cloud passe d ove r. 

Th e re  w as a picnic table  w h e re  th e  re side nts cam pe d 
e ach  m orning, sm ok ing cigare tte s, drink ing instant 
coffe e . A h uge  can re ste d at th e ir fe e t, fille d to th e  brim  
w ith  rubbish  and butts. Roy tore  th rough  th e  courtyard, 
sw e aring at th e  nurse  to le ave  h im  alone . H e  th re w  h is 
m e dication up in th e  garde n, w ash ing th e  vom it dow n 
w ith  a can of cok e . 

Th e  re side nts gath e re d in th e  k itch e n at 10am  for 
bre ak fast. Ralph , Roy, Be tsy and Barry stood at th e  
counte r w ith  Frank ie  th e  cle ane r w h o dish e d up ce re al, 
Fre nch  toast, coffe e  and te a. H e  w as a fe m inine  gay 
m an w ith  h is h air pulle d back  ne atly in a pony tail; not a 
w h isk e r on h is face  or body. H e  w ore  tigh t w h ite  sh irts 
and sh orts and spe ctacle s lik e  an old w om an, sm iling 
w ith  a m outh  of pe rfe ctly straigh t, pristine  w h ite  te e th . 

None  of th e  re side nts be lie ve d h e  w as a m an. Be tsy 
told h im  to ‘stop pulling h e r le g’ and Barry said th at h e ’d 
se e n ‘tough e r sh e ilas ge tting w axe d on Bridge  Road.’ 
Frank ie  w as alw ays polite , dish ing up flapjack s m ade  
from  instant pancak e  m ix and colle cting th e  re side nts’ 
sh opping from  Rich m ond Plaza. I re fuse d to e at th e  
h oste l food – flim sy w h ite  bre ad, tuna m ornay and be e f 

m ince  ste w  w ouldn’t cut it. Th e  m e als w e re  froze n, 
sm e lle d re volting and w e re  h ard to ide ntify. 

I rare ly e nte re d th at k itch e n be cause  no one  cle ane d 
th e ir m e ss and th e  ste nch  w as ove r pow e ring – 
som e one  w as m oping about or spraw le d in front of th e  
te le vision w aiting for th e ir psych  drugs to k ick  in. 
Frank ie  h ad th e  Oprah  sh ow  turne d up full volum e  w h ile  
h e  e m ptie d th e  trash  and duste d th e  cupboards – 
anoth e r pile  of Fre nch  toast grow ing m ouldy on th e  
counte r. Th e  re side nts usually se ttle d for a bow l of ice  
cre am , a can of cok e  and a cigare tte  for lunch . 

Once  in a w h ile  I sat at th e  picnic table , atte m pting to 
be  social. Ralph  ask e d if I h ad any cigare tte s for th e  
te nth  tim e , te lling m e  h e  sm ok e d forty a day be cause  h e  
only h ad H IV, not AIDS. Roy sat be side  h im , groaning 
and rubbing h is stom ach , w e aring a w ife  be ate r single t, 
blow ing sm ok e  rings lik e  a th ug. Th e y w e re  be st frie nds 
but th e y fough t lik e  cat and dog. 

Ralph  dragge d Roy to Cash  Conve rte rs to carry th e  
ste re o and bargain w ith  th e  sale s guy. H e  said h e  w as a 
diagnose d sch izoph re nic and could flip into a psych otic 
e pisode  any m inute . Th at m e ant abusing th e  nigh t staff 
for spying th rough  h is w indow  or causing h avoc at th e  
gay bars. H e  turne d h is ste re o up full volum e  at nigh t, 
blasting a com pilation of 80s dance  m usic. Th e  care tak e r 
confiscate d h is spe ak e rs and turne d h is pow e r off in th e  
m ain office . Ralph  fle w  into a rage , h urling furniture  
from  th e  se cond floor balcony, vow ing to run aw ay from  
Broad H orizons. 

Barry sat at th e  table  in th e  m orning, slurping a bow l 
of ice  cre am  and rolling a cigare tte . Be tsy sh uffle d about 
on h e r w alk e r, dre sse d in a nigh t gow n and slippe rs; sh e  
h adn’t ch ange d th at outfit for a w e e k . Sh e  w as glad to 
find th e  h oste l. Sh e  h ate d living w ith  h e r daugh te r and 
th e  grand k ids - th e y th re w  toys, trippe d h e r ove r and 
pulle d h e r h air. Th e  m e n at th e  h oste l didn’t lik e  h aving 
a w om an th e re , gabbing about h e r life  as a barm aid in 
th e  rough e st clubs in Me lbourne .
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Most of th e  re side nts w e re n’t ‘all th e re ’ anyw ay and 
it scare d m e  be cause  I w asn’t e ith e r. I h ad crack e d up 
and lost touch  w ith  re ality; h olding onto sanity by a 
th re ad. Slow ly, I starte d to fe e l lik e  m yse lf again; th e  
one  I h ate d, th e  one  I re je cte d, th e  one  I ch astise d into 
psych osis. I didn’t w ant to stay but I h ad to ge t strong 
e nough  to le ave .

I w ante d to be  polite , ye t k e e p th e  re side nts at a 
distance . It w as h ard to m anage  w ith out causing 
offe nse . Th e  sligh te st fault in tone  of voice  or facial 
e xpre ssion arouse d suspicion. I couldn’t h ave  a tw o 
w ay conve rsation – th e y h ad no liste ning sk ills, no 
aw are ne ss of m y pre se nce . Th e y talk e d about drugs, 
AIDS, te le vision, irrational fe ars or unre liable  re lative s. 
It w as h ard to e xcuse  m yse lf. Th e y ble w  sm ok e  and 
spittle  in m y face , w atch ing m e  w ith out e ye  contact. 
Th e y w e re  offe nde d w h e n I w e nt to m y room ; it w as 
anoth e r m ark  against m y nam e . W h e n I passe d th e m  
in th e  courtyard th e  ne xt day th e re  w as no 
ack now le dgm e nt; just a cold sh oulde r, an om inous 
glare .

It w as lik e  a sch ool yard, trying to fit in, avoid th e  
bullie s. I adopte d a suit of arm our, spe nding days at th e  
be ach  or tuck e d aw ay in m y room . I w aite d till th e  
coast w as cle ar be fore  going outside . Barry talk e d to 
h im se lf at th e  picnic table . If h e  saw  m e , h e  pause d 
m id se nte nce  and sat still, trying to look  inconspicuous. 
Som e tim e s th e  discussions w e re  so anim ate d th at 
spittle  froth e d from  h is m outh  and h e  turne d th e  table  
upside  dow n.

I w as bom barde d by Malcolm ’s te le vision in th e  
afte rnoon. H e  w atch e d varie ty sh ow s at full volum e , 
laugh ing and ch anging th e  ch anne l constantly. Th e  
sound of cop sh ow s and w ar m ovie s re ve rbe rate d 
th rough  th e  w alls till late  at nigh t. H e  sh uffle d th rough  
h is flat, sm iling insane ly, w e aring a be lt w ith  th e  labe l 

I Lik e  Boys w rappe d around h is w aist. 
H e  h oarde d junk  and rare ly cle ane d th e  apartm e nt. 

Th e  care tak e rs ignore d it till cartons of junk  food w e re  
pile d so h igh  you could bare ly se e  th rough  th e  w indow s 
or ge t th rough  th e  door. Th e  dish e s w e re  stack e d h igh , 
th e  ste nch  of sh it w as ove r-pow e ring. Th e y ch arge d in 
w ith  face  m ask s, garbage  bags and cle aning products as 
th ough  th e y w e re  h auling radioactive  w aste  from  a 
nucle ar plant. Malcolm  h obble d out w ith  a bag of 
McDonald's, h ook e d up to a w alk m an and h e adph one s. 

Th e  staff care d for th ose  w h o ne e de d it. Frank ie  
m ade  bre ak fast w h e th e r w e  lik e d it or not and de live re d 
m e dication to our room s. Th e  nigh t staff w aste d tim e  in 
th e  office . Th e y dish e d up th e  m uck  for dinne r, m ade  
sure  th e re  w e re  no sq uabble s ove r th e  te le vision and 
spe nt th e  re st of th e  nigh t surfing th e  Inte rne t. Th e y 
invite d m e  to m e als but I re fuse d. I w as afraid th e y’d 
se e  h ow  truly m ad I w as and te ll th e  nurse  to m e dicate . 
A psych iatrist paid a visit to th e  h oste l e ach  W e dne sday 
w ith  a nasty de sse rt and a bottle  of soft drink . Th e  
re side nts m ade  a day of it; th e y w ante d all th e  
m e dication th e y could ge t th e ir h ands on. Th e y drank  it 
w ith  a bottle  of ch e ap w ine  be fore  h itting Th e  Pe e l on 
Friday nigh ts. 

I w as grate ful for th e  roof ove r m y h e ad but it w as a 
curse  as w e ll. I fe lt trappe d in a lunatic asylum  and h ad 
to prove  m y sanity to ge t out. I w onde re d h ow  th e  
re side nts e nde d up in th is place . No one  cam e  to visit 
and th e y h ad no de sire  to le ave ; th e y w e re  afraid of th e  
outside  w orld. It w as h ard to say if th e ir h e alth  w as a 
m e ss be cause  of H IV, m e dication or both . Th e ir live s 
re volve d around te sts, m e dication and h ospital visits.  

Now  and th e n Barry stum ble d along Bridge  Road 
trying to e xtract coins from  park ing m e te rs w h ile  yuppie s 
sippe d latte s, ch uck ling in disbe lie f. Now  and th e n Ralph  
and Roy caugh t th e  tram  a fe w  stops to Rich m ond Plaza, 
sh roude d in coats and be anie s on a stink ing h ot day. 
Th e y stum ble d arm  in arm  th rough  th e  aisle s of Cole s 
w e aring dark  glasse s lik e  a pair of burglars, filling a bask e t 
w ith  ch ocolate  biscuits and ice  cre am . 

Jam e s May —  Broad H orizons
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Th e  alarm s w e nt off during th e  nigh t from  pe ople  
burning toast or sm ok ing in be d. Cloth e s w e nt m issing 
from  th e  line  and th e  staff w e re  th re ate ne d for m one y 
and cigare tte s. A BBQ w as h e ld e ach  Sunday w ith  
e xpire d m e at from  th e  k itch e n and a braw l e rupte d ove r 
th e  division of burge rs and sausage s. Th e  care tak e r 
ste ppe d up in an apron, prote cting h im se lf w ith  a spatula 
w h e n Roy th re w  a plate  of burge rs at th e  w all and 
storm e d off to h is room .

One  day I found a café w h e re  I could ge t a de ce nt 
coffe e  and a sandw ich . I trudge d along th at stre e t 
bustling w ith  barbie  dolls in de signe r cloth e s; m y body 
ach ing lik e  a ch e m oth e rapy patie nt. I orde re d th e  m ost 
de licious food on th e  m e nu, clim bing onto a stool and 
h olding th e  be nch  to stop tre m bling. I fe lt alive  and 
strong w ith  e ach  m outh ful, im agining m y body as a 
picture  of h e alth , full of vitality. I w ande re d th e  stre e ts of 
Rich m ond adm iring cottage s, dre am ing of m y ow n 
place  w ith  a garde n; safe  and se cure  in th e  w orld. 

My h e alth  re turne d w ith  th e  onse t of Spring. Jasm ine  
and rose s bloom e d e ve ryw h e re . I stoppe d at one  garde n 
afte r anoth e r, inh aling th e  arom a, soak ing up th e  
sunsh ine . It se e m e d lik e  a ne w  dim e nsion; m y 
pe rce ption w as cle ar and re fre sh e d. It fe lt lik e  a re birth ; 
m y soul h ad re turne d to m y body, be com ing aw are  of 
its surrounds. I w as afraid to th ink  of th e  luck y e scape  I 
h ad, afraid it could h appe n again. I could lose  m y m ind 
and h e alth  so e asily. 

It w as h ard to sh ak e  th e  m e m ory. As soon as I fe lt a 
fam iliar tre m ble  or saw  som e th ing th at spark e d a fe ar - 
th e  w ay pe ople  look e d at m e , th e  e xpre ssion on th e ir 
face ; a k now le dge  th at e ve ryth ing w as pe culiar. I h ad to 
snap out of it be fore  th e  fe ar consum e d m e , suck ing m e  
into th at place . It taunte d m e  lik e  a voice  from  th e  past. I 
w alk e d th rough  th e  w orld w ith  th e  k now le dge  th at 
e ve ryth ing could go up in a cloud of sm ok e . I fe lt lik e  an 
e xtra te rre strial, m asq ue rading as h um an – a spirit w ith  
th e  ability to sh ift re alitie s and tak e  up re side nce  in 

diffe re nt bodie s.
 I w ante d life  to be  sim ple  again. I w ante d to be  w h o I 

w as, e ve n th ough  I took  th at pe rson for grante d. I fe lt 
lik e  an infe rior copy of m y se lf, strippe d of ch aracte r, 
inte grity and cre ativity. I re m e m be re d h ow  grace ful I 
w as in contrast to th is – a ble ak , dise nch ante d sh e ll of a 
m an, void of e m otional de pth  and spiritual substance ; 
stuck  in a barre n landscape . It w as a low e r re alm  in th e  
unde rbe lly of e xiste nce  w h e re  pe ople  are  sh adow s; lost 
souls suspe nde d in tim e . I h ad to navigate  m yse lf back  
to th e  land of th e  living. 

Broad H orizons w as a h e llh ole . I vow e d to pay little  
atte ntion to th e  surrounds. Ralph  se nt bad vibe s m y w ay 
for re fusing h is advance s. Be tsy w as offe nde d w h e n I 
didn’t join h e r for te a and biscuits. Me dical 
com plications w e re  re le ntle ss; h e alth y blood ce lls w e re  
de stroye d by th e  m e dication, anae m ia and low  
h ae m oglobin se t in. Lym ph  node s sw e lle d in m y 
stom ach , causing m e  to double  ove r in pain w h ile  
w alk ing or e ating. Th e  cram ps m ade  it difficult to m ove  
w ith out pain. Th e  nause a incre ase d; I th re w  up in th e  
stre e t, w alk ing h om e  from  a re staurant. All I could do 
w as w ait for th e  spasm s to e nd, dire cting th e  vom it 
aw ay from  m y fe e t. 

Th e  doctor h aule d m e  in for k idne y tre atm e nt and 
blood transfusions – day afte r day, jabbe d w ith  ne e dle s 
and h ook e d up to intrave nous drips. I sat in a cold, 
ste rile  room , attach e d to a ble e ting m ach ine , plugge d 
into a sock e t in front of m ind-num bing te le vision. Th e  
day care  ce ntre  w as full of m orose  pe ople , h ook e d up to 
bags of fluid and blood. Now  and th e n a k idne y 
spe cialist sh ow e d up w ith  am biguous ne w s – m ore  
fluids w e re  ne e de d, a blood transfusion, furth e r 
inve stigations. 

I w as carte d off to th e  ‘bug spray’ room  for 
pne um onia proph ylaxis – lock e d in a tiny space  w ith  a 
tube  of pe ntam idine  stuffe d in m y m outh , a box of 
tissue s to w ipe  th e  ph le gm  aw ay. Tw o floors dow n in 
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opth am ology, th e  ph ysician sq uirte d a solution into m y 
e ye s to inve stigate  – a ne ce ssary routine  for anyone  
w ith  a low  T Ce ll count to inte rce pt th e  possibility of 
CMV Re tinitis. At th e  e nd of th e  day I clim be d onto a 
bus, e xh auste d and disillusione d w ith  th e  taste  of 
pe ntam idine  in m y th roat.

I w as unde r surve illance  at Broad H orizons. A 
care tak e r w as alw ays at th e  door, coaxing m e  back  to 
th e  h ospital, te lling m e  h ow  dange rous it w as not to be  
m onitore d. I w ante d to run aw ay, re claim  control of m y 
m ind and body. Th e  re side nts w e re  conside re d to be  out 
of th e ir m ind; unable  to m ak e  rational de cisions. Th e y 
m ilk e d th e  syste m  in re turn for be ing e nslave d by it. It 
w as im possible  to live  th e re  at your ow n fre e  w ill. You 
w e re  w atch e d lik e  a h aw k  or e ncourage d to m ove  on. 

Frank ie  de live re d th e  re side nts to h ospital for 
appointm e nts w ith  doctors and sh rink s. No one  
se e m e d to ge t be tte r. Be tsy’s ank le s sw e lle d up and sh e  
couldn’t ope rate  h e r w alk e r. Barry rare ly e m e rge d from  
h is room ; th e  low e r h alf of h is body cripple d by th e  
tre atm e nt for bow e l cance r. Th e  radiation burnt h is le gs 
and m ade  it im possible  to m ove , so h e  liste ne d to 
ope ra m usic – m e llow  tune s w afting th rough  th e  
courtyard at dusk . Frank ie  w as uninspire d by th e  role . 
H e  e scape d th rough  praye r and m e ditation, de scribing 
visions of th e  Virgin Mary h e  saw  in h is apartm e nt. H e  
ask e d th e  h oly m oth e r to fulfill h is dre am  of be ing a 
ph otograph ic m ode l in H ollyw ood. 

Broad H orizons w asn’t a h oste l w h e re  pe ople  cam e  
to ge t w e ll. It w as a place  w h e re  pe ople  gave  up. Th e re  
w as no re cove ry, no grow th  – th e  re side nts w ould rath e r 
die  th an face  th e  w orld. It w as a roof ove r th e ir h e ads, a 
m e ans to an e nd, a grave yard. If th e  isolation didn’t k ill 
th e ir spirits, th e  food w ould ruin th e ir h e alth  and th e  
m e dication w ould de stroy th e ir bodie s. No one  w as 
com ing to th e  re scue ; you h ad to find your ow n w ay out. 
Th e  longe r I staye d th e  m ore  I lost th e  w ill to live . 

Six m onth s afte r m y arrival, a call cam e  th rough  

from  public h ousing. Th e y h ad a place  for m e  by th e  
Yarra be nd. By th at stage , I w as re ady to sh oot 
e ve ryone  in th e  h oste l. Th e  council starte d building 
apartm e nts ne xt door and w e  w e re  w ok e n at 7am  e ach  
day by fat m e n in w ork  sh orts, driving tractors and jack  
h am m e rs th rough  k ne e  de e p m ud. My im m une  syste m  
h ad stabilise d and I w as re ady to start ove r. 

I pile d m y th ings in a car and se t off dow n Punt 
Road w ith  Frank ie  in th e  drive r’s se at. H e  dith e re d and 
dallie d all th e  w ay, saying h e  ne e de d ple nty of notice  
be fore  e ach  turn off be cause  h e  w as ne rvous on th e  
road. H e  h e ld th e  w h e e l tigh t w ith  dainty h ands and h e  
h ad faultle ss posture ; h is le gs w e re  close d lik e  a prude . 
Pe ople  h onk e d at us to spe e d up, indicate  and h urry 
be fore  th e  ligh ts ch ange d but Frank ie  w e nt at h is ow n 
pace , ignoring th e ir de m ands. 

An h our late r I w as standing in th e  public h ousing 
e state , w aving Frank ie  goodbye  at th e  bottom  of th e  
stairs. H e  sm ile d polite ly lik e  a nun and e ncourage d m e  
to k e e p up th e  spiritual practice . H e  prom ise d to se nd a 
postcard from  Disne yland and ble w  m e  a k iss as h e  
pulle d out th e  drive .
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Ch ris h ad only se e n th e  w indow  cle ane r for a fe w  
m inute s but could not cle ar h is m ind of th e  

e xpre ssion on th e  guy’s face . Th e ir sh ort re lationsh ip 
be gan divide d by glass, a m an in h is tw e ntie s and 
anoth e r in h is fortie s, brough t toge th e r by ch ance  and 
th e  ne e d to re m ove  se a-spray.

Ch ris and Fe rnando h ad flow n in late  th e  pre vious  
day and by th e  tim e  th e y arrive d in a cab from  th e  
airport, m ost of th e  de ce nt sh ops w e re  closing. 
Fe rnando w ante d to catch  th e  last rays of th e  day but 
Ch ris insiste d th e ir priority w as ne w  sw im w e ar. It 
w ouldn’t do to be  se e n in som e th ing from  last se ason. 
Fe rnando h ad paid as usual, w ith  a roll of h is e ye s at 
th e  price  tag. Th e  trunk s w e re  e xactly w h at Ch ris 
w ante d, th e  late st style  w orn by boys in Rio. Excite d by 
th e  prospe ct of trying th e m  on in private , h e  h urrie d 
back  to th e  h igh -rise . Fe rnando w as still out ge tting th e  
groce rie s and w ouldn’t be  back  for som e  tim e . Ch ris 
h ad th e  place  to h im se lf.

H e  dum pe d th e  store  bags on th e  living room  floor 
w ith out so m uch  as a glance  to th e  m agnifice nt vie w , 
grabbe d th e  trunk s and w e nt to th e  be droom  to strip 
off. Once  in th e  ne w  trunk s h e  ch e ck e d h im se lf out in 
th e  w ardrobe  m irrors. H e  lik e d w h at h e  saw . All th at 
tim e  in th e  gym  w as starting to sh ow ; h e  w as ge tting 
bigge r, m ore  solid. W h ile  h e  could still be  de scribe d as 
boyish , e ve n pre tty, h e  h ad lost th at te e nage d look  of 

Ash  Re h n
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be ing all arm s and le gs. H is w ork outs w e re  w ork ing. 
Th e  ne w  trunk s m ade  h is le gs look  bigge r. Fe rnando 

w as righ t; th e  colours did suit h im . Th e  bold patte rn of 
re d and black  w as righ t for h is com ple xion. Th e re  w as 
th e  proble m  of a ne w  tan line  and, th e n, som e th ing 
e lse . For sure  th e y m ade  a fe ature  of h is pack age , th at’s 
w h at h e  h ope d for in ch oosing th is particular pair, but 
h e  w onde re d w h e th e r th e  trunk s m ade  too m uch  of it. It 
w ould be  daring to w e ar th e m . H e  fle xe d h is six-pack  
and grabbe d at h im se lf. Th e n h e  saw  th e  m an outside .

It w as a w indow  cle ane r. H e  m ust h ave  droppe d 
dow n to th e  le ve l of th e ir apartm e nt w h ile  Ch ris w as 
posing. Th e  m an w ould h ave  se e n h im  pulling at th e  
front of th e  trunk s, arranging h is pack age , ch e ck ing h is 
profile  to se e  h ow  it m igh t appe ar to oth e rs, th e  sh ape  
of h is bum  and w h at h appe ne d w h e n h e  be nt ove r. 
Ch ris k ne w  instantly h e  h ad se e n e ve ryth ing.

It w as a sh ock  at first, to se e  th e  re fle ction of 
som e one  obse rving h im . Som e one  h e  h ad ne ve r m e t. 
H e  fe lt ove rcom e  by se lf-consciousne ss. Th e  surprise  of 
be ing se e n, th e n th e  e m barrassm e nt of h is ow n 
be h aviour: pure  vanity. H e  m ust h ave  turne d frigh t-
w h ite  th e n sh am e -re d. H e  spun around to ch e ck  th e  
m an w as re ally th e re , outside  th e  w indow , look ing in. 

It w as no apparition. Th e  m an w as th e re , sw inging 
from  a rope  and look ing straigh t at h im  w ith  som e  
inte re st. Th e n, re alising again h e  h ad be e n caugh t off 
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guard by th e  sh irtle ss strange r, Ch ris found h im se lf 
arouse d.

Th e re  w as noth ing in th e  m an’s appe arance  to 
sugge st w h y h e  w ould be  inte re ste d in Ch ris. H e  w as 
butch , sw arth y e ve n: capable  and strong. Probably 
m arrie d w ith  k ids. H e  w as all suntanne d, m uscular le gs 
and stubble d jaw , w ith  a ch e st th at w as h airy but 
e q ually tanne d. H e  w ore  noth ing but sunglasse s, sh orts 
and le ath e r boots as h e  sw ung suspe nde d th e re , one  
h and sw iping w indow s, th e  oth e r pulling at h is crotch . 
Ch ris turne d back  around to se e  th e  m an’s re fle ction in 
th e  m irrore d doors of th e  robe , only th e  top h alf of th e  
strange r on vie w  from  th is aspe ct, torso supporte d by 
h arne ss and rope s, cle aning w indow s as h e  cruise d. 

Th at w as th e  clue ; h e  w as cruising. H e  m ust h ave  
be e n. Th e  strange r w as cle arly inte re ste d. It w as th at 
th ing, th at m agne tism  th at turne d th e  w orld, a 
biological dynam o th at drove  th e m  all, h is love rs and 
frie nds, push ing th e m  on th rough  th e ir live s until de ath . 
It w as, h e  th ough t, probably th e  sam e  for straigh t 
pe ople  but it w as h ard to im agine  h ow  it could be  as 
inte nse  for anyone  busie d by th e  labours of raising k ids 
and providing for a fam ily. W ith  th is m an th e re  w e re  no 
te ll-tale  signs of com m on ge ne tics. But it w as th e re : th e  
de sire , an attraction th at w as all anim al. Maybe  h e  w as 
straigh t. Maybe  h e  w as gay. Did it m atte r? Not at all. 
Not if th e y w e re  both  h orny. 

Ch ris le ft th e  m irrors and w alk e d tow ards th e  
w indow . Th e  m an did not m ove  aw ay, or ave rt h is 
stare  and Ch ris w as not about to draw  th e  curtains for 
privacy. Th e  m an stoppe d cle aning.

Th e n h e  gave  th e  m an Th e  Look .
It w as som e th ing h e  practise d, Th e  Look . H e  h ad 

use d it on Fe rnando m any tim e s. It w as Ch ris’ signal. 
Th e  re ason th e y w e re  h e re , on h olidays in th is h igh -rise . 
Th e  re ason th e y h ad m e t. For Ch ris, it w as h is trum p 
card: th e  final luring tactic, th e  m ak e  or bre ak  of e ve ry 
gam e  of pursuit w ith  m e n. It h ad w on h im  

opportunitie s in th e  strange st of place s and th e  m ost 
unusual of situations; on buse s, in lifts, office  toile ts, and 
in supe rm ark e ts during e ve nings w h e n th e  city w ork e rs 
de spaire d of re turning to th e ir one  be droom  apartm e nts 
alone .

And for all h is w ork ing out and th ose  h ours at th e  
gym  it w as Th e  Look  in e ve ry case  th at got h im  w h at h e  
w ante d. Th e  Look  w as som e th ing h e  could sw itch  on at 
w ill. It w as th e  ge ntle st h int of sm ile , a subtle  tilt of th e  
h e ad and one  e ye brow  sligh tly raise d. And of course  it 
w as th e  pie rcing glance , th e  e ye s. It w as all th e se  
e le m e nts and m ore . It ne ve r faile d. From  th e  oth e r side  
of th e  glass, th e  m an’s nostrils flare d and h e  low e re d 
h im se lf dow n to a concre te  platform  protruding just 
w ide  e nough  to stand on. H e  put dow n h is sq ue e ge e  
unde r th e  sill line .

Th e  pursuit w as ove r. W h ate ve r h appe ne d ne xt 
w ould tak e  on an autom atic drive , im pulsive  and 
unk now n but ine vitable , proce e ding from  its ow n 
m om e ntum  w ith out ne e d for furth e r sign or signal. Ch ris 
ste ppe d forw ard and slid ope n th e  w indow . Th e  m an 
unbuck le d h is h arne ss line , dropping th e  slack  rope  
aw ay be h ind h im . 

Th e n h e  fe lt a flash  of unce rtainty. Fe rnando could be  
back  soon. W ould th e y h ave  tim e ? H e  h e sitate d, unsure  
w h e th e r to h e lp th e  tanne d strange r th rough . Sure  h e  
h ad tim e  but it w ould h ave  to be  q uick . Ch ris tugge d off 
h is ne w  trunk s.

Th e  m an clasp th e  sill at h is nipple  line  and ste ppe d 
h is boot against th e  outside  w all, re ady to h e ave  ove r th e  
w indow  fram e  and into th e  room . Ch ris saw  stre ngth  
and w as e xcite d. H e  anticipate d th e  m an above  h im , 
w ork ing h im  ove r. H e  ach e d for th e  fe e l of stubble  
grazing h is ne ck , for rough  h ands m oving h im  into 
position. H e  im agine d be ing tak e n th e re  on th e  be droom  
carpe t by th e  strange r.

Th e  m an pulle d h im se lf forw ard. Th e n th e re  w as a 
scuffing sound from  th e  strange r’s boot, and a curse  as 
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h e  slippe d dow n. Ch ris w atch e d th e  m an’s h ands 
re le ase  th e ir grip on th e  sill and th e n fall aw ay, arm s 
spre ad, m outh  ope n in a sile nt scre am  be fore  h e  
disappe are d out of sigh t ove r th e  e dge  of th e  concre te  
lip. 

H e  did not ste p forw ard to th e  w indow  or atte m pt 
to look  out to se e  w h e re  th e  m an h ad falle n. H e  did not 
m ove  at all for som e  tim e . Th e n h e  turne d around and 
saw  h im se lf in th e  m irror. H e  still h ad an e re ction.

H e  w as standing th e re  w h e n h e  h e ard th e  front door 
of th e  apartm e nt ope n and close  be fore  th e  sh uffle  of 
Fe rnando’s groce ry lade n ste ps across tile s.

“Darling, som e th ing te rrible  h as h appe ne d outside .”
Ch ris w rappe d a tow e l around h im se lf. Fe rnando 

appe are d from  th e  h allw ay and stood at th e  door to 
th e ir be droom . 

“Som e one  h as jum pe d out of th e  building and 
splatte re d on th e  road. It is re ally q uite  h orrible . I don’t 
e ve n w ant to th ink  about it any m ore .”

From  be h ind h im , Ch ris could fe e l a bre e ze  th rough  
th e  ope n w indow . Outside , th e  rigging h ung loose ly. 
Tw e nty- four floors be low  th e m , a m an’s body lay 
cove re d w ith  a sh e e t.

“Com e  in h e re ,” said Fe rnando w ith  a nod to th e  
living room . “I w ant to fuck  on th e  floor.”

Ch ris did as h e  w as told.

© 2009  As h  R e h n
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I first m e t Danie l a ye ar ago. A sh y 19 -ye ar-old boy 
from  Arge ntina, h e  look e d around in th e  arrivals h all 

at Sydne y Airport lik e  a Latino Bam bi. H e  spe nt th e  
nigh t at m y place  and got on th e  coach  to Me lbourne  
th e  ne xt m orning.

Th at’s not th e  story, of course . 
I h ad k now n h is m oth e r w h e n I w ork e d in Bue nos 

Aire s in th e  e arly 19 9 0s W e  w e re  both  te ach e rs at an 
inte rnational sch ool. Sh e  w as one  of th ose  'm ore  
English  th an th e  English ' Porte ñas w ith  a sm all flat in 
Pale rm o fille d w ith  H arrods sh opping bags, ce ram ic te a 
pots and poste rs of Dorse t village  life . Sh e ’d done  a one -
m onth  te ach e r-training course  in Bourne m outh  a fe w  
ye ars e arlie r and w e ’d m e t th e re . I w as doing a gap 
ye ar in England. But th is w as all long ago: I le ft 
Arge ntina soon afte r sh e  fe ll pre gnant and m ove d 
h ouse  and w e ’d lost touch  since .

Re w ind 18 m onth s ago: Laura track e d m e  dow n 
th rough  m utual frie nds and se nt m e  an e m ail te lling m e  
h e r son w as com ing to Australia to go to unive rsity. “Ye s, 
I’ll m ak e  sure  h e ’s ok ,” I re plie d to h e r unask e d q ue stion. 
“Just se nd m e  a ph oto so I k now  w h o to look  for at th e  
airport.” H e r re ply w as, “H e  look s lik e  th at h ijo de  puta of 
a fath e r of h is.” But sh e  attach e d a ph oto anyw ay.

At th is point, th e  usual th ing w ould be  to talk  about 
h ow  se xy, slim  and sm ooth  h e  look e d in th e  ph oto and 
h ow  guilty I fe lt about be ing attracte d to h im . Th e  truth  

is h e  suffe re d from  bad acne , h ad gre asy h air and a 
sulle n look  on h is face . And th is w as probably th e  m ost 
re ce nt and flatte ring ph oto sh e  h ad of Danie l. I w as 
re lie ve d for all sorts of re asons th at I didn’t fancy h im .

H e  look e d a bit h appie r and m ore  pre se ntable  w h e n I 
found h im  at th e  airport and drove  h im  back  to m y flat 
in Elizabe th  Bay. H e  spok e  re asonable  English  and m y 
Spanish  w asn’t so rusty th at w e  ne e de d to re sort to an 
old bilingual dictionary m ore  th an a fe w  tim e s. 

I w as in th e  k itch e n m ak ing us dinne r and th e  
conve rsation flow e d but e ve ry now  and th e n th e re  w e re  
aw k w ard sile nce s as h e ’d notice  a fram e d m onoch rom e  
print of som e  ath le tic surf god on a w all or th e  copy of 
DNA ope n on th e  coffe e  table  sh ow ing a ph oto-spre ad of 
Fre nch  rugby playe rs. 

“I do h ope  I can m e et Australian girls,” Daniel said in h is 
m oth er’s over-precise  English . “Do you th ink  th ey w ill lik e  m e?”

Th e  answ e r cam e  on Face book  a m onth  late r. 
Danie l’s profile  finally h ad m ore  th an th e  one  original 
unflatte ring ph oto on it. H e  h ad h is arm  around a ch ubby 
girl w ith  faintly Ch ine se  fe ature s. H e  w as in a group of 
stude nts, all look ing im possibly young; sm iling at th e  
cam e ra w ith  a look  of e xcite m e nt sum m ing up pe rfe ctly 
th e  ide a th at just be ing th at age  and in Australia w as 
e nough  to m ak e  life  pe rfe ct. 

I calle d Danie l once  a w e e k  and visite d h im  a fe w  
tim e s w h e n w ork  took  m e  to Me lbourne .

W ard Le e

I am  a cam e ra
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Each  day I’d do som e  cybe r-loafing at w ork  and log 
into Face book  and find 'you w e re  pok e d by Danie l' 
and of course  I’d pok e  h im  back . It’s strange  h ow  th e  
straigh t boys pok e  you on Face book . 

As part of m y 'm ulti-task ing' at m y de sk , I’d se e  w h at 
ph otos h e ’d uploade d of clubbing around Me lbourne . 
Each  m onth , a diffe re nt ph oto w ould stand out:

- Th e  one  of h im  at th e  GodsK itch e n club nigh t w ith  
h is h ands in th e  air lik e  h e  just didn’t care . 

- Drink ing from  a h uge  cock tail glass w ith  th e  
Ch ine se  girl. Sh e  w asn’t tagge d so I still h ad no ide a 
w h o sh e  w as. 

- Posing at th e  Motor Sh ow , bent over a police  car, one  
arm  be h ind h is back , h is face  on th e  bonnet, w ith  th e  police  
office r pretending Daniel w as a dangerous pe rpetrator.

- In th e  album  'Riding W ave s', Danie l asle e p in th e  
back  of a car, re sting h is h e ad on a frie nd’s sh oulde r. 
Th at one  w as tagge d: Carlos O rtiz. Carlos and Danie l 
w e re  in th e  ne xt ph oto too w ith  anoth e r Latino guy: 
w e tsuits pulle d dow n to e xpose  th e ir pale  sm ooth  
ch e sts, le aning against a fe nce . Danie l h ad a se re ne  
sm ile  as th ough  h e  w as e xactly w h e re  h e  w ante d to be .

It w as gre at to se e  e ach  m onth ’s album  sh ow e d a 
h appie r Danie l, m ore  re laxe d and m ore  sociable . H is 
sm ile  got bigge r and h is sk in got cle are r. It w as lik e  a 
ve ry slow -m otion Cle arasil adve rt. In fact, h e  starte d to 
look  m ore  and m ore  lik e  h is fath e r alth ough  I ne ve r 
com m e nte d on it. I figure d m e ntioning th e  dad th at 
h ad le ft you be fore  you e ve n k ne w  h im  w asn’t 
som e th ing for a strange r to do.

Last m onth  h e  calle d about 11pm  in th at typical 
Latino 'tim e  is not im portant' w ay and said h e  w as in 
Sydne y and w as it ok  if h e  staye d th e  nigh t? H e  w as 
just dow n th e  road so I bare ly h ad tim e  for a q uick  tidy 
up be fore  h e  w as at th e  door. 

“Carlos is com ing to Sydne y tom orrow ,” h e  said. 
“W e ’re  going to Byron Bay but h e  h ad to w ork  today.” 
I told h im  I’d se e n Carlos on Face book  and it look e d 
lik e  h e  and Danie l w e re  gre at m ate s. 

Danie l’s ch ange  of subje ct floore d m e . “You k ne w  
m y dad, righ t?”

“Uh h h , ye ah , you could say th at?”

H e  raise d an e ye brow . “H e  le ft be fore  I w as born. 
Am  I lik e  h im  at all?”

“I gue ss so. You look  alik e .” I replied, not sure  w h at to say.
“H e  le ft m om  for a m an, didn’t h e ? Sh e  w on’t say 

but I th ink  th at’s w h at h appe ne d.”
“Ye s, h e  found out h e  w as gay. It m ust h ave  be e n a 

big sh ock  to h e r. Sh e  w as alre ady pre gnant w ith  you.”
“W h o w as th e  m an?” Danie l stare d straigh t at m e  

lik e  h is e ye s h ad a lie -de te ctor installe d be h ind th e m .
I found m yse lf blush ing for th e  first tim e  in age s. “I 

th ink  you k now  th e  answ e r to th at or you w ouldn’t ask . I 
gue ss your m um  said som e th ing, didn’t sh e ?”

H e  just k e pt look ing at m e , w aiting to h e ar th e  re st.
I took  a gulp of vodk a be fore  launch ing into it. “W e  got 

drunk  one  nigh t your m oth e r w as aw ay. Your dad and I 
w ok e  up th e  ne xt m orning in love  w ith  e ach  oth e r. H e  le ft 
your m um . W e  staye d toge th e r for a ye ar but m y visa ran 
out and I cam e  back  h e re . I’m  re ally sorry I brok e  up your 
fam ily, Danie l. I didn’t th ink  your m oth e r w ould e ve r talk  
to m e  again. I can’t unde rstand w h y sh e ’d ask  m e  to k e e p 
an e ye  out for you w h e n you got to Australia.”

It w as h is turn to blush . “Sh e  found m y com pute r 
h istory and look e d at th e  ph otos on th e  last w e bsite  
liste d. So I th ink  I am  lik e  m y dad. And lik e  you. Do you 
h ave  h is e m ail addre ss? Is h e  on Face book ?”

I h e sitate d. “H e ’s not on Face book  but ye s, w e  k e e p 
in touch  by e m ail.”

“Can you tak e  a ph oto of m e  and Carlos tom orrow  at 
th e  Ope ra H ouse  and se nd it to m y dad? I w ant h im  to 
k now  I’m  h appy and m e t a cool guy too just lik e  h e  did.”

H is Face book  status is now  'in a re lationsh ip' and h is 
profile  ph oto m ak e s h im  look  e ve n m ore  lik e  h is dad. I’ll 
adm it to a tw inge  of e nvy. 

© 2009  W ard Le e
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Th e  lacq ue r h ad an industrial sort of sm e ll and w as 
sq uirte d from  a puffe r-spray. If you sat w ith in a 

ce rtain radius a faint, stick y m ist sh roude d you and 
took  your bre ath  aw ay. Th e  back com be d blonde  tufts 
stood uprigh t, lik e  stiff fe ath e rs raise d for battle . Bobby 
pins pok e d out from  be tw e e n h e r te e th . An arm ’s 
le ngth  aw ay, up on th e  gre y se tte e , I h e ld m y bre ath , 
m y arm s, le gs and face  colle cting a ce m e nt-lik e  de bris 
of th e  m orning ritual, a strict re q uire m e nt of all h e r 
bouffant variations. Th e re  sh e  tow e re d and bulge d ove r 
th e  h e arth  in a cloud of W oodbine  sm ok e , clum sily 
curvace ous, blow ing and w aving h e r scarle t nails dry. 
An e lastic-strappe d, conically-m oulde d, girdle -bound, 
suspe nde r-be lte d w arrior q ue e n. 

I playe d w ith  th e  w ine -gum  coloure d containe rs in 
h e r m ak e -up bag; th e y sm e lle d lik e  boile d lollie s and 
lanoline . Afte r th e  lipstick  sh e  be nt dow n and playfully 
blotte d h e r lips onto m ine , ‘and don’t te ll you fath e r,’ 
sh e  ch uck le d, h usk ily. Sh e  only applie d lipstick , 
e ye line r, m ascara and a bit of pow de r, th at w as all th at 
sh e  ne e de d. W ith out it sh e  w as a diffe re nt ch aracte r 
altoge th e r; a cre ature  caugh t in th e  h our be tw e e n 
savage  and sire n. Th is w as at its m ost notice able  w h e n 
sh e  ch arge d, h e avy-foote d, dow n th e  stairs be fore  
bre ak fast in nigh tie  and dre ssing gow n, bare -le gge d 
and cough ing, sooty-e ye d, w ild-h aire d and craze -w e ary 
from  th e  pre vious e ve ning’s darts practice . Sh e  w as a 

Black pool Ladie s’ Darts Te am  ch am pion. Only on rare  
occasions w e re  th e ir m e n include d in th e ir foxy 
sh e nanigans. Th e ir practice  nigh ts w e re  h e ld in th e  
h ouse s of m e m be rs w h o h ad e nough  space . I w as 
allow e d to go w ith  h e r. My m ale ne ss didn’t count in th e ir 
w orld of pe ncil sk irts, cle avage , sh e rry and grow ling 
conjugal re be llion. One  w e e k e nd, m y fath e r back  h om e  
from  w ork ing aw ay, th e  tw o re turne d one  nigh t from  
one  of h e r tournam e nts w ith  a prize . A yach t lam p, th e  
base  carve d from  w ood, its pale  ye llow  sh ade  form ing 
th e  sails. I w as in th e ir double  be d w ith  a h ot w ate r bottle  
w h e n th e y cam e  upstairs and plugge d in th is ye llow  
yach t; Mum  w ore  a black  slip but still th e  diam ante  
ne ck lace  and e arrings; m y fath e r, a sh ort m an w ith  
k nobbly k ne e s, just h is le ngth y dre ss sh irt and sock s. I 
could sm e ll Babych am , sm ok e  and Yardle y. Th e  only 
w ay to ge t m e  to go to be d if th e y w e re  out w as to put 
m e  into th e irs. My fe e t bare ly e xte nde d be yond th e  le ve l 
of th e  sh e e t turn-back , and I w as m e sm e rise d by th is 
yach t lam p. 

I h ate d be ing tak e n to m y ow n room . Th e re  w e re  
gh osts on th e  landing. It w as a Victorian corne r h ouse  
w ith  dark ly varnish e d sk irting boards, w oode n baniste rs 
and dados, e laborate  plaste r cornice s, cobw e bbe d 
picture  rails and dull, auste re  th ough  w orth le ss furniture . 
Ne xt to m y room  w as a dark  alcove  w ith  a ch e st of 
draw e rs, and ne xt to th at a w inding, cre ak ing, narrow  

Colin Burrough
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staircase  w inding up to th e  attic w h ich  double d as a 
spare  be droom  for any visitors w h o dare d go up th e re . 
On th e  oth e r side  of th e se  attic stairs w as a built-in 
pane lle d line n cupboard w h ich  I, of Lilliputian h e igh t, 
could sne ak  into and h ide . All th e se  dark  place s h ouse d 
siniste r be ings, I w as sure . One  w as a m yste rious old 
m an in a nigh tgow n and nigh tcap w h o rum m age d 
th rough  th e  ch e st of draw e rs in th e  alcove  and ofte n 
le ft its draw e rs ope n. H e  w as spotte d se ve ral tim e s 
w h e n m y grandfath e r w as out sh opping, so couldn’t 
h ave  be e n h im . Anoth e r w as Billy W ind. H e  h ad a long 
billow ing black  cloak  and h uge  m ousse -lik e  antle rs, and 
lurk e d on th e  stairs and landing in th e  de ad of nigh t, 
h ow ling and w h istling. I w as so te rrifie d one  nigh t I 
le apt out of be d and tore  across th e  landing into m y 
pare nts’ close d door, k nock ing out m y first front te e th . 

On Saturday m ornings Mum  donne d a sm art black  
w aitre ss’s dre ss w ith  a w h ite  apron, K irby grippe d a 
black  ch iffon bow  onto h e r bird’s ne st h airpie ce  and 
w e nt off to th e  Mirabe lle  re staurant on th e  prom . My 
fath e r and I adjourne d to th e  back  room  w h e re  h e  and 
h is fath e r w ould spre ad ne w spape r on th e  oil cloth  and 
cut e ach  oth e r’s h air w ith  a pair of antiq uate d clippe rs, 
or pull e ach  oth e r’s bad te e th  out, or re paint and 
w allpape r parts of th e  h ouse . Th e n w e  h ad roaste d 
lam b’s h e arts follow e d by one  of Gran’s spe cials: bak e d 
e gg custard, rh ubarb and goose be rry pie , h ot jam  roly-
poly and custard or cold slice d bre ad and butte r 
pudding. My grandfath e r w ould w atch  h is w re stling, 
boxing or football on th e  te le vision. Gran m igh t se nd 
one  of th e m  across Fore st Gate  for ice  cre am  block s 
and w afe rs and w e ’d congre gate  in th e  front garde n, 
w h e re  m y fath e r trim m e d, w ate re d and w e e de d, or 
ch atte d to visiting gre at aunts and uncle s w h o 
re m inisce d about th e ir w orld long gone , a w orld of 
cotton m ills, grue l, sudde n cot de ath s, syrup of figs and 
coppe r bath  tubs. Only on Saturdays. Th e  re st of th e  
w e e k  it w as just Mum  and I in th e  front parlour. Sh e  

did jigsaw  puzzle s, k nitte d and re ce ive d visitors, fe m ale  
darts com rade s w h o plotte d, conspire d, de brie fe d and 
gossippe d. I crouch e d be h ind th e  se tte e , im itating th e m  
sile ntly, or if Gran h ad h e r ow n visitors in th e  back  of 
th e  h ouse  I m igh t go in th e re , as h e r visitors w e re  ofte n 
W ilson re lative s and th e re fore  m ine  as w e ll as Gran’s 
e xte nde d fam ily, Gran be ing one  of se ve n W ilson 
siblings. Grandad only h ad h is spinste r siste r Em ily, 
w h ose  be troth e d h ad pe rish e d in th e  tre nch e s of Mons 
w h ile  grandad look e d on, back  in anoth e r age . Em ily’s 
se aside  visits w e re  infre q ue nt. 

Mum ’s pe ople  h ad re m aine d firm ly roote d in th e  
ch arre d ruins of post-w ar Manch e ste r, Cottonopolis, an 
ink y-sk ie d w orld of crum bling, de re lict gh ost m ills, from  
w h e re  m y fath e r’s clan also originate d be fore  h e ading to 
th e  bluste ry ozone  of our rain-sw e pt sands. Mum ’s 
visiting darts m ate s and Gran’s e xte nde d fam ily gue sts 
form e d tw o w orlds unde r one  roof, from  w h ich  I could 
sw ap and ch oose  as I m e ande re d and e ave sdroppe d 
be tw e e n th e  front parlour and back  living room  of te n 
Fore st Gate .

Inside  th e  w ire le ss live d tiny pe ople , one  m an w h o 
told us of Marylin Monroe ’s de ath , oth e rs w ith  drum s 
and guitars. Mum  h ad a de e p, th roaty voice , and 
anyone  w alk ing past our parlour on th is typical w e e k day 
m orning w ould m ost lik e ly h ave  ove rh e ard h e r, th rough  
th e  ope n w indow , roaring along to Marcia Blaine ’s ‘...I 
w anna be  - Bobby’s girl, th at’s th e  m ost im portant th ing 
too-oo m e -e e ,’ H e le n Sh apiro’s ‘H u-w alk in’ back  to 
h appine -ne ss, w h oopah -w oo-ay-ay,‘ and Carole  K ing’s 
‘It m igh t as w e ll rain until Se p-te m m -brrre .’ W e  joine d in 
toge th e r w ith  Soph ia Lore n and Pe te r Se lle rs: ‘...it goe s 
boom -diddy-boom , diddy-boom , diddy-boom ...w e ll 
goodne ss glacious m e !’ Sh e  turne d th e  volum e  up full 
for Th e  Sh adow s’ Apach e  and rave d on about H ank  
Marvin, th e n sh e  grabbe d m e  from  th e  se tte e  and w e  
did th e  tw ist to Ch ubby Ch e ck e r, w h ich  m ust h ave  
rattle d Gran’s ch ina cabine t again in th e  back  room , 
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le ading to a fam iliar rat-a-tat-tat on our parlour w all. My 
grandpare nts w e re  unaffe cte d by our noise , but th e ir 
ne igh bours in th e  once  adjoining se rvant’s cottage  ne xt 
to th e  re ar of th e  h ouse , th e  Corrigans, dislik e d ch ildre n 
and frivolity and w e re  prone  to m ak ing a fuss about it. 
Mrs Corrigan w as an uppity old stick , Gran said, sh e  
w as a Je w e ss and th ough t sh e  w as th e  Que e n of Sh e ba 
and use d to h ave  se rvants w aiting on h e r, h and and 
foot. 

‘O h  aye ?’ Mum  argue d, ‘W e ll, if sh e  h ad se rvants , 
w h at’s sh e  living in th e  se rvants ’ cottage  for th e n? Te ll 
m e  th at.’ 

‘H ow  th e  blaze s do I k now ,’ Gran said, ‘but th e y’ve  
ow ne d it for donk e y’s ye ars and w e  re nt, w e  can’t 
afford to give  folk  th e  pip by upse tting th e  apple  cart.’ 

But Mum  w ouldn’t h ave  it, ‘For cryin’ out loud, 
Mam , w e ’re  just as e ntitle d to live  as ow ne rs. Sod Mrs 
rotte n Corrigan, w h y sh ould w e  cre e p about lik e  ch urch  
m ice  for Lady Muck ?’ 

‘Ch urch  m ice  m y e ye , w e ’re  too old to be  turne d out 
on th e  stre e ts, w e  h ave  to k e e p th e  blaste d pe ace ,’ 
insiste d Gran, but sh e  w as w asting h e r bre ath . 

‘O h  pe ace  off. Don’t talk  so w e t, you’re  not h e r 
te nants, you’re  Mr Proctor’s. It’s not th e  dark  age s, 
Mam , th ings h ave  ch ange d since  w h e n you w e re  a lass. 
Te nants h ave  righ ts in th is day and age .’ 

So w h e n te dium  re igne d supre m e , Mum  turne d th e  
m usic up re le ntle ssly and dance d in th e  parlour w ith  
m e , Gran rappe d on th e  w all w ith  h e r broom  h andle  by 
proxy for Mrs Corrigan and so it w e nt. I ne ve r actually 
saw  Mrs Corrigan, or inde e d any Corrigans. Mum  said 
it w as all a yard of tripe  anyw ay, sh e  said old pe ople  
m ade  m ountains out of m ole h ills, you just h ad to 
h um our th e m  to a point th e n tak e  no notice .

Me anw h ile , if som e one  h ad w alk e d up Myrtle  
Ave nue  past th e  back  h alf of th e  h ouse  and th e  
Corrigan cottage , Gran’s w ire le ss w ould h ave  se nt out 
of th e  ope n sash  w indow  and th rough  th e  ne t curtains 

a w h ole  diffe re nt am bie nce  of soft, trick ling sounds. 
W h ole  orch e stras inh abite d Gran’s w ire le ss, playing 
Pe rcy Faith 's Th e m e  From  A Sum m e r Place  and oth e r 
h aunting sounds, lik e  th e  Bre ak fast At Tiffany's 
signature  track . Nat K ing Cole 's Ram blin' Rose  h ad th e  
pote ntial to se t h e r off for a w h ole  day som e tim e s. H e r 
singing voice  w as of anoth e r w orld, one  of gas lam ps, 
h orse  draw n carts, cobble stone  stre e ts and m usic h alls. 
H ow  anyone  could h ave  survive d such  a transition from  
h e r w orld to th is one  w as incom pre h e nsible , a 
te stim onial of invincibility, proof th at anyth ing w as 
possible , th at life  w as, de spite  h ow  it look e d, a sailable  
voyage . 

Earlie r, be fore  I could w alk  or talk  prope rly, I h ad 
ofte n playe d up at fe e ding tim e , w h ich  invariably 
re sulte d in a raucous ch ase  around th e  parlour, and loud 
te ars and w ailings, Mum  roaring, and Gran w ould 
turk e y-w addle  into th e  parlour w ith  a broom  in h e r 
h and, pick  m e  up and cluck , coo and bounce  m e  
against h e r h uge  w rink le d bust: ‘You le ave  ‘im  be , you 
dam n bully!’ My e ar against h e r ch e st, th e  noise  
boom ing as if from  w ith in a gre at cave rn. H e r ch e e k s 
sm e lle d of Lux soap and Ponds Cold Cre am . One  ch e e k  
h ad a big m ole  w ith  a gre y w iry w h isk e r grow ing out. 
H e r arm s w e re  th ick  lik e  be ar’s lim bs, h e r h ard-w ork e d 
old finge rs sw olle n and pork y lik e  sausage s w ith  rings 
on th e m . 

‘H e ‘s just be ing a m ardy,’ Mum  w ould ye ll back , 
e xaspe rate d,  ‘m ind your ow n flam in’ busine ss!’ But 
Gran dote d ove r m e , alw ays ste pping in and h aving h e r 
say, unde rm ining Mum  e ve ry ste p of th e  w ay. Sh e  w as 
a round, sq uat, bandage d-le gge d, h air-ne tte d, pom -pom  
slippe re d fairy godm oth e r, arm e d w ith  a w oode n rolling 
pin and a gargantuan m ush y h e art bursting w ith  
ancie nt sayings and w ack y re m e die s. If you bum pe d 
your h e ad sh e  rubbe d butte r on it. If you h ad h iccups 
sh e  gave  you a glass of Corporation Pop and if your 
h e ad ach e d sh e  dabbe d 4711 onto your te m ple s. 
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Bantam  h e igh t, alm ost as w ide  as sh e  w as h igh  and 
rh e um atically torture d th ough  sh e  w as, m y 
grandm oth e r w as as sturdy as an ox, and w re stle d 
w e igh ty w e t cotton bloom e rs, w oolle n long joh ns and 
candy-stripe d flanne le tte  sh e e ts, fe e ding th e m  
m aste rfully th rough  an old m angle  ove r th e  k itch e n 
sink . Ove r th e  sculle ry passage  h ung an antiq uate d 
w oode n laundry rack , suspe nde d from  th e  h igh  ce iling 
by pulle y rope s tie d to m e tal w all h ook s. Th is re q uire d 
unw inding, low e ring and se curing at h alf-m ast for 
draping, th e n re -raising w h e n cove re d w ith  w e t 
laundry, but sh e  w re stle d brutally w ith  it th is m orning, 
panting out h e r ow n pe rsonal e xple tive s: ‘de uce ,’ ‘blast 
it,’ ‘dam nation!’  

My grandfath e r h ad be tte r ‘w alk ing le gs’ th an h is 
w ife  h ad and a h e aring aid w h ich  h e  h abitually le ft 
sw itch e d off. I im agine d th at h e  w as h ow  th e  giant from  
Jack  and th e  Be anstalk  w ould be , w ith  tough  le ath e ry 
sk in, fie rce  ruddy ch e e k s, th ick  w h ite  h air w ith  w ild 
bush y e ye brow s and th e  boom ing voice  of a de afe ne d 
old soldie r. H e  ate  k ippe rs for bre ak fast, or frie d black  
pudding, alw ays pre ce de d by h alf a grape fruit and a 
bow l of bran. H e  sh re w dly e scape d Gran’s w ire le ss sing-
along h ours, slipping on h is h at, coat and scarf and 
plodding off to th e  store s dow n W h ite gate  Drive  for 
groce rie s. W h e n h e  re turne d h e  w e nt dow n th e  long 
sculle ry to th e  back  k itch e n to pre pare  e ve ning m e als 
and le ave  th e m  to sim m e r: potato h ash  w ith  pick le d 
cabbage , ste ak  and k idne y w ith  sue t dum plings, tripe  
and onions or w h ate ve r h ad be e n de cide d upon, th e n 
on re turning h e  sat oblivious in h is rock ing ch air, de e ply 
absorbe d in h is football re sults or w h ate ve r e lse  h e  
could bury h is h e ad in. H e ’d re -e m e rge  at lunch tim e  to 
nibble  on som e  crum bly Ch e sh ire  ch e e se , crusty bre ad 
and a boile d be e troot or stick  of ce le ry. H e  w as a proud 
colle ctor of th e  British  w ar pe nsion, h is de afne ss 
brough t on by a burst e ardrum  in th e  tre nch e s of 
France , and e ve ryth ing h ad to be  sh oute d to h im . H e  

sold poppie s on stre e t corne rs from  a tray strappe d 
around h is ne ck  on Re m e m brance  Day, le st w e  all forgot 
th e  brave  ye t aw ful re asons for h is disability and h is 
th re e  w ar m e dals. H e  couldn't actually h e ar Gran’s put-
dow ns, but h e  se nse d it and re sponde d by flick ing h is 
h and in th e  air at h e r, w h ich  re ally got h e r goat and se nt 
h e r m utte rs into a full-volum e d, 'Don't you flick  your 
ruddy 'and at m e , rude  de vil!' Th is m ade  h im  laugh  and 
h e ’d m ock  and ne e dle  h e r. Purse d lippe d, sh e  ignore d 
th e se  m isch ie vous taunts w ith  burning indignation, 
furiously croch e ting h e r antim acassars and sum m oning 
a rh yth m ic, broody sile nce  m e te re d by th e  ste rn tut of 
th e  grandfath e r clock . H e r face  took  on th e  sam e  
e xpre ssion as Que e n Victoria’s on th e  diam ond jubile e  
com m e m oration plate  th at glare d dow n form idably 
from  th e  w all. H e ’d w ink  at m e , grinningly, or nudge  m y 
e lbow  w ith  h is, be fore  h e r m utte ring starte d up again: 
'Go to blaze s... dam fool give s m e  th e  pip....daft 
ape th ....barm y de vil....' W h e n sh e  got tire d of croch e ting 
sh e ’d ope n one  of h e r rom ance  nove ls from  th e  library 
and h e r h e ad w ould nod w e arily and h e r ch in drop ope n 
as sh e  doze d off into a Mills and Boon inflicte d afte rnoon 
nap, slave ring out of one  corne r of h e r m outh , th e  
library book  sliding, still ope n, dow n h e r pinny and onto 
th e  rug. Grandad w ould nudge  m e  again and w ink  and 
m ak e  fun of h e r. H e  w ould put h is finge r to h is m outh  in 
a sh ush ing ge sture , re lish ing th e  pe ace  and q uie t w h ile  it 
laste d. H e  live d all afte rnoon be h ind a ne w spape r, h is 
th um bs tuck e d im portantly into h is trouse r brace s, in a 
w orld of w re stling and boxing re sults and inte rnational 
conflicts. H e  k ne w  all about strange  far-off pe ople , place s 
and e ve nts w ith  nam e s th at to m e  w e re  just 
m e aningle ss sounds th at grow n-ups m ade , lik e  Martin 
Luth e r K ing, Pre side nt K e nne dy and Ch arle s de  Gaulle . If 
Mum  w as invite d in for te a, h e ‘d de bate  th e se  issue s 
auth oritative ly w ith  h e r, w h ich  calle d for raise d voice s 
and baw ling be cause  of h is de afne ss, and Gran w ould 
jolt from  h e r arm ch air snooze : ‘You w h at? W h at did you 
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say?’ Sh e ’d look  ve xe d and de je cte d until Mum  
w ith dre w  to our parlour. Mum  nick nam e d th e ir back  
living room  th e  W ar Office .

Mum  w as not invite d in for afte rnoon te a som e  
days, so I m e ande re d back  and forth  be tw e e n th e  tw o 
fam ily room s until Gran sat m e  on th e  back  doorste p 
w ith  som e  bow ls to lick  cak e  m ixture  off, or a stick  of 
rh ubarb from  th e  garde n. My grandfath e r m igh t put h is 
h e ad into th e  parlour once  and e xch ange  com m e nts 
about th e  w re stling re sults or Fide l Castro and m issile s, 
h e  h ad an e asie r rapport w ith  Mum . Gran h ad h e r ow n 
w re stling to do in th e  sculle ry, h e r ow n dom e stic cold 
w ar to m onitor. H e r daugh te r-in-law  h ad lande d on h e r 
te rritory and w as posing a strate gic th re at, w re ak ing 
h avoc w h e re ve r sh e  turne d. Sh e  w as lik e  a h urricane , 
Gran said, and sh e  nick nam e d h e r H urricane  Kath le e n.  

Th irte e n ye ars w as h ow  long th e y h ad be e n m arrie d 
be fore  I appe are d, an unim aginable  w ait m ark e d by 
post-w ar rationing, th e  sh rink ing of an e m pire  and th e  
fairytale  coronation of a radiant young q ue e n. W aiting 
for m e  th e y h ad w itne sse d, on an unw h ole som e  ne w  
ph e nom e non calle d te le vision, sw ing bands and 
jitte rbug push e d aside  by jive , te ddy boys, guitars and 
bobby sock s. Th e y h ad ch e e re d on a bizarre  
te ch nological race  into space  and unde r th e  noise  of th e  
ch e e ring m y pare nts h ad fille d out from  th e  spindly 
te e nage d ne w lyw e ds, fram e d on our parlour side board, 
into re stle ss, ch ildle ss th irty-som e th ings. Mum  said I 
w as a m iracle . Th e y h ad pre viously lost h ope  and 
succum be d to a pe ripate tic, ch ildle ss e xiste nce  in 
re nte d caravans around th e  countryside , w h e re ve r m y 
fath e r’s job h ad tak e n th e m . Th e n sh e  h ad slippe d in 
th e  snow  one  icy daw n, trying to dig out an outside  
lavatory at a caravan park  and brok e n h e r le g. Nine  
m onth s late r, pre sto, a stork  fle w  ove r w ith  m y cradle  
in its be ak  and save d th e ir ailing m arriage . I lik e d th is 
ide a but Gran w as cle arly not as sold on it.

Com m unal fam ily life  at te n Fore st Gate  w as to th e  

tw o w om e n an aw k w ard, stubborn w aiting gam e  as m y 
pare nts gath e re d a h om e  de posit, e ach  fe m ale  w illing 
th is te nse  ph ase  to e xpire  w ith out th e  ultim ate  
sh ow dow n th at loom e d lik e  dom e stic th unde r in th e  
com m on are as of h all, stairs, landing, k itch e n and 
bath room . Th e se  no m an’s land are as w e re  ne utral 
ground and I, a born affiliate  of both  side s, lurk e d in th e  
sh adow s, w atch ing, liste ning, and as Gran puffe d and 
pante d th rough  h e r h ouse w ork  in a h aze  of Om o and 
Stardrops I’d jum p out and scare  th e  living dayligh ts out 
of h e r, just to h e ar h e r e xclaim  ‘Blaze s!’ or ‘Gre at 
Lucife r!’ I’d fall ove r laugh ing and sh e ’d call m e  a little  
m onk e y and give  m e  th at look  w h ich  said sh e  ough t to 
h ave  e xpe cte d th is from  m e , th at I w as, w h e n all said 
and done , not just h e r grandch ild but a ch ip off m y 
m oth e r’s block  - a riling, pe rple xing re ality th at w as, at 
be st, tole rate d in stifle d, de nture -grinding form alitie s and 
som bre  h ouse h old polite ne ss. 

If Mum  and I w e re  long-te rm  te m porary lodge rs in 
Gran’s h ouse  m y fath e r w as a form al w e e k e nd visitor. 
H e  arrive d carrying a w orn brow n suitcase  e ve ry Friday 
e ve ning, in a h aze  of afte rsh ave  and Brylcre am . H e  
look e d e xactly th e  sam e  e ve ry Friday, in a th ick  duffle  
coat, a gre y se rge  suit and a stripy sh irt w ith  starch e d 
collar, W indsor-k notte d busine ss tie , e nam e lle d cufflink s 
and tie -clip. H e  appe are d w ith out a jack e t or tie  on th e  
e ve nings h e  w as h om e , w h e n th e  tw o of th e m  got in a 
couple  of large  bottle s of be e r and th e  th re e  of us sat by 
th e  te le vision for Dr K ildare , Dixon of Dock  Gre e n, Z  Cars 
and Em e rge ncy W ard Te n. Mum  follow e d Coronation 
Stre e t, w h ich  m y fath e r put up w ith , th ough  it w as 
obvious th at som e th ing about th is w as be ne ath  h is 
dignity, and sh e  told m e  one  day th at th is w as be cause  it 
re m inde d h im  of Salford w h e re  h e  h ad grow n up. H e  
alw ays w e nt upstairs for a se cond daily sh ave  be fore  
te le vision and h e  ne ve r took  h is sh oe s off dow nstairs. 
Th e y allow e d m e  a sip of be e r one  Saturday and I 
sh udde re d, w h ich  am use d th e m . I didn’t se e  h im  laugh  
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ofte n; th e re  w as a re m ote  se re nity about h im . If th e y 
q uarre lle d, h is voice  w as ne ve r raise d, h is patie nce  
appare ntly infinite . I se nse d som e  re solve  to m y 
pare nts’ niggling re side ntial pre dicam e nt w as 
im m ine nt. Me anw h ile , Mum  and I just h ad to ride  out 
th e  w ar of th e  w ire le ss ch anne ls e ach  w e e k  m orning 
and bide  our tim e .

W h e n th e  day cam e , our furniture  van w e nt ah e ad, 
th e n th e  th re e  of us h e ade d for th e  bus stop. Gran, 
te ary ye t glad, sh e  said, for th e  e xtra room s for visiting 
re lative s, w ave d from  th e  porch . Th e re  w as a sligh t air 
of trium ph  in th e  w ay sh e  w ave d at Mum  w h o, 
absorbe d in h e r ow n score , h e ld h e r pow de re d nose  
sk yw ard. For e ach  th e  h atch e t w as burie d. My fath e r 
and h is fath e r look e d re lie ve d and w e ary. As w e  w ave d 
again from  th e  bus stop th e y look e d lik e  tw o old be ars 
on th e  front doorste p. 

© 2009  Colin Burrough
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Colin Burrough : Be gan life  in Lancas h ire , UK . Afte r 
full-tim e  pe rform ing arts  industry e ducation, 
concluding 19 75, m ove d to London, e stablis h ing a 
W e st End th e atre  w ardrobe  ‘frock  fairy’ care e r. 
Move d in s e arch  of suns h ine  and m uscle s  to Sydne y, 
Australia, in th e  ‘80s , got com fy and staye d. W ork e d 
for som e  ye ars  as  a trave lling in-store  pre stige  
cosm e tics  consultant in Sydne y CBD  and surrounds : 
m ak ing-ove r face s  in public, flogging h igh  profile  
gloop and spraying pas s e rs -by w ith  naus e atingly 
e xpe ns ive  de s igne r fragrance s . Se ve ral e xpe rim e ntal 
vocations  late r, and afte r re inve nting h im s e lf m ore  
tim e s  th an Madonna, h e  e ve ntually s e ttle d on th e  
life  of a m as sage  th e rapist. Be gan w riting w ith in th e  
com m unity from  19 89  w ith  a le sbian love  story Box 
and Cotton, in Australian Sh ort Storie s  #27. 19 9 5 Just 
up th e  Road, a s h ort story about Sydne y’s  e arly gay 
bar, Th e  R e x H ote l, publis h e d in Outrage  Gay and 
Le sbian Sh ort Story Anth ology. 19 9 5 Ke e ping th e  
Fam ily Nam e , full le ngth  autobiograph ical w ork . 
19 9 6 – 9 8 w rote  re gular fortnigh tly colum n Ke e ping 
up Appearance s  for Sydne y gay ne w spape r Capital Q 
W e e k ly. Late r w rote  w e e k ly gay fictional s e rial, Not 
Grunting, Squealing for th e  first s ix m onth s  of SX 
New s . Still h e re , still e njoying th e  suns h ine  and 
m uscle s , still w riting le isure ly and h as  ne ve r be e n 
back  to th e  UK .
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Th ursday nigh t, late  - you're  asle e p (and snoring).

Tonigh t, I w atch e d you cook ing in th e  k itch e n, gh ostly, 
th rough  th e  scre e n door, m ak ing food for e ve ryone . 
Th e re  w e re  flash e s of ligh t from  th e  gas stove  and a 
de luge  of noise  and ste am  and sm e lls th at se e m e d so 
outrage ous I w as sort of w orrie d you m igh t h urt 
yourse lf. You, of course , w e re  sm ooth ly confide nt (as 
alw ays) – a m uso able  to play any instrum e nt, e ve n 
se ve ral at once  if ne e de d, corre ctly, e asily.

W h e n you offe re d to do th e  food tonigh t I fe lt le ft 
out, frustrate d. I'd only just arrive d and I w as jum py; 
k e e n on be ing close  to you, k e e n on touch ing you, 
k e e n on m e lding w ith  you.  I just w ante d to k iss you 
prope rly – righ t aw ay, im m e diate ly, not late r, not afte r 
you'd controlle d th e  storm  you w e re  m ak ing. I w as 
tw itch y all nigh t, in a state  – ne rvous and te e nage -
anguish e d – be cause  you sw itch e d off m e  and on to 
th at k itch e n.

I w onde re d w h at your flatm ate s w ould've  said if I 
h ad, righ t th e n, gone  in th e re  and done  just th at; 
jum pe d you and m aybe  cause d you to burn th e  be ans, 
or som e th ing.  As I w atch e d you, m y cock  re sponde d 
and I h ad to re arrange  m y je ans to give  it room . No 
one  notice d. I ne e de d to be  discipline d, and th at's w h at 
I w as; I sh ouldn't le t m yse lf th ink  th at I can h ave  all of 

you, and your life , to m yse lf. 
I w as so not inte re ste d in th e  conve rsation Paunch  

and Judy w e re  h aving. Th e y usually ignore  m e  w h e n 
you're  not in th e  room , but if th e y h ave  to talk  to m e , 
th e y alw ays talk  dow n to m e , just lik e  m y m oth e r. Th e y 
w e re  look ing at th e  ph otos Paunch  took  at th at party 
last w e e k e nd. I h ate d th e m , th e  ph otos, be cause  th e y 
sh ow e d th e  four of us all pally; arm s drape d around 
e ach  oth e r, drink s to th e  fore , sm iling and h appy. 
Bullsh it, it just w asn't true . On th e  w ay th e re , th e y'd 
h ad a flam ing row  in th e  car ove r noth ing, and h ad 
be e n bick e ring at e ach  oth e r, non-stop, all th at 
afte rnoon. So, it w as w e ird; I'd spe nt all day look ing 
forw ard to our ge tting toge th e r; th e n you're  off in th e  
k itch e n and I'm  dragge d into a crap conve rsation about 
'good tim e s'.

So I w aite d. You se e m e d unaw are  of m e  or m y 
de sire  to rush  in and distract you. I staye d glue d in th e  
ch air and didn't ge t up or m ove ; I w atch e d you, scare d I 
m igh t m iss a glim pse  of you, of som e th ing th at you 
w e re  doing.

My w h ole  life  is now  anch ore d around our ge tting 
toge th e r, just tw o w e e k  nigh ts and a Sunday afte rnoon, 
th e  re st – w ork , colle ge , prom ise s. W h e n I'm  w ith  you, 
I'm  com ple te ly e nve lope d, ove rpow e re d by you, m e , 
us. Apart, I struggle  to re call our joy, of h ow  w e  fille d 
th e  h ours, of your sm ile , your sm e ll. Alone , I'm  

Jarre d Connors

Com e  to m e
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unh appy, isolate d. I k now  th is m igh tn't se e m  to be  
ve ry h e alth y; I k now  I sh ouldn't be  in so de e p. I soar 
th rough  th e  h igh s and am  draine d by our e ve ry 
e ncounte r but I'm  also lost by your ne e d to be  
e lse w h e re  at oth e r tim e s, and by m y stupid inability to 
do anyth ing de finite , de libe rate , about ch anging our, 
m y, circum stance s.

You've  tak e n m e  to place s I've  ne ve r be e n be fore ; 
place s I'd not dare  to go to if I th ough t about it. I th ink  
back  to Tue sday, and I love d it w h e n you, your tongue  
e ve ryw h e re , surrounding m e , clinging tigh tly to m y 
body, your arm s around m y sh oulde rs, your le gs 
around m y arse , m ak ing th e  close st e m brace , 
e xte rnally and inte rnally. I love d e nte ring you, slow ly, 
care fully, totally. I love d h ow  you cam e , e xplosive ly, 
vocally, be am ing your ple asure  at m e , your cum  
dre nch ing our ch e sts in ce le bration.

You k now  I love  it w h e n w e  ge t se xy toge th e r and 
you tak e  ch arge , de vouring m e , sw allow ing m e , 
e ncom passing m e , so th at I am , w ant to be , ne e d to 
be , so com ple te ly adrift, drow ne d. Once , afte r-se x, 
w h ile  I lay th e re , floating, blisse d out, you plante d 
k isse s on m y back , m y sh oulde r, m y bum , th e  inside  of 
m y k ne e s, in a q uick  fire , stattico, rh yth m . I w as gone , 
off som e w h e re  e lse , te n m inute s past th e  h our.

I'm  sorry th at w e  ne ve r go to m y place , you k now  
m y m um  ne ve r ask s about w h o I sle e p w ith , and I've  
ne ve r trie d to e xplain. I just can't im agine  h e r te lling 
h e r frie nds, dow n at th e  club, w h at h e r boy got up to 
last nigh t. Sh e  doe sn't k now  you e xist; you, th e  m ain, 
possibly th e  only, re ason I am  alive . My lack  of courage  
re ally sh its m e . 

It says so m uch  about m e  th at I couldn't com e  off 
th at one  tim e  w e  trie d to h ave  se x at h om e , in m y be d, 
w h ile  sh e  w as out. And th e n w e  did it ok  te n m inute s 
late r, in th e  car, in th e  car park , in th e  base m e nt of our 
unit block . Foolish ly dange rous, far too m any e ye s. You 
are  so good for, to, m e .

Uncle  Jim , h e 's not m y uncle  re ally, but h e  acts lik e  
th at around m y m um . Around m e  h e  acts lik e  a sle aze  
buck e t, and I just k now  h e  w ants to touch  m e . I don't le t 
h im . I w ouldn't e ve r le t h im  touch  m e . It's not th at h e 's 
old, it's just th at h e  doe sn't do it for m e  in any w ay or 
sh ape . W h y m um  k e e ps h im  around, I don't k now . It's 
too h orrid to im agine  th at th e y actually do it. Anyw ay, I 
just don't w ant to be  around h im .

Re m e m be r last w e e k , afte r se x, probably q uite  noisy 
se x, I don't re call, w h e n w e  w e re  surprise d by a 
ne igh bour at your door, dropping in, unannounce d, 
look ing for lost m ail. Th e  door to your room  w as ope n; 
th e  sh e e ts and our cloth e s stre w n e ve ryw h e re  across 
your be d and th e  floor, and th e  sun, now  stre am ing in 
th e  w indow , dram atically h igh ligh te d th e  sh am ble s. 
W rappe d only in tow e ls, w e  w e re  so distracte d th at w e  
ne ve r re ally saw  w h at sh e  m ust've  se e n until afte r sh e 'd 
gone . Sh e  ne ve r said anyth ing at th e  tim e . (W h at could 
sh e  h ave  said?) I love d th at w e  laugh e d about it for age s, 
afte r.

And again, last w e e k , th e  se x w e  h ad in th e  lounge  
h e re  at your place , on th e  sofa; urge nt, q uick , ne e dy se x 
th at w as so e xciting. Know ing th at som e one  m ay com e  
h om e  soon, k now ing th at w e 'd both  h ave  to scram ble  
to ge t our cloth e s toge th e r q uick ly if th at w e re  to 
h appe n; fuck ing joyfully as w e  w aite d for th e  sound of a 
k e y in th e  lock . Know ing all th at gave  our se x an urge nt 
e dge , a dange rous de m and. Of course , no one  did com e  
h om e  e arly, and w e  both  cam e  q uick ly; and afte r, I 
ne ve r love d you so m uch  as w e  h ad th at long, slow , 
de licious, sh ow e r toge th e r.

I ne e d to e xplain th at I w ant som e th ing to ch ange , at 
le ast a little . I'm  not at all sure  I can fully e xplain w h at I 
w ant; and, I still h ave  no re al ide a of w h at you w ant 
from  m e . You and I've  be e n going strong for alm ost a 
ye ar now  and I w ant de spe rate ly, so de spe rate ly, for it 
to grow  m uch , m uch  furth e r. But, it's obvious to m e  th at 
I'm  not coping w ith  th is fragm e nte d, incom ple te , 
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positive  (you), ne gative  (e ve ryone  e lse ), se e saw  life  I, 
w e , h ave  m ade . Any doubts I h ave  don't ch ange  th e  
fact th at I w ant so m uch  to be  w ith  you, to k e e p on 
loving you. But I also ne e d to do som e th ing about 
th e se  e ndle ss e ve ryday com prom ise s. I k now  w e  are  
so ve ry, ve ry, good toge th e r; I assum e  you th ink  so 
too? 

Tonigh t, I m ade  a de cision. I ne e d to m ak e  a bre ak  
from  h e re . W ill you com e  w ith  m e ? W e  could run 
aw ay! Just disappe ar, start a ne w  life  som e w h e re  fre sh ; 
on th e  coast, by th e  se a, anyw h e re  e lse . You, m e , 
toge th e r, cue  th e  sunse t. W e  could do it, I k now ! And I 
w ant to do it, now ! Se riously. W ill you com e ? I prom ise  
to give  you m y all, e ve ryth ing I h ave , I am , can be . 
Totally, noth ing le ss. 

Sudde nly, I'm  froze n w ith  fe ar th at m aybe  I don't 
k now  you th at w e ll. But I can't go on lik e  th is, so a 
ch ange  is going to h appe n; m y m ind is m ade  up. If I 
h ave  to, I w ill go alone . I ne e d to te st m yse lf, and I 
ne e d to te st you. 

If you do love  m e , ple ase , ple ase , ple ase , ple ase , join 
m e : 

South  Coast train from  Ce ntral, platform  34, 
tom orrow , at noon.

Com e  to m e .

© 2009  Jarre d Connors
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Th e  te nnis ball h its m e  w ith  all th e  sting of a snak e  
bite . I ye lp and rub th e  back  of m y le g, w h ich  h as 

alre ady be gun to sw e ll. Across th e  q uadrangle  a group 
of Ye ar Tw e lve  boys is laugh ing uproariously. I put on 
a brave  face  and continue  to colle ct th e  book s I’ll ne e d 
for m y afte rnoon le ssons. Th e  te nnis ball h its again. 
Th e  pain is w h ite  h ot, se aring, and brings a te ar to m y 
e ye , th ough  I force  it back . It’s w h at th e y w ant. A 
re action. It’s w h y th e y th re w  th e  te nnis ball w ith  such  
force  a se cond tim e . I close  m y lock e r and lim p to m y 
ne xt class w ith  as m uch  dignity as I can m uste r.

Th e  girls look  at m e  w ith  pity in th e ir e ye s. I cast 
m y ow n e ye s to th e  gre y concre te . 

“Don’t w orry about th e m . Th e y’re  so im m ature ,” 
says Sh aron, one  of th e  girls I catch  th e  bus w ith . Sh e ’s 
a nice  girl and at th e  top of e ve ry class sh e  is in.

I sm ile  at h e r but it is only th e  gh ost of a sm ile . My 
re al sm ile s are  m ile s aw ay.

“W h at are  you talk ing to th at faggot for?” ask s 
Darre n, a tall, solid boy w h o som e tim e s talk s to m e  – 
w h e n no-one  is around to se e .

My ch e e k s burn. I don’t h e ar any re sponse  from  
Sh aron nor do I dare  turn around. I h urry aw ay le st I 
fe e l th e  burn of th e  te nnis ball again. Th e  top of m y 
righ t le g and m y righ t buttock  are  radiating h e at, 
th robbing be ne ath  th e  fabric of m y sch ool pants. 

W h e n I th ink  of h ow  path e tic I am  m y e ye s be gin to 
w ate r. My bottom  lip q uive rs and I am  dange rously close  
to just dropping to th e  ground and giving up.

I am  distracte d in biology class. My te ach e r k e e ps 
look ing at m e . I se e  h e r but it doe sn’t re giste r th at sh e ’s 
look ing at m e  be cause  I am  q uite  obviously not paying 
atte ntion. Sh e  h as ginge r h air and is fond of ch e w ing th e  
sk in on th e  inside  of h e r ch e e k s. Sh e  is frow ning at m e .

“Mr W allace , are  you w ith  us?” sh e  bark s. 
Soone r or late r it re giste rs th at sh e  is talk ing to m e .
“Ye s , Miss,” I re ply.
“H e ’s just tire d from  tak ing it up th e  arse  all nigh t,” 

says one  of th e  boys sitting be h ind m e . H is voice  is just 
loud e nough  so th at I h e ar. I don’t re cognise  it but it is 
accom panie d by a burst of bare ly suppre sse d laugh te r. 

“Do you h ave  som e th ing to sh are  w ith  us?” Mrs 
W illiam s e nq uire s w ith  a ste rn look .

“No, Miss,” com e s th e  re ply th ough  I still can’t w ork  
out w h o it is. I dare n’t turn around. It’s ne ve r good to 
turn around. It only brings m ore  trouble ; w orse  trouble . I 
stare  ah e ad. I prom ise  m yse lf th at I w ill pay atte ntion. 
My ple dge  is sh ort-live d. I can h e ar th e  boys be h ind m e  
w h ispe ring. I don’t k now  w h at th e y are  saying but I 
k now  it’s about m e , m ainly be cause  th e ir se nte nce s are  
pe ppe re d w ith  th e  w ords ‘faggot’ and ‘poof’. Darre n is 
am ongst th e m  and I w onde r w h y I e ve r both e r talk ing to 
h im . W h y am  I good e nough  to talk  to on th e  w e e k e nds 
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but not at sch ool? It re e k s of h ypocrisy but I w ould 
rath e r h ave  part tim e  frie nds th an no frie nds at all.       

“Mr W allace ! I w ill not ask  you again. If you can’t 
pay atte ntion, th e n don’t com e  to class!”

H e r ch e e k s are  re d and h e r frow n is as de e p as it 
e ve r goe s.

W h y doe sn’t sh e  te ll th e  oth e r boys off? Th e y’re  
m ak ing all th e  noise . It’s not fair. Th e se  are  m y 
th ough ts as sh e  finish e s scolding m e  w ith  a glare  th at 
could stop a rh ino in its track s.

W h e n th e  sire n goe s at th e  e nd of th e  sch ool day I 
h urry out of class. If I am  q uick , I h ave  found, I can ge t 
to th e  bus stop be fore  th e  bullie s se t up sh op at th e  
front gate . But as I le ave  th e  room  I se e  th at th e  
accounting class h as be e n le t out e arly and alre ady th e  
ve randah s are  sw arm ing w ith  stude nts. Still, I h urry to 
m y lock e r. In fact I am  in such  a rush  th at I don’t se e  
one  of th e  boys stick  th e ir le g out. I go flying forw ard; 
m y ch in h its th e  concre te  of th e  ve randah . My arm s go 
flying out in front of m e  as m y te e th  sm ash  toge th e r. I 
bite  m y tongue  and im m e diate ly fe e l th e  w arm , 
m e tallic tang of blood. One  of th e  boys k ick s m y file  
into th e  q uadrangle  and anoth e r pick s m y pe ncil case  
up and drops it in th e  rubbish  bin. 

“Tony W allace , ge t up off th e  ground!”
It’s Mr Curtis, th e  accounting te ach e r.
Th is tim e  m y te ars run fre e ly. I am  be ate n. If th e  

te ach e rs are  going to join in th e  pe rse cution th e n I am  
lost. I h ave  no-one  on m y side . 

But m y trouble s are  not q uite  ove r for th e  day.   
I h alf run h alf h obble  to th e  boy’s toile ts to w ash  m y 

face  and rinse  m y m outh  out. De spite  th e  stiffne ss in 
m y le g and th e  spe ars of pain sh ooting along m y jaw , I 
h ave  to h urry. If I m iss th e  bus th e re  is no w ay to ge t 
h om e . W h e n I h ave  finish e d m opping up I re turn to 
m y lock e r and th e n I re m e m be r m y file  and pe ncil 
case . I pick  m y file  up and dig around in th e  rubbish  
bin for m y pe ncil case . Mr K e lly, th e  English  te ach e r, 

w alk s past sh ak ing h is h e ad. I pull m y pe ncil case  out 
and h ang m y h e ad as I turn and scuttle  back  to m y 
lock e r. I ope n it. Som e one  h as draw n a crude  picture  of 
an e re ct pe nis on th e  back  of it. I can’t th ink  about th at 
now . I am  going to m iss m y bus. I th row  e ve ryth ing I 
ne e d into m y bag, close  m y lock e r door and run for th e  
bus.

It pulls out just as I dash  th rough  th e  sch ool gate s. I 
run afte r it as be st I can, sh outing and w aving. I se e  
Darre n and anoth e r boy, Alan, look  out th e  back  
w indow  at m e . I call th e ir nam e s and th e y laugh  at m e . 
Eve n som e  of th e  girls look  back  at m e  as th e  bus ge ts 
sm alle r and sm alle r on th e  road tow ards h om e .

I sit dow n on th e  k e rb, re sting m y face  in m y h ands. 
I fe e l som e th ing slam  into m e . Som e one  says “Sorry 
about th at” th e n I h e ar a burst of laugh te r. I k now  th e y 
are n’t sorry and I don’t e ve n look  up to se e  w h o it w as. 

I am  alone . Eve ryone  h as le ft th e  sch ool yard. Only 
th e  te ach e rs re m ain, h idde n aw ay in th e ir staff room s, 
sm ok ing cigare tte s and bitch ing about stude nts. I k now  I 
h ave  to go into th e  sch ool building, to th e  front office , 
and call m y Mum . Sh e  is going to go off at m e . W e  live  
h alf an h our aw ay, w h ich  m e ans an h our’s round trip. I 
k now  I am  going to ge t into trouble  but I can’t h andle  
any m ore  grie f today. I h ave  m y lim its and e ve ry day 
th e y are  re ach e d, and m ore  ofte n th an not, bre ach e d.

It is late  w h e n I finally ge t th e  stre ngth  to stand up. I 
w alk  into th e  front office  and catch  th e  se cre tary just 
be fore  sh e  lock s up.

“I ne e d to call m y Mum ,” I say. “I’ve  m isse d th e  bus.”
Sh e  nods to th e  te le ph one . Sh e  doe sn’t m ind, as long 

as I am  q uick  and don’t h old h e r up.
“You’re  jok ing!” Mum  sh outs. “I h ave  to go all th e  

w ay ove r th e re  to pick  you up?”
“I’m  sorry, Mum ,” I say. W h at e lse  can I say?
I h ang up, th ank  th e  re ce ptionist and w alk  back  out 

to th e  roadside . I sit dow n on th e  k e rb again. My ch in is 
th robbing and th e re  is blood on m y sch ool sh irt. I am  
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going to ge t it big tim e  for th at. I stare  ah e ad. I fe e l th at 
pie ce  by pie ce  I am  turning into som e th ing h ard. Parts 
of m e  are  dying and are  be ing re place d by som e th ing 
m ore  re silie nt so I can survive  e ach  sch ool day and th e  
trials th e y alw ays se e m  to bring. I am  turning into a 
m ach ine . 

My m oth e r pulls up. It is th e  car h orn tooting th at 
ale rts m e  to h e r arrival. W h e n sh e  se e s th e  state  I am  in 
sh e  suck s h e r te e th . 

“W h at h ave  you be e n up to th is tim e ?” sh e  ask s. H e r 
de licate  fe ature s are  sh adow e d by a frow n.

“I’m  sorry, Mum ,” I say. “I’ll w ash  it.”
“And w h at h appe ne d to your ch in?”
I stare  th rough  th e  w indscre e n. I don’t w ant to te ll 

h e r. I am  too e m barrasse d. I don’t w ant h e r to be  
ash am e d of m e . I’d rath e r be  ye lle d at and punish e d 
th an h ave  m y ow n m oth e r ash am e d of m e .    

I sh rug m y sh oulde rs and h e ar h e r suck  h e r te e th  
again. Th e  re st of th e  journe y is m ade  in sile nce .

Th e  ne are r w e  ge t to h om e , th e  be tte r I fe e l. Once  I 
ge t to m y be droom , m y sanctuary, I w ill be  safe  from  
th e  w orld and e ve ryone  in it. I can lose  m yse lf in a 
fantasy w orld of m usic and pop stars. Adam  Ant. Boy 
Ge orge . Duran Duran. I h ave  a crush  on Nick  Rh ode s. 
I’ve  lost track  of h ow  m any tim e s I h ave  je rk e d off to 
h is pre tty face , staring dow n at m e  from  th e  w all w ith  a 
sm ile  th at se e m s ple ase d w ith  m y carnal atte ntion. 

“W h e re  h ave  you be e n?” ask s m y fath e r. H e  is 
h om e  e arly. Usually h e  isn’t h om e  for h ours; till afte r 
th e  pub h as close d. H e ’s alw ays grum py. Afte r h e ’s 
be e n drink ing h e  also be com e s aggre ssive . I h ate  h im  
w ith  e ve ry fibre  of m y be ing.

“I h ad to go and pick  Tony up,” m y m oth e r says as 
sh e  h urrie s into th e  k itch e n to ge t dinne r starte d. 
“You’re  h om e  e arly.”

“W h at’s th at suppose d to m e an?” m y fath e r snaps, 
slam m ing th e  fridge  door be fore  h e  tw ists th e  top off 
h is first stubbie  of be e r for th e  nigh t.

My m oth e r doe sn’t look  up from  h e r pre parations. 
“Noth ing,” sh e  re plie s. “Just m e ntioning it.”

My fath e r glare s at h e r. I w onde r w h e th e r h e  re ally 
love s h e r as I scurry aw ay to m y be droom . At le ast th e  
h e at is off m e  for anoth e r day.

In m y be droom  I turn on m y casse tte  playe r. I am  
playing th e  late st one  by Culture  Club. I lie  on m y be d 
look ing at th e  cove r of th e  album , at Boy Ge orge . H e  is 
m y h e ro. Be cause  of h im  I k now  th at th e re  are  oth e r 
pe ople  out th e re  lik e  m e  and th at is com forting. Be fore  
Boy Ge orge , be fore  th e  Ne w  Rom antics of th e  e arly 80s, 
I w as truly alone . Now  at le ast I k now  th at w h ile  I am  
alone  in m y little  country tow n, th e re  are  oth e r gay 
pe ople  out th e re . I also k now  th at if I can just e ndure  
th is one  last ye ar of h igh  sch ool th e n I can join th e m , in 
th e  city. I can h ave  frie nds and pe ople  I can talk  to. I 
h ave  th ough t about it so m uch  I am  in dange r of 
ide alising it. 

My m oth e r w alk s past m y room . Sh e  can h e ar th e  
m usic. Sh e  bangs on th e  door.

“Are  you doing your h om e w ork ?” sh e  calls out.
“Ye s, Mum ,” I call back .
I roll off m y be d and unpack  m y bag. I ope n m y 

h um an biology book  to discove r th at som e one  h as 
sm e are d som e th ing th at look s lik e  banana ove r som e  of 
th e  page s. I le t th e  book  drop from  m y h ands and start 
crying. I cry so h ard th at I don’t th ink  I w ill e ve r stop. I 
cry be cause  I h ave  done  noth ing to de se rve  th is. I h ave  
alw ays be e n a polite , k ind and frie ndly pe rson. I cry 
be cause  I fe e l as th ough  I h ave  no pow e r in m y life . I 
am  w e ak  against th e  constant barrage  of nam e  calling, 
punch e s, k nock s, taunts and insults. I cry be cause  I am  
tire d, so tire d. 

I also cry be cause  I k now  th at th e se  th ings w ill be  
w ith  m e  till th e  day I die . If I am  a m ach ine  th e n I am  a 
cam e ra. My m e m orie s are  th e  ph otos w h ich  w ill ne ve r 
fade , w h ich  w ill be  w ith  m e  fore ve r m ore . And w h e n I 
look  back  on m y life  I w ill se e  th at th e se  ph otos are  just 
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as cle ar and fre sh  as th e  day th e y w e re  tak e n. But 
unlik e  oth e r pe ople , I w ill not w ant to look  back  at m y 
sch ool life . I w ill ne ve r be  able  to talk  about m y te e n 
ye ars w ith  fondne ss or talk  about th e  crazy th ings th at 
w e  all got up to. Oth e rs h ave  m ade  sure  of th at. Oth e rs 
h ave  tak e n from  m e  th ose  th ings th at m ost tak e  for 
grante d. 

And be cause  I am  a cam e ra I h ave  th e ir face s still in 
m y h e ad. I e ve n h ave  th e  voice s of som e , and th e ir 
nam e s and th e ir h urtful w ords. 

Ye s, I h ave  be e n robbe d. 

© 2009  W ayne  Sum m e rs

W ayne  Sum m e rs  w as  born and rais e d in rural 
W e ste rn Australia. H e  le ft h om e  at 17 to study 
te ach ing in Pe rth . H e  now  live s  in Mount Law le y and 
w ork s  as  an Englis h  language  te ach e r and couns e llor. 
H e  w rite s  h orror and fantasy s h ort storie s  unde r h is  
re al nam e  and gay e rotica unde r th e  nam e  W ayne  
Mansfie ld. H e  h as  be e n publis h e d m any tim e s  in 
both  th e  US and UK , both  in print and online . Th is  is  
h is  first pie ce  publis h e d in h is  h om e  country. Find 
out m ore  at 
  h ttp://w w w .m yspace .com /dark ne s sgath e rs

W ayne  Sum m e rs —  An afte rnoon in th e  life  of ...

http://www.myspace.com/darknessgathers
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Fe ature : Sh annon Boh   

Th e  inte rne t offe rs ne w  w ays of te lling our storie s. Most obvious is th e  blog, but site s such  as m yspace  and facebook  
also cre ate  options for th ose  w anting to sh are  th e ir life  w ith  th e  w orld. But w h at's it lik e  to post re gular online  

update s on your life ? W h at doe s it m e an to h ave  100,000 h its? W h at th e n is public and w h at re m ains private  for your 
m any cybe r fans and buddie s around th e  w orld w h o only k now  you via your w e b pe rsona? And w h y are  so m any 
young (gay) guys lock ing th e m se lve s in th e  bath room  to snap e m ailable  se lf portraits in th e  m irror, in or out of th e ir 
Bonds undie s? 

To find answ e rs to all th e se  q ue stions Gary Dunne  spok e  w ith  young Sydne y ph otograph e r and blogge r, Sh annon 
Boh . Le ss th an a ye ar ago h e  launch e d Sh annons Official Blogspot as a re sponse  to h is im age s be ing claim e d by oth e rs 
and as an e asy w ay to k e e p distant m ate s update d on h is life . Ove r tim e  th e  num be r of daily h its h as se riously tak e n off 
and Sh annon now  finds h im se lf a sligh tly surprise d cybe r ce le brity, w ith  all th at e ntails, from  be ing re cognise d by 
strange rs w h e n out clubbing to h aving an In-box alw ays cram m e d w ith  e m ails from  blog buddie s. 

Be side s answ e ring all our q ue stions, e ve n th ose  about conte m porary gay yoof's ongoing fascination w ith  de signe r 
undie s and bath room  m irrors, Sh annon also k indly agre e d to le t us publish  a se le ction of h is posts and pix to give  
re ade rs a taste  of w h at h e  cre ate s online .

"Th is  w as  tak e n at a be ach  in M e lbourne  on a be autiful sunny day and am ongst all th at suns h ine  and brilliance , 
I just fe lt lik e  URRGGG. I h ad a lot ins ide  m e  th at w as  just scre am ing to ge t out, e m otion and dram a, th ings  I 
w asn't h appy w ith . I lite rally fe lt lik e  I h ad all th is  ne gative  e ne rgy. And it all cam e  out in th e  ph oto, capturing 
e xactly h ow  I w as  fe e ling. I ch ange d it to B& W , did th e  e diting and us e d a bit of ph otos h op artistic lice nce . I 
th ink  th at's  all part of cre ating an im age  th at conve ys  a m e s sage . It goe s  from  be ing just a pre tty picture  to 
be com ing an im age ." Sh annon Boh


http://shannonsofficialblogspot.blogspot.com/
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MARCH  4, 2008
W e lcom e  to m y official Blog spot

My nam e  is Sh annon. I live  in Me lbourne , Australia, and h ave  
cre ate d th is blogspot to com bat th e  rising num be r of cybe r 
th ie ve s and pose rs using m y im age s as th e ir ow n.

ALL th e  im age s poste d on th is page  are  m y ow n, tak e n in 
collaboration w ith  a local ph otograph e r and finish e d by 
m yse lf. I h ave  be e n w ork ing w ith  th is ph otograph e r for 
som e  tim e  now  to cre ate  a k ind of scrapbook  of im age s 
sh ow ing m y de ve lopm e nt ove r th e  past 2 ye ars. It h as 
be com e  a h obby for us and w e  both  e njoy th e  cre ative  
proce ss of sh ooting and e diting ph otos. It is th e  re sult of 
our com m on inte re st th at you w ill se e  h e re . Unfortunate ly 
m any of our im age s h ave  be e n stole n and re poste d. It's is 
quite  annoying be ing abuse d by a cybe r contact w h o claim s 
your picture s are  actually a frie nd of h is from  Brisbane .

Lik e  m any th ings th is page  w ill e volve  as I add m ore  to it in 
th e  future  h ow e ve r ple ase  e njoy th e  picture s poste d h e re  
and le ave  w h ate ve r com m e nts you lik e .

INSER T PIC BEACH  R AILS PIC. IMG_ 1307131000

Inte rvie w

Autobiograph ical fiction (a labe l th at 
capture s th e  inh e re nt contradictions) h as 
be e n an alm ost de fining ch aracte ristic of 
gay w riting for de cade s, and now , th ank s 
to m ode rn te ch nology, anyone  can put 
th e ir life  in w ords and pix out th e re  on th e  
inte rne t for th e  w h ole  w orld to click  on and 
obse rve . W h y are  so m any gay guys using 
not just th e  dating fave s such  as Pink board 
and Gaydar, but also th e  m ore  re ve aling 
social conne ctors such  as m yspace  and 
facebook , and e ve n th e  DIY ch an site s? Plus 
th e re  is th e  re ce nt rapid grow th  in th e  
num be r, and popularity in te rm s of h its, of 
gay blogs. W h y are  so m any re ade rs 
re gularly click ing on all th e se  page s? From  
our pe rspe ctive  th e  w ords th e y're  posting 
about th e ir live s could q ualify as gay 
w riting, but, m ore  inte re stingly, h ow  do 
th e se  guys actually vie w  w h at th e y're  
doing?

Nine  m onth s ago Me lbourne  ph otograph y 
e nth usiast Sh annon Boh  be gan a blog, 
Sh annons Official Blogspot prim arily as a 
w ay of e xposing various fak e rs w h o w e re  
using im age s of h im , claim ing th e m  as 
th e ir ow n. Ove r th e  ne xt fe w  m onth s th e  
proje ct e volve d into a journal of h is daily 
life ; a com bination of unpre te ntious posts 
about h is artistic, rom antic and dom e stic 
adve nture s, pe ppe re d w ith  picture s tak e n 
by and of h im . Sh annon se e m e d th e  
pe rfe ct pe rson to talk  to about th e  curre nt 
online  fascination w ith  re cording daily gay 
life .

"I h ad h ad profile s  on Gaydar, Manh unt 
and so on, and th e re  w e re  a couple  of 


http://shannonsofficialblogspot.blogspot.com/
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m odelling s ite s  w h e re  I h ad poste d 
ph otos . Th e n suddenly m y picture s  w e re  
doing th e  rounds . Frie nds  w ould s e nd m e  
e m ails  saying I saw  your ph oto 
advertis ing som e  Easte rn European porn 
s ite . For a long tim e  it re ally bugge d m e . I 
even h ad m y ow n picture s  s e nt to m e  by a 
guy claim ing it w as  h im . So I starte d th e  
blog originally to e xpos e  th e s e  pos e rs . In 
th e  first couple  of w e e k s  th e re  are  all 
th e s e  e ntrie s  nam ing fak e  profile s , now  I 
just h ave  a list in th e  s ide  bar. I'm  not as  
w orrie d about it as  I us e d to be . I don't 
lik e  it, but I accept th at it's  going to 
h appen. I don't m ind if people  us e  m y 
picture s  on th e ir blog, th e  th ing th at bugs  
m e  is  w h e n th e y us e  th em  to m ak e  m one y, 
for e xam ple  to advertis e  a pay-w e bs ite . 
But th e  re ality is  th at anyone  w h o puts  a 
ph oto on th e  inte rnet runs  th at ris k . 
Anyone  can righ t-click  it and it's  out th e re  
and th e re 's  noth ing you can do about it.

INSERT M AG COVER PIC &  QUOTE "

JUNE 3, 2008
O n th e  w ay back .

H e y guys,
W e ll i'm  still w ork ing on ge tting se t up in m y ne w  digs but 
th ings are  finally se ttling dow n. It's am azing h ow  cut off you 
can fe e l w ith out acce ss to th e  inte rne t. I find th e  fe e ling of 
disconne ction from  th e  re st of th e  w orld quite  inte re sting. 
W h e th e r it's losing m y ph one  or not be ing able  to acce ss 
th e  inte rne t, th e  fe e ling of not be ing conne cte d h as m ade  m e  
re alise  just h ow  global m y life  h as be com e . I h ave  frie nds and 
contacts all ove r th e  w orld now ... m e ssage s can be  se nt and 
re ce ive d instantly but w h y do I fe e l so anxious w h e n th is 
contact is disrupte d and w h y doe s it m atte r to m e  so m uch ?

I th ink  I h ave  be com e  use d to instant gratification th at be ing 
online  brings and th e  fe e ling of com m unity th at contact w ith  
fe llow  blogge rs brings. Th is online  com m unity h as be e n a 
nurturing place  for m e  and be ing part of it fe e ls lik e  be ing 
part of som e th ing th at is vastly bigge r and infinite ly m ore  
dive rse  w h e n com pare d to th e  ph ysical e nvironm e nt in 
w h ich  I live . But is th is an illusion? Is sitting in m y room  in 
front of m y PC prom oting m y global se lf doing m ore  good 
th an h arm ?

Since  h aving lim ite d acce ss to th e  inte rne t I h ave  h ad to 
m ak e  m ore  e ffort to catch  up w ith  frie nds and com panions... 
Ive  actually h ad to le ave  th e  h ouse  and h ave  actual 
conve rsations and m e aningful inte ractions w ith  pe ople . Th is 
is a good th ing. I th ink  quite  ofte n w e  sacrifice  our local 
se lve s for global gratification th at is ultim ate ly m e aningle ss if 
w e  ne ve r le ave  th e  com fort of our blogs.

JUNE 9 , 2008
A busy w e e k  

Saturday nigh t w as m y boys going aw ay party... h e  is h e ading 
inte rstate  to live  and w ork . I am  ve ry sad but h ope fully ill be  
able  to join h im  soon.

Th e n it w as off to th e  Pe e l to se ll som e  raffle  tick e ts to raise  
m one y for th e  w ate r polo club. A fun nigh t... couldn't ge t any 
ph otos of m e  th e re  (h ard to w alk  around w ith  a cam e ra in a 
nigh tclub) but do not be  disappointe d be cause  I m anage d to 
snap a couple  of sh ots w ith  m y ne w  cam e ra be fore  I h e ade d 
out. Th e  boys de cide d w e  w e re  all going to w e ar sh ort 
sh orts and not to be  outdone  I m ade  sure  th at m ine  w e re  
th e  sh orte st.

"W ell I am  a cover boy and I didn't even 
k now ! Apparently I'm  from  North  Carolina 
and m y nam e  is  Jak ob."
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"Th e  blog s im ply grew  from  th at. I starte d 
adding th e  odd day to day th ing. I h ad a lot 
of frie nds  from  around th e  w orld w h o I'd 
m et online , initially from  th os e  dating and 
ph otograph y w e bs ite s  w h e re  I'd be e n 
posting, and from  m y face book  and 
m yspace  page s . Th e y could all us e  m y 
blog to k e e p up w ith  w h at I w as  doing. I'd 
just post a link  to m y blog on th os e  page s . 
It grew  from  th at into an on-line  journal 
th at h as  tak e n on a life  of its  ow n. 

"I h ave  a m ap on th e  blog s h ow ing w h e re  
th e  h its  are  com ing from  and th e y're  from  
eve ryw h e re; th e  M iddle  East, Iran and 
Iraq, and from  th e  m iddle  of Rus s ia. 
Place s  I w ould h ave  neve r e xpecte d th e re 'd 
be  people  re ading m y blog. It's  re ally 
h um bling to th ink  th at people  are  look ing 
at it from  so far aw ay and getting 
som eth ing out of it. Th ink  of h ow  m any 
blogs  th e re  are  out th e re ... th e  num be r of 
h its  you get is  alm ost a k ind of validation 
of w h at you're  doing. 100,000 is  just a 

Sunday w e  w e re  off to D T's to se ll m ore  raffle  tick e ts th is 
tim e  in m y uniform . It sounds te rrible  but i'm  sure  w e  sold 
quite  a fe w  tick e ts just so th e  guys could stuff th e  note s 
dow n m y spe e do... w h ich  th e y did, so m uch  in fact th at th e  
club tre asure r got ne rvous and de cide d to tak e  th e  m one y 
off m e  LO L.

All in all a succe ssful w e e k e nd.

JULY 10, 2008
For all th e  w orld to se e

W e ll i'm  single  again alth ough  i'm  be ginning to th ink  it w as 
th e  w rong de cision.

R e ce ntly I brok e  up w ith  m y boyfrie nd Josh . H e  h as m ove d 
inte rstate  and th e re  are  still so m any th ings in m y life  to 
sort and finish  be fore  I w ould be  able  to m ove  th e re  w ith  
h im . Bre ak ing up is h ard e nough  but it's e ve n w orse  w h e n 
you both  fe e l lik e  you are  w alk ing aw ay from  som e th ing 
th at is re ally good.

W e  are  both  on face book  and be fore  I h ad e ve n gotte n 
h om e  from  th e  airport our face book  re lationsh ip status h ad 
be e n ch ange d to single  com ple te  w ith  live  fe e d th at 
inform e d e ve ryone  in m y frie nds list of th e  ch ange  in 
situation. Te xt m e ssage s and e m ails be gan to flow  lik e  a 
torre nt of sym path y at a tim e  w h e n all I w ante d to do w as 
h ide  unde r m y be d. Pe ople  w h o h ave  bare ly e ve n a passing 
inte re st in m y life  now  w e re  sh aring in m y pain, be ing nosy, 
gossiping and adding th e ir opinions.

Th e  w h ole  e xpe rie nce  m ade  m e  th ink  about h ow  th e  
inte rne t is ch anging th e  w ay w e  ope n ourse lve s up to th e  
w orld. Inte rne t dating allow s th ose  w ith out confide nce  
to ope n up w ith out m ak ing th e m se lve s vulne rable , blogs 
and cam e ra ph one s m ak e  it e asy to put our im age s all 
ove r th e  w orld. Th e n I th ough t about th e  w ay th e  
curre nt ge ne ration "Y" is using th is te ch nology to se nd 
picture s of th e m se lve s out to pe ople  th e y h ave  ne ve r 
m e t. Millions of im age s floating in th e  e th e r of nak e d 
young pe ople  standing in front of th e ir m irrors h olding 
cam e ra ph one s. W h at se e m s lik e  fun at th e  tim e  w ill 
sure ly h ave  conse q ue nce s. Te ch nology m ove s so q uick ly 
and our ability to se lf- re gulate  our use  of it doe s not. 
Th is is a proble m  th at w ill only re ally m ak e  itse lf k now n 
in 5 or 10 ye ars tim e  w h e n th e se  te e nage rs are  look ing 
for w ork  as doctors, law ye rs, te ach e rs, or e nte ring any 

"Th e  k ilt w as a h it, not only at th e  party, but 
also on th e  street, and at dinner, and also at 
th e  nigh club later ... it w as an absolute h oot."
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num be r, but for m e , it w as  a be nch m ark , 
and re ach ing it m eant som eth ing. 

"As  th e  blog grew , I found th e  actual 
w riting re ally th e rape utic. If I w as  h aving 
a problem  and I didn't re ally fe el lik e  I 
could talk  to som eone  about it, or I just 
w ante d to get som eth ing off m y ch e st I 
could w rite  it on th e  blog. I don't k now  
h ow  oth e r people  s e e  it but w h e n I'm  
w riting, it's  alm ost lik e  I'm  alone  w ith  
m ys elf. And w h at I can put into w riting is  
diffe re nt to w h at I'd say if I w as  in 
conversation w ith  som eone ."

Th e  th ing about th e  inte rne t is its intim acy. 
W h at a blogge r w rite s tonigh t in th e  privacy 
of h is study, a re ade r ge ts to vie w  alm ost 
instantly in th e  privacy of h is ow n study. It's 
an ultim ate  e xam ple  of th e  sm all pe rsonal 
voice  of th e  auth or.

"It is  ve ry intim ate . But th e  inte rnet is  also 
a s h ield. W h e n you us e  th e  inte rnet th is  
w ay you're  not h aving a conversation w ith  
som eone , so you tend to be  a lot braver in 
your w riting. You can say th ings  th at you 
m igh t not say in pe rson to som eone . Tak e  
all th is  on-line  dating, people  can be  quite  
diffe re nt to w h at th e y can be  in re al life . 
It's  th e  sam e  th ing w ith  a blog. Th ings  I 
w rite  about are  th ings  I m igh t not voice . 

"On th e  oth e r h and th e re  are  som e  th ings  
th at I am  delibe rately private  about, lik e  
w ork  and w h e re  I live . Th e re  are  a lot of 
oth e r th ings  going on in m y life  w h ich  
don't e nd up be ing m entione d. It's  m ore  a 
glim ps e  of m e , rath e r th an th e  w h ole  of 
m e . Blog-buddie s  are  inte re sting be caus e  
th e y've  neve r m et you and th e  only 
im pre s s ion th e y h ave  of you is  w h at th e y 
s e e  on th e  blog. I cons ide r th em  frie nds , 
but it's  a ve ry diffe re nt relations h ip to 
som eth ing I m igh t develop w ith  som eone  I 
m et th rough  frie nds  or a social group."

k ind of public office . W ill w e  be  forgiving or w ill a m om e nt of 
w e ak ne ss and a cam e ra ph one  be  th e  e nd of it all?

SEPTEMBER 7, 2008
Supe r Saturday

W e ll spring is on its w ay and th e  w e ath e r on Saturday w as so 
aw e som e  th at I just h ad to ge t out w ith  m y cam e ra. I now  
h ave  a zoom  le ns th ank s to a ge ne rous frie nd and I couldn't 
w ait to try it out. It's se condh and and I ne e d to ge t th e  auto 
focus re paire d but it's got h istory and ch aracte r and I love  it.

I w e nt for a w ande r dow n th e  be ach , th e  sun w as sh ining 
and I w as in th e  be st m ood all afte rnoon. Be ing cre ative  
re ally m ak e s m e  fe e l conne cte d to th e  unive rse , lik e  th e  
e ne rgy I'm  re le asing is adding to cosm ic balance .

SEPTEMBER 13, 2008
Aw e som e  w e e k e nd

Last nigh t I h it th e  clubs w ith  a m ate . I h ave n't be e n going 
out a lot and it fe lt good to le t m y h air dow n and h ave  a 
dance . I'm  ge tting ove r th e  club sce ne  dow n h e re  th ough . 
Th e  gay com m unity dow n h e re  is so sm all th at I'm  be ginning 
to fe e l lik e  a w h ale  in a ve ry sm all pond. I w ouldn't e ve r 
w ant to be  in a tow n sm alle r th an Me lbourne . I th ink  th at 
w ould drive  m e  nuts.
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For Sh annon, re gularly w riting about h is life  
is fairly ne w , but h e  h as be e n docum e nting 
h is life  w ith  picture s for m uch  longe r. 

"For m e , th is  w h ole  th ing about re cording 
goe s  righ t back  to w ay be fore  th e  blog. 
W h e n I w as  in h igh  sch ool I h ad ve ry bad 
acne  and w as  bullie d. I w as  a s k inny, 
ne rdy k id. It w as  ve ry difficult. I neve r h ad 
a lot of confidence . Th e n I m et a w onde rful 
guy and I starte d re cording m ys elf w ith  
ph otos . I've  got h ard-drive s  full of 
picture s , th ousands  of th em . For m e  
re cording th e  journe y from  th e n till now  is  
re ally im portant. I can look  back  and s e e  
w h e re  I've  com e  from . 

"M odelling as  such  h as  alw ays  only be e n a 
h obby. I w ould love  to do m ore  of it and 
I've  h ad som e  great e xpe rie nce s  w ith  it, 
but it's  a little  bit em barras s ing w h e n 
people  say I'm  a m odel. I don't th ink  of it 
th at w ay. I gue s s  I'd say I'm  m ore  of an 
e xh ibitionist (LOL). 

“Th e  first m odelling s h oot I did w as  for a 
ch ain of solarium s . I w as  so e xcite d to get 
th at job. It w as  th rough  a frie nd, not 
som eth ing I got th rough  an agency or a 
w e bs ite . W h at th e y w ante d w as  a body 
landscape , w ith  s k in tone s , and th e y said 
you can e ith e r w ear fle s h -cloure d 
unde rw ear or you can do it nude . For th e  
life  of m e  I couldn't find fle s h -coloure d 
m en's  unde rw ear, couldn't find it 
anyw h e re . I k now  now  about dance  
supplie rs . But back  th e n, I w asn't w alk ing 
into som e  ladie s  linge rie  store  and as k ing 
for a fle s h -coloure d G-string. So I said, 
stuff it, I'll do it nude . Th at w as  a giant 
leap for m e  to be  able  to be  th e re  in front 
of not only th e  ph otograph e r, but also th e  
ph otograph e r's  as s istant, th e  m ark e ting 
m anage r, th e  advertis ing pe rson and 
anoth e r m odel. To just be  th e re  nak e d and 
be  ph otograph e d. I w as  th ink ing about 
h ow  a ye ar ago I didn't w ant to tak e  m y 
s h irt off, and h e re  I am  nak e d in front of 
th e  cam e ra. And th e y w e re  am azing 
ph otos , th e y look  fantastic.

I caugh t m yse lf on th e  dance  floor giggling to m yse lf at all th e  
punte rs gyrating aw ay in som e  k ind of e pile ptic m ating dance . It 
am aze s m e  h ow  m uch  e ffort som e  boys w ill go to. It w as a se a 
of plastic, ble ach e d, ove r-solarium e d, Supre -w e aring tw ink s 
w ith  too m uch  attitude  and noth ing to back  it up, and m e  in th e  
m iddle  in m y five  ye ar old single t and non-de signe r je ans w ith  
no m ak e  up or product in m y h air. W h at k ind of a fag am  I. 
Be tte r be  care ful or th e y m igh t re vok e  m y m e m be rsh ip!

SEPTEMBER 17, 2008
Spring Cle aning 

I w as spring cle aning m y w ardrobe  today and I le arnt a fe w  
truth s about m yse lf. I h ave  ne ve r be e n ve ry fash ion 
conscious m ainly be cause  I can ne ve r find anyth ing th at fits 
m e  prope rly w ith out sh opping in th e  k ids se ction.

I w as m ildly surprise d to discove r th at I only re ally h ave  3 pairs of 
je ans, 5 old t sh irts, a fe w  pairs of sh orts and a fe w  jum pe rs th at 
are  part of m y re gular rotation com pare d to th e  re al surprise  
w h ich  w as th at I ow n 52 pairs of unde rw e ar, 20 assorte d 
spe e dos and 12 pairs of sh ort (and I do m e an sh ort) sh orts.

Now  I k now  I am  a sum m e r pe rson and quite  ofte n I am  
w e aring ve ry ve ry little  but I didn't re ally th ink  about it until 
today. Mostly I ow n so m any pairs of unde rw e ar be cause  I 
am  constantly finding som e th ing I lik e . Noth ing m ak e s you 
fe e l m ore  confide nt th an w alk ing around in brand ne w  jock s 
and lik e  Mum  says if I e ve r ge t h it by a bus at le ast i'll h ave  a 
cle an pair on.

H i m y nam e  is Sh annon and I h ave  a unde rw e ar addiction.

 INSER T IMAGE gre e n spe e do IMG_ 13039 2a1000
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"So for m e  m odelling is  not a care e r. I'm  
not tall enough  for catw alk  and th at sort of 
w ork  anyw ay. For m e  it's  alw ays  be e n 
about ch allenging m ys elf and saying, I can 
do th is . Th e n doing it and m oving on. I 
k now  now  I can do it. So now  I'm  focus ing 
m ore  on m y ph otograph y."

A m ajority of th e  picture s on h is blog of 
h im se lf are  collaborations be tw e e n h im se lf 
and h is ph otograph e r. Toge th e r th e y de cide  
on w h at th e y're  going to try. Th e  
ph otograph e r th e n tak e s th e  ph otos, and 
Sh annon doe s th e  ph otosh opping w h e n 
ne ce ssary. It's a sm all ste p from  th at to 
actually tak ing ph otograph s. Sh annon's 
liste d on Mode lMayh e m , a fre e lance  
m ode lling site , as both  a ph otograph e r and 
as a m ode l. H is ow n picture s are  on 
anoth e r blog, Sk irbie  Ph otograph y.

O CTO BER 18, 2008
Fun at Ik e a

H ad a good day ye ste rday. W e nt dow n to th e  be ach  again 
w ith  som e  m ate s for a bit of a sunbath e . I h ave  be e n 
w ork ing on m y tan line  so th at it's juuuust righ t for sum m e r. 
I w as surprise d h ow  m any lurk e rs th e re  w e re  in th e  bush e s. 
It se riously w as lik e  Me e rcat Manor. Afte r braving th e  
le ath e ry old nudists and a fe w  unsavoury ch aracte rs w e  
h e ade d off to Ik e a to buy a ne w  be d.

Ik e a w as h uge  and ye t still m anage d to be  e ith e r out of stock  
or dow n-sizing its range  on ne arly e ve ryth ing w e  look e d at. 
Afte r ne gotiating th e  arrow s th at le ad you lik e  bre ad crum bs 
th rough  th e  m aze , you finally colle ct your ite m s and load th e m  
onto th e  trolle y th at crash e s into e ve ryth ing and e ve ryone  
be cause  th e  guy th at de signe d it didn't th ink  th at four sam e -
size d w h e e ls w as re ally ne ce ssary. I h alf e xpe cte d to be  se rve d 
at th e  ch e ck out by th e  Sw e dish  Ch e f from  th e  Muppe ts.

Th e  be st part th ough  w as th e  car park . I sw e ar I'm  gonna 
m ak e  a re ality TV sh ow  about Ik e a car park s and be com e  a 
m illionaire . Not only do you h ave  to run th e  gam ut of clue le ss 
m um s, irate  dads and m anic ch ildre n but w h e n you finally ge t 
a spot at th e  loading zone  you th e n h ave  to play th e  m ost 
diabolic gam e  of te tris just to ge t all th e  stuff in your car. 

Eve n w ith  a four w h e e l drive  w e  struggle d to pack  th e  que e n 
siz e d be d into th e  back . Im agine  th re e  que e rs laugh ing 
h yste rically in th e  m iddle  of th e  car park  as th e y try to fold a 
m attre ss in h alf and jam  it in th e  boot be cause  one  of th e  
se ats is brok e n and w on't fold dow n, only to re alise  in th e  
e nd th at som e body is going to h ave  to tak e  a cab h om e .

O CTO BER 24, 2008
Porn Porn Porn

I w as w atch ing 60 Minute s last nigh t and appare ntly Australia 
is th e  fifth  bigge st produce r of Inte rne t porn in th e  w orld... 
go Aussie  GO !

Th e  gadge t ge ne ration h as arrive d and anybody w ith  th e  Inte rne t 
and a cam e ra can now  go global. Th is blog is proof. Th e re  are  
billions of pe ople  on th is plane t and if I could ge t only a 1000 of 
th e m  to pay $10 a m onth  to look  at m e  in m y jock s I'd h ave  no 
trouble  paying th e  re nt. I'd be  m ak ing m one y w h ile  I sle pt.

Now  if only I could bre ak  m y h abit of giving it aw ay for fre e !

 "Full cre dit to m y frie nd Steven w h o pos e d 
for th is  in h is  sw im m e rs  only m etre s  from  
a m ajor road on a cool spring m orning... 
I'm  particularly fond of th e  sph e re . A great 
sculpture  I found on top of a h ill."

http://www.modelmayhem.com/829427
http://skirbiephotography.blogspot.com/
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"Now  I tak e  th e  cam e ra w h e re -eve r I go 
be caus e  I lik e  to h ave  ph otos  for th e  blog. I 
th ink  th e y're  a great w ay of s h ow ing 
th ings  you can't e as ily w rite  about. Th e  
picture s  can be  a little  bit pe rvy 
som etim e s . I m ak e  no e xcus e s  for posting 
th e  Spe e do ph otos . M y e xh ibitionist s ide  
com e s  out .... But also I'm  docum enting 
w h at's  h appening. Picture s  can say a lot 
about frie nds h ips  and th ings  lik e  th at, 
e m otions  th at w ould be  re ally h ard to 
convey in w ords . For M id Sum m a for 
e xam ple  I w ent out w ith  th e  intention of 
tak ing ph otos  and w riting about it. I 
w ante d people  to k now  about w h at I'd 
be e n doing during m y w e e k e nd in 
M elbourne ."

In one  post Sh annon talk e d about pe ople  
not th ink ing about th e  conse q ue nce s of 
posting soft and h ardcore  se lf-portraits – 
it's all too e asily done  w ith  a digital cam e ra, 
a m obile  ph one  or a w e bcam . At th e  
softcore  e nd th e  inte rne t is curre ntly aw ash  
w ith  fre e  product place m e nt for Bonds 
com fy undie s and Sw e dish  bath room  
m irror m anufacture rs. H ardcore  am ate ur 
porn is e q ually viral.

"I th ink  it's  alm ost a gene rational th ing as  
w ell. You look  at th e  guys  w h o are  doing 
th is , m ost are  in th e ir te e ns  or tw entie s , 
and th e y've  grow n up alw ays  h aving th is  
te ch nology around th em . It's  noth ing to 
th em  to tak e  a ph oto and s e nd it to th e ir 
frie nds , noth ing to th em  to tak e  a picture  
and k e e p it on th e ir ph one . It's  re ally 
strange  and it h asn't be e n pos s ible  be fore . 
W e 're  only going to s e e  th e  cons e quence s  
of th is  in th e  ne xt five  or ten ye ars . It's  so 
e asy to just snap a s h ot. 

NO VEMBER 23, 2008
Moving m adne ss

W e ll h e re  I am  in Sydne y and I h ave  to say th at it took  m e  a 
couple  of days to re ally com e  to te rm s w ith  th e  fact th at 
th is is now  m y ne w  h om e . I th ink  it w ill tak e  m e  a fe w  
m onth s to re ally se ttle  into th e  place . Today is th e  first day 
th at I h ave  re ally fe lt re ady to e m brace  th e  city and w h at it 
h as to offe r. I arrive d h e re  w ith  one  suitcase , m y cam e ra and 
m y board. My com pute r and D VD s w ill arrive  late r th is 
w e e k . I h ave  pack e d ligh t. Th e re  is be auty in sim plicity I 
th ink . I am  look ing on th is as a fre sh  start.

Th is m orning I se nt m y ne w  addre ss out to m y close st 
frie nds and fam ily. W ith in m om e nts m y frie nds w e re  se nding 
m e  te xt m e ssage s saying, "I can se e  w h e re  you live ." Google  
is an am azing th ing. I m iss th e m  a lot but it re m inde d m e  
th at th e y re ally are  not th at far aw ay.

I look  forw ard to tak ing you along on th e  journe y w ith  m e  
as I discove r w h at ne w  adve nture s th is place  h as to offe r. 
Eve ry journe y be gins w ith  th e  first ste p.

D ECEMBER 1, 2008, 2008
D rive  it lik e  you stole  it!

I h ad m y first bus trip in Sydne y today. I w as luck y th at I h ad 
a frie nd w ith  m e  to guide  m e  th rough  it LO L. Afte r 
e xplaining to m e  th e  m ost com plicate d tick e ting syste m  I 
h ave  e ve r e xpe rie nce d w e  se ttle d into th e  back  se at. By th e  
tim e  w e  arrive d at Bronte  Be ach  m y k nuck le s w e re  w h ite  
and m y h ands h ad to be  prise d off th e  se at in front of m e . I 
h ave  ne ve r se e n a bus drive r drive  h is bus lik e  it w as a go 
k art until today. W e  w e nt off road at one  point, ove r curbs 
and narrow ly m isse d a concre te  pylon. I h alf e xpe cte d 
K e anu R e e ve s to fall th rough  th e  sk yligh t and ye ll "th e re 's a 
bom b on th e  bus".

W e  did arrive  safe  and sound at th e  be ach  and I w as ch uffe d 
to discove r th at it h ad only tak e n about 20 m inute s to ge t 
th e re . Th e  surf w asn't gre at and afte r not be ing in th e  w ate r 
for such  a looooooooong tim e  I m anage d to m ak e  a total 
fool of m yse lf. I did h ow e ve r h ave  a blast and th at's w h at 
counts re ally. Th is could signal a w h ole  ch ange  in life style  for 
m e . No m ore  tw o h our car trips to find som e  surf. Sydne y 
is grow ing on m e  LO L.
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“Tak e  som e  18 year-old tak ing ph otos of 
h im self in h is Bonds underw ear. H e  w h ips it 
out, goes click  and posts th em  all on-line . It's 
th at voyeurism  th ing. Th at 'I'm  alm ost 
fam ous' attitude . Look  at m e, m y pictures are  
all over th e  internet. Everyone k now s m e  and 
m y h ot  Bonds underw ear. Th ere 's a bit of 
th at as w ell. M y point w as - w h at h appens in 
ten years ' tim e  w h en h e  w ants to be  a 
doctor? 

"You can't look  at it on its  ow n. Th e  
picture s  are  only part of a m uch  large r 
th ing. Look  at m yspace  and face book , 
th e  on-line  profile s , th e  blogs  even, ph otos  
are  an integral part of it all. People  us e  
th e s e  th ings  to k e e p in touch  w ith  th e  re st 
of th e  w orld. W h e n th e y're  out tak ing 
ph otos , part of it is  voye urism , part of it 
is  e xh ibitionism , and part of it is  
re cording.

“On m y blog I could w rite  a th ousand 
w ords , but som etim e s  a ph oto can say a 
w h ole  lot, m ore  m uch  m ore  concis ely. M y 
s iste r, m y broth e r, m y frie nds  - eve ryone  
goe s  out, and eve ryone  tak e s  ph otos . It's  
an e xtens ion of th e  old th ing of tak ing 
ph otos  at fam ily events  such  as  
Ch ristm as . Once  upon a tim e  th e  fam ily 
ow ne d one  cam e ra and us e d film . Now  
eve ryone  h as  a digital cam e ra. It's  just 
th at th e  tech nology h as  m ade  so m uch  
m ore  pos s ible .”

Gary Dunne

Th e  sun is sh ining today and I am  re m inde d of all th e  th ings I 
am  th ank ful for. I h ave  one  m ore  th ing to add to m y list 
now ...  H O T SUR FER  BO YS IN TIGH T W ET SUITS LO L.

D ECEMBER 30, 2008
A little  bit of h ouse k e e ping

Th ank s for all your m e ssage s of support ove r th e  last fe w  
days. I th ough t I m igh t tak e  th e  tim e  to answ e r a fe w  
que stions th at h ave  be e n com ing up ove r th e  past m onth . 
Th is m ay be  m y last post for a little  w h ile  as I h ave  to m ove  
out of m y curre nt h om e  again for a couple  of w e e k s and I'm  
not sure  w h at m y Inte rne t acce ss w ill be  lik e .

I h ave  alw ays be e n fairly guarde d about th e  spe cific de tails of 
m y pe rsonal life . Mainly th is is be cause  I w ant to m aintain 
som e  de gre e  of privacy but i'll do th e  be st th at I can...

Th e  first re ason I m ove d to Sydne y w as to be  w ith  m y 
boyfrie nd of one  ye ar. Th at h as not w ork e d out and w e  are  
no longe r toge th e r alth ough  w e  are  still close , and re m ain 
frie nds.

Th e  se cond re ason I m ove d to Sydne y w as for w ork  w h ich  is 
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now  look ing lik e  it w ill go ah e ad afte r som e  w aiting and 
stre ss.

If I sound a bit dow n it's be cause  th ings h ave  not gone  as 
planne d h e re  but I am  still h appy.

No I w ill not be  spe nding Ne w  Ye ars e ve  alone .

No I do not do full frontal nude  ph otos... not ye t at le ast 
h e h e

I h ope  th at th at h as answ e re d at le ast som e  of your 
que stions. 

I h ope  you all h ad a w onde rful Ch ristm as and I h ope  you all 
h ave  a fantastic ne w  ye ar.

JANUARY 4, 2009
100,000!!!

My first 100,000 h its!!!

Ye e e e h a!

W e ll guys first I w ant to say th ank  you to you all for your 
com m e nts and your que stions since  th is blog starte d. It re ally 
h as gone  from  be ing a tool for e xposing th e  fak e rs into w h at 
h as now  be com e  m y online  journal. It h as be e n a re ally gre at 
e xpe rie nce  sh aring th e  last 8 or 9  m onth s w ith  you and I 
look  forw ard to m any m ore  posts. Th e re  h ave  be e n tim e s 
w h e n it h as be e n difficult to k e e p m ak ing re gular update s and 
I th ank  you for k e e ping up w ith  m e . In m any w ays I e njoy 
sh aring m y th ough ts w ith  all m y blog buddie s and it still 
am aze s m e  to th ink  th at I h ave  frie nds from  all ove r th e  
w orld w h o I h ave  ne ve r e ve n m e t or spok e n to. Th is blog is 
th e  re ason w e  m ay h ave  m e t but It is not th e  re ason w e  are  
frie nds.

MO ND AY, JANUARY 19 , 2009
Th at Midsum m e r glow !

W e ll I am  so glad I cam e  dow n to Me lbourne  for th e  
Midsum m e r carnival. I am  back  in Sydne y again but w h at an 
aw e som e  trip. I fe e l totally re ne w e d. It w as so good to se e  
m y boys again. Frie nds re ally are  w orth  th e ir w e igh t in gold 
and I ne e de d m ine . I k e pt it as a surprise  and didn't te ll 
anyone . 

"I h ave gone from  a boy too scared to w ear a 
singlet in a nigh t club to a young m an w h o can 
dance on bars in a speedo, m arch  in th e  M ardi 
Gras and cruise  Sydney h arbour in pink  floral 
sw im w ear."
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Th e  day w as stunning and th e  carnival w as a h uge  succe ss. I 
h ad such  a good tim e  saying h i to all th e  pe ople  I m iss righ t 
now . Carnival is part of Me lbourne 's GLBTI Midsum m e r 
Fe stival and is basically a big party in a park  culm inating in 
th e  "T D ance " unde r th e  stars. Last ye ar It poure d rain but 
th is ye ar w as pe rfe ct. I finally got th e  ch ance  to just go out 
and h ave  fun again. I h ave  not be e n able  to do th at in a long 
tim e  h e re  be cause  I don't h ave  a close  group to go out w ith . 
Th at's w h y it's be e n so difficult be cause  w h e n you h ave  
noth ing to do, you sit and ove r th ink  e ve ryth ing.

I took  th e  cam e ra and got h e aps of aw e som e  ph otos. Afte r 
picnick ing in th e  park , talk ing and liste ning to m usic w e  
h e ade d off to th e  T D ance . D ay slow ly turne d to nigh t and 
w e  dance d and dance d. God it fe lt good to dance  again... 
h ave  you e ve r dance d around th e  h ouse  in your unde rw e ar? 
I re com m e nd it. My h e art w as full and m y m ate s w e re  
around m e  bath ing m e  in support and love . Th e  m usic ran 
th rough  m e  lik e  a cle ansing rain and I w as at pe ace  again.

Th e n as th e  pe rfe ct e nd to th e  pe rfe ct day I strolle d h om e  
w ith  a be stie  and stum ble d upon a late  nigh t gath e ring in th e  
park . Th e re  w e re  fire  tw irle rs and pe ople  playing m usic just 
ch illing out and talk ing and drink ing and loving. I snappe d a 
fe w  ph otos and e njoye d th e  pe ace  and calm  of th e  m om e nt.

I fe e l so h appy righ t now . My boat is turning dow nstre am  
again!
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As th e  top of its front page  constantly 
update s w ith  ne w e r e ntrie s, a blog flow s 
back  ce ase le ssly into th e  past. Re ve rse d into 
ch ronological orde r, as w e 've  done  h e re  
w ith  a sm all se le ction of Sh annon's posts 
since  March  2008, it fe e ls m ore  lik e  a 
conve ntional narrative . But unlik e  fiction, it 
doe sn't e nd ne atly w ith  all th e  loose  e nds 
tie d up and re solve d. Tom orrow  th e re  w ill 
be  anoth e r post. 

For th e  com ple te  story and to find out w h at 
h appe ns afte r January 19 , h e ad on ove r to

Sh annons Official Blogspot.

Sh annon's ph otograph y can also be  found at:

Mode lMayh e m .com  

Sk irbie  Ph otograph y

http://shannonsofficialblogspot.blogspot.com/
http://www.modelmayhem.com/829427
http://skirbiephotography.blogspot.com/
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Got a story to te ll?
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>

W ant m ore ?
w w w .gay-e book s .com .au
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