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brisbane writers festival

The Brisbane Writers Festival is Brisbane’s premier event for budding—and experienced—
writers. At the festival, schoolchildren and local identities associate with first-time novelists 
and literary superstars from around the world. Great questions of  philosophy, psychology, 
and politics are raised and discussed. Topical issues are debated and a wide range of  authors 
share their writing experiences—the lofty highs, the depressing lows, and everything in 
between.

With our customary dedication, One Page: Brisbane has decided to report on the festival every 
day with not one—but three—issues released in quick succession. One issue for each day 
of  the festival containing our thoughts and reflections on the previous day’s events. As you 
can imagine, this is an enormous task.

Are we up for it? Of  course we are. We hope you enjoy the third (and final) edition of  our 
Brisbane Writers Festival special issues.

the one page team

contact us
web

www.onepagebrisbane.com.au

facebook
onepagebrisbane

instagram
@onepagebrisbane

advertising enquiries
teagan@onepagebrisbane.com.au
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In the quiet, softly lit gallery, four impressively successful 
and creative women sat in a row. They made me ask 
myself  a terrifying question: how many books written by 
women do I have on my bookshelves?

Fiona Stager—co-owner of  Avid Reader—described 
many of  the successes and struggles women experience 
when they are nominated for writing prizes. Her fellow 
panellists added their own considered and confronting 
points of  view to the discussion.

Karen Joy Fowler helped establish the Tiptree Awards 
during a wine-fuelled conversation about the imbalance 
of  gender representation on literary prize boards. The 
initial premise was simple: how excellent would it be 
if  there were a board with four women and one man 
deciding prize winners rather than the other way around.

Sophie Cunningham championed the establishment 
of  The Stella Prize, a literary award that specifically 
celebrates women’s writing. Cunningham was aware of  
a vast underrepresentation of  women in literary prize 
lists, so she created her own prize—a prize that would 
represent and reward the best Australian female writers. 

Clare Wright has won the Stella Prize, and has experienced 
first-hand the very real benefits that these prizes bring 
to female writers. Being labelled a ‘prize-winning author’ 
helps to bring the book into the public eye. Prominent 
placement on the shelves helps too. Without the Stella 
Prize, Wright’s book would have probably been relegated 
to the bottom shelf  of  the Australian History section 
(one drawback of  having a last name that begins with 
‘W’).

The success of  these inspirational women is deeply 
encouraging. Even though the Tiptree Awards have not 
been as successful as Fowler had hoped, they have given 
hope to the people that support greater representation 
for female writers. At the Brisbane Writers Festival I 
have witnessed and listened to so many fantastic female 
writers; however, it occurs to me that I have hardly read 
any of  their works. 

I am filled with tremendous guilt. I am not aware of  
many contemporary female writers. I don’t own many 

books written by modern women. I have the classic 
female writers—the Brontë sisters, Chopin, Austen—
but I can think of  only four books in my entire collection 
written by women in this century. This is mostly my fault, 
but mainstream society’s failure to acknowledge and 
support female writers also bears some of  the blame.

I don’t want to feel guilty about this, but guilt is not the 
issue here. I’ve missed out on so many books that I could 
love—that I should love—just because those books had 
women’s names on the front cover.

Well, today I intend to redress this problem. I have 
bought Clare Wright’s book, The Forgotten Rebels of  
Eureka. It sounds amazing. Not just because it’s written 
by a woman, or that it contains female characters, no. 

It’s because I am determined not to miss out on women’s 
writing—good writing—anymore. t

women and prizes
alyssa miskin

Tara Moss at the Brisbane Writers Festival.
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[Linda]

12.10pm. Sunday, September 7, 2014.

Cindy Wockner was to have sat on the Brisbane Writers 
Festival’s ‘Bad News’ panel—instead, the News Limited 
journalist and author was on a plane to South Africa 
to cover the handing down of  the verdict in the Oscar 
Pistorius trial. In her absence, journalists Matt Condon 
(pictured at right) and David Murray talked about the ‘sad 
and sorry familiarity’ and the ‘monstrous repercussions’ 
of  the criminals and crimes they had covered. Condon 
has documented Queensland’s corrupt police culture 
postwar to the 1980s in his books Three Crooked Kings and 
Jacks and Jokers. Courier Mail staffer Murray has written a 
book about the murder of  Alison Baden-Clay that will 
be released on December 1.

1.15pm. Sunday, September 7, 2014.

The ability to heal oneself. Bells with powers over the 
dead. Magic as language—where knowing something’s 
true name is to have power over it. Worlds where 
inhabitants pay for the use of  magic with pain—their 
own and other people’s.

At the ‘Laws of  Magic’ session, fantasists Trudi Canavan, 
Kirilee Barker, Rjurik Davidson, and Laini Taylor shared 
their favourite enchanted moments and ideas. ‘I like 
magic systems which, in some way, are metaphors for 
our lives,’ said Rjurik (associate editor of  Overland and 
author of  of  Unwrapped Sky). If  everyone had access to 
magic—they asked—what would the world look like? 
(Go on. Wave your magic wand. Let’s see...) t

[Jessie]

David Malouf, at eighty, looks good. Perhaps it’s the 
writers diet of  syntax and prose that gives him the shine, 
the hardened lines of  poetic softness. He spoke about 
the writing spaces of  his adult life, and how even grand 
Sydney apartments in reach of  the zoo could not eclipse 
the interiors of  his childhood. Not even the sounds of  
lions calling in the night could shift the ghosts, or rather, 
replace them. ‘He’s a real bro’, the lanky bookseller told 
me, handing over a copy of  Earth Hour. I had to agree: 
a real bro. t

[Matthew]

Tony Wheeler was outstanding on the ‘Inspire: Adventure’ 
panel. Tony’s life story and his account of  his fearless 
meandering across the globe were both inspiring and 
relevant to an audience from all walks of  life. Leaving the 
panel with a lingering need to travel, I will certainly be 
dusting off  my Lonely Planet books when I get home. t

snap
linda brucesmith/jessie kinivan/matthew gardner



6

madness: a memoir
megan porter

Against a pretty backdrop of  paper cranes, underneath 
a red tent at the Maiwar Green, Kate Richards gave 
impressive and heart-felt responses to Dr Judith Martin’s 
questions about her book Madness: A Memoir, and about 
the many social issues and stigmas surrounding mental 
illness.

Richards’ prime motivation for penning her tell-all, 
confronting, and, at times, strangely beautiful and 
poetic account was to address the issue of  ‘isolation and 
aloneness’ that plagues many people with mental health 
issues—particularly young people in their late teens and 
early twenties who may have a distorted picture of  what 
mental illness is because of  the stereotypes that appear 
in the mainstream media.

Her aim was to provide another avenue of  support for 
people who feel they are alone with their symptoms.  She 
chose to write her book in the present tense in order 
to ‘put people into the moment of  being unwell’. She 
hopes this will encourage mental health professionals, 
the families, and the carers of  those with mental illness 
to develop more insight into the feelings of  those who 
are acutely unwell.

Richards also spoke at length about the major social 
issues that result from mental illness and the negative 
connotations that are attached to a diagnosis or hospital 
stay.  It is still a worryingly common thing to hear people 
say things such as ‘get over it’, or ‘are you really trying 
hard enough to be well?’ to mentally unwell people.

These statements are not only hurtful, but they can 
also slow or even shut down the unwell person’s road 
to recovery. This stigma even extends to the parents of  
those who are unwell: Richards revealed that her parents 
were ‘grilled’ so harshly by their peers when she first 
exhibited mental health symptoms that she believes they 
took on the unfounded burden of  feeling responsible 
for her condition. 

As a former psychiatric nurse, I felt a connection with 
everything Kate Richards had to say. For far too long 
mental illness has been trivialised, misrepresented, or 
ignored. I truly hope that these stigmas will be erased as 
society realises how common, pervasive, and detrimental 
mental illness can be. Only by writing, reading, and 
talking more about mental illness will people develop 
strategies to combat—and hopefully overcome—these 
conditions. t
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adventures in volunteering
maria gunn

A few months ago on Facebook, a call-out for volunteers 
for The Brisbane Writer’s Festival caught my eye. 
Excellent. Before you could say ‘Marcel Proust’, I was 
officially on the shift list.

On Thursday, I arrived at the festival volunteer room. 
Kylie, the volunteer supervisor, calmly directed me to 
a box of  hot-pink volunteer shirts. She handed me a 
Samsung tablet then sent me on my way. 

My task was to compel people to complete a survey that 
would be used as the basis of  a Saturday-night session 
called ‘Twenty Questions’ featuring Rebecca Levingston, 
Jennifer Byrne, and Matt Condon. The survey opened 
with a question about politics and was illustrated by 
photos of  Tony Abbott and Clive Palmer. 

It sounded easy enough, but I was in for a surprise.

It turns out I underestimated the passion of  the average 
Queenslander-on-the-street. There was much eye rolling 
and groaning. One elderly, white–haired lady actually hit 
the Samsung screen—nearly lifting me off  my feet—for 
showing her a picture of  ‘that man’. I never did work out 
if  it was Tony or Clive she objected to.

Another question asked if  the respondent would prefer 
to be in a war-torn country or a leaky boat. One very old 
gentleman leaning heavily on his walking stick pondered 
the issue carefully, then leant towards me to answer in 
a fierce rasp: ‘I wouldn’t be pissing off  in a boat. I’d be 
staying to fight.’ I believed him.

On Friday, I entered the volunteer room to find 
Kylie sitting with her head in her hands. None of  the 
volunteers had shown up for the Malcolm Fraser/Helen 
Garner sessions at City Hall. She jumped at my offer to 
fill in, and—after a brisk walk across Kirrilpa Bridge—I 

found myself  outside the Ithaca Room selling copies of  
Mr Fraser’s Dangerous Allies and Ms Garner’s This House 
of  Grief. Both speakers gave fascinating insights into the 
origins of  their stories.

Saturday was even busier. I rambled around the State 
Library grounds asking my questions (and watching out 
for white-haired ladies).

Then I lined up for David Malouf  to sign my copy of  
Earth Hour and listened to Tara Moss give her clear-eyed 
assessment of  modern gender politics in ‘The Archetypal 
Woman’. ‘Twenty Questions’ was on immediately 
afterwards; the panel’s witty and acerbic observations 
had me in stitches.  It was worth the near-assault.

The Brisbane Writers Festival with its many forums, 
workshops, and discussions is an inspirational event. 
If  you do get an opportunity to volunteer, I strongly 
recommend the experience.

However, I do advise you to leave your picture of  Clive 
Palmer at home. Just in case. t
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Yrsa Sigurðardóttir is the author of  one of  the newest 
Icelandic crime fiction series. She appeared at the 
Brisbane Writers Festival to discuss her latest book, The 
Silence of  the Sea. 

Icelandic crime fiction is a fairly new literary genre with 
a relatively short fifteen-year history. Yrsa believes this is 
because Icelandic publishers did not believe books about 
crime were likely to be successful considering the low 
crime rates in their home country. Fortunately for Yrsa, 
it turns out that this incongruity is part of  the genre’s 
appeal. 

The thread of  social issues exists throughout all Icelandic 
crime writing despite differences in authors’ sensibilities 
and styles. Iceland’s lack of  crime means this genre has 
had an enormous impact on the locals—themes of  
mystery, investigation, and bad things happening to good 
people have taken the country by storm.

The landscape plays an important role in setting the 
scene. Yrsa described the landscape and the physical 
environment as one of  the pillars around which a story 
is built. Characters and social aspects are also important: 
the more real these feel, the more easily readers connect 
with the story.

Iceland’s harsh—yet beautiful—landscape lends itself  
well to crime stories. An interesting point Yrsa raised 
was that crime stories generally take place during winter 
months because the darkness helps to set the scene. It 
is harder to imagine crimes taking place during a bright, 
warm summer.

Growing up, Yrsa was fascinated by the story of  the 
Marie Celeste. This tale, combined with the ever-present 
menace of  the ocean, inspired her newly published story 
The Silence of  the Sea. Her story is more satisfying than 
that of  the Marie Celeste, however, as we do eventually 
find out what happened to the passengers.

The menace of  the sea is a common theme in Icelandic 
literature in the same way that the menace of  the forest 
appears constantly in European literature. Accidents 
and cautionary tales abound. Yrsa mentioned that, 
until recently, the sea caused many deaths every year in 
Iceland. It was commonplace when she was growing up 
to have had at least one relative die at sea.

This informative discussion about suspense and 
supernatural themes definitely caught my imagination. I 
can’t wait to read her stories. t

northern lights
jane etherton
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where’s my jetpack?
elise bianchi

Winston woke up, then immediately wished he 
hadn’t, as he blearily remembered the nightmarish 
future he inhabited. He opened the window of  his 
dingy shoebox apartment and breathed in the smog-
thick atmosphere of  the city-labyrinth. He picked 
up a government-supplied pot of  nano-medicine 
and rubbed it over his face and hands to prevent 
radiation burn from the global nuclear fallout. ‘Boy, 
I wish I knew what a tree looked like.’ Winston said, 
sighing with regret.

1984. A Brave New World. I, Robot. Science fiction has a 
tendency towards the pessimistic. But can science fiction 
serve a social benefit? Charlotte Nash, Sean Williams, 
and Ben McKenzie sat down to discuss how science 
fiction has influenced reality and whether reality has lived 
up to science fiction’s expectations.

First of  all, let’s deal with the subject of  jetpacks. We 
may not all own backpack-style jetpacks that allow us to 
whoosh around town; however, if  we did, our legs would 
probably suffer from continuous third-degree burns. 
Where would the exhaust go? Science fiction doesn’t 
always take into account real-world problems with future 
technology.

As Charlotte mentioned, storytelling relies on conflict, 
so, inevitably, science fiction is going to explore the 
potential adverse effects of  technology. But this can 

skew public opinion against new technologies, which, in 
turn, may stifle inventions before we can fully determine 
whether their benefits outweigh their harm. Fear of  the 
new and unknown is a fundamental human trait—but 
should science fiction writers take public opinion into 
account? Should they attempt to write science fiction 
that looks at new technologies from a positive angle?

Winston woke up with a contented hum, 
remembering the plentiful benefits of  the bounteous 
future he inhabited. His house AI had prepared 
fresh buttered toast and a mug of  hot tea for him. 
He took a large bite out of  the toast, munching with 
satisfaction as he opened the window of  his open 
plan living quarters. Fresh air wafted cheerfully in as 
peaceful flying cars glided past. Everyone was happy 
and had everything they wanted since scientists had 
invented clean energy and cured all known diseases. 
‘I love science.’ Winston murmured peacefully.

Okay, maybe not to that extent. To paraphrase Ben: 
put humans in any circumstances with any level of  
technological sophistication and something can—and 
will—get screwed up. Technology can be created to solve 
a problem, but the same technology can then cause a 
whole raft of  new problems. But this is the great beauty 
of  science fiction: it inspires scientists to flesh out the 
benefits and the repercussions of  new technologies. t
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Day Three 

When Andy Griffiths first shows up, we joke that 
there were kids still sitting in their school bus that were 
technically in line for an autograph. But now he’s been 
sitting at the signing table for nearly three hours. His 
wrist is in a brace, but—somehow—his smile never 
seems to falter. He’s generous with his time, not hurrying 
any of  his fans away to get to the person behind them. 
There’s no one else at the table beside him. Just Andy 
Griffiths staring down a queue of  fans struggling to stay 
undercover that stretches back past the bookshops and 
entryways.

There’s a little girl flitting through the bookshop, her 
hand hovering above the mountains of  books as if  she is 
reading their auras. She has been in constant motion since 
she walked into the store; since her mother explained to 
her that this was different to a library: this was where you 
buy books to take home and keep forever. Her mother 
had promised her one book. An older woman, her arms 
filled with books, keeps an eye on the pair. She is smiling 
to herself.

The little girl is incredibly polite: she moves out of  the 
way to let people through and she says ‘good morning’ to 
everyone she passes. She narrows it down to two choices, 
her hands still hovering over the books as though she’s 
not sure she can touch them. Minutes pass as she agonises 
over her choice, but, finally, she makes up her mind.

By now, the older lady is having her books bagged by 
the staff. She excuses herself  for a moment to pick up 
a brightly coloured children’s book. The lady lingers 
outside as the mother and daughter pay for their single 
book then she stops them as they leave. I don’t hear 
the conversation through the crowds, but the little girl  
bounces on her heels, grinning. She launches herself  at 
the lady, hugging her tightly before accepting her gift.

Every panel I dash away from leaves me wanting to buy 
more books. I want to know how Kate Richards survived 

and how David Roland changed his brain. I want to 
know more about Ellen Van Neerven’s speculative and 
surreal Brisbane. I want to find Sean Williams’ short 
Doctor Who story. And I really, really want to know about 
koala trench warfare in David Hunt’s Girt. Frankly, that 
one might be a ‘need’ rather than a ‘want’. My flatmate 
has fallen in love with David Stavanger’s poetry, so I 
have been carrying around two copies of  his book all 
day, hoping for a chance to get them signed. Trapped in 
the lines, I pick a random poem and begin to read. I start 
to understand why she’s fallen so hard.

There’s something about the boys from the Doug 
Anthony All Stars. A few years back, my meeting with 
Richard Fidler went downhill after I started flailing 
around and gushing words, causing my mentor in the art 
of  photography to barely smother his laughter. I’ve since 
avoided any sessions Richard has been at, just in case he 
remembers.

This year, it’s Tim’s turn. Tim Ferguson shares the throne 
with Paul McDermott as the most influential and beloved 
comedians in my personal pantheon. I am grinning like 
the little girl from before with her new book. I’m also 
careful to arrive at ‘Analogue Men’ a little early—I know 
better than to show up late when there is a comedian in 
the room.

One of  my friends, Kat, is working as a volunteer. She 
tolerates my hyperactivity with far more patience than it 
deserves. She promises that, if  Tim’s not signing, she’ll 
make sure I get to meet him. At the end of  the panel, 
when signings are promised, Kat catches my eye, gives 
me the thumbs-up. I flail, grin, and have one of  those 
(hopefully) silent fangirl moments that always show up 
at the worst possible times. My brain catches up with 
the niggling feeling that I’m being watched. Please don’t be 
Tim. Yep, Tim’s watching. But so are Michael Robotham, 
David Hunt, and Nick Earls. Oops. t

moments III
kylie thompson
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Day Four

The talk on ‘Lies, Spies and Whistle-blowers’ starts a little 
bit late; members of  the audience are restless until Matt 
Condon and Luke Harding begin to speak. The room 
falls silent. It’s the sort of  frank discussion rarely heard 
in Australia—a talk where Matthew Condon starts by 
asking if  anyone has worked for a head-spinning list of  
agencies. The audience’s laugher is the sort tinged with 
wonder about just how serious he is. Although he has 
been working on a story decades old—so old that the 
leading cast of  characters are retirees—there still seems 
to be some kind of  instinctive wariness from those who 
lived through the Joh era. 

As for Luke, he has been kicked out of  Russia for 
reporting fearlessly on the country’s government and 
he has researched both Julian Assange and Edward 
Snowden extensively. The questions fly thick and 
fast about Vladimir Putin. Walking back out into the 
sunshine, the world feels a little scarier. A few people eye 
the ever-present security cameras as they hurry towards 
the library.

Waiting for the ‘Scum and Villainy’ panel to start, I listen 
to two older women chatting behind me. ‘I thought, for 
ages now, that his name was pronounced ‘robot-ham’. I 
always wondered who the hell came up with that name. 
Who thought to themselves ‘robot ham. That sounds 
like a good idea and a better name!’

The ‘Ned Kelly Awards’ start with a debate about 
whether crime shows are better than books. Given 
where we are, the affirmative team are at a disadvantage. 
They give it a go, though, and their arguments add a 
wealth of  must-watch television to my planned summer 
hibernation. But it is Lenny Bartulin who steals the show. 
He’s an avenging crusader out to defend the honour of  
the noble book over its visual, digital cousin. It’s like 
watching a handsome young evangelist driving demons 
from the crowd with a mixture of  inventive cussing and 
charismatic flair. 

Michael Robotham’s hat. I’m fascinated by it. All day, 
he has wandered about without it, but it’s the early 
evening now and suddenly it’s there. The night blooming 
Robotham.

In the gap between the ‘Ned Kelly Awards’ and ‘Jukebox 
Confessions’ there’s music and chatting at the bar. The 
celebrations are in full swing, and a couple dance together 
with the woman’s black slip-on shoes balanced on their 
heads. Throughout the night, I catch glimpses of  her 
shoe: a sad and sorry Mohawk perched on her partner’s 
crown. Every so often, she tries to take it from him. He 
returns it, proudly, to his head. 

‘Jukebox Confessions’ has started, and David Stavanger 
kicks off  the night. Beside me, my flatmate straightens 
and leans forward in her chair. His work is achingly 
beautiful, the way the best poetry is. Around the room, 
people are leaning forward. They drink in David’s voice, 
words, and presence like wine.

A song from Ben Salter follows each writer’s work. Sian 
Prior’s moments of  song are stunning; if  you’ve never 
heard her sing, she has the sort of  haunting voice I could 
listen to all night. Sean William’s story leads to easily the 
best rendition of  Kate Bush I’ve heard from a man. As 
we walk back to the car, I spot a young woman curled up 
at the back of  the tent, hastily scribbling into a pristine 
little notebook. Sitting in the passenger seat—heater 
slowly driving the chill away—I scribble into my own 
beaten-to-hell notebook.

Day Five

There are writers in the world who are quite precious 
about protecting their writing rituals. Lauren Beukes 
isn’t one of  them. She has organised a PowerPoint 
presentation for her ‘Broken Monsters’ session filled 
with photos of  Detroit and stories about how she 
researched her latest fantastic book. Like all good crime 
writers, she has gallows humour down to an art. In three 
minutes, she puts the entire industry into perspective: for 
all the debate about whether character or plot is more 
important, if  you skip one to focus on the other your 
book is going to turn out to be dodgy.

David Stavanger is the MC at the closing ceremony, better 
known as ‘Glitter and Dust’—an event where authors 
get a chance to riff  on about... well, anything at all. Ben 
Eltham is reading out Tony Abbot’s ascension speech. 
I’m going to go out on a limb and say that tonight is 
going to be a weird kind of  night. t
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our previous issues
billy burmester

A sumptuous collection of  stories, 
essays, poetry and photography, 
many with a darker side, fill One Page: 
Brisbane’s debut issue. Includes a short 
story by Charlotte Nash, an article 
from the Curator of  International 
Art at the Queensland Art Gallery, 
David Burnett, and a photo essay on 
arson at the Albion Flour Mill.

Of  all the dimensions to be inexorably 
pushed through, time is one of  the 
better ones. The Time issue brings 
you time-travelling robots and a 
profile of  Brisbane’s famous City 
Hall clock tower. Also enjoy poetry, 
short stories, and an interview with 
the head honchos of  the Brisbane 
Fringe Festival.

Tiny slips of  cardboard which, by 
general societal agreement, allow 
access to places and things. In One 
Page: Brisbane’s Tickets issue, you 
can read an interview with music 
photographer Matt Palmer, fiction 
and poetry from emerging Brisbane 
writers, and a short story about a dog 
named Tickets.

Our bumper issue bulges with content 
from a menagerie of  emerging 
Brisbane writers with diverse and 
diverting themes such as bearded 
women, tennis, and dating engineers. 
It showcases local artists and has 
an interview with Michael Hawker, 
Associate Curator of  Australian Art 
at the Queensland Art Gallery.

Glass: originally invented to allow 
people to see out of  houses, but 
quickly banned when it became 
apparent it also allowed people to see 
in. The Glass issue looks at the Albion 
Glass Factory and the Newstead 
Brewery plus our usual hand-picked 
selection of  words and images from 
emerging Brisbane creatives.

It’s almost easier to list what isn’t in 
this issue than what is. It includes 
30-odd pages of  performance arts 
from Brisbane’s most energetic 
and enthusiastic cultural producers: 
burlesque, comedy, drama, music, 
photography, poetry... even a picnic.

It has been said Queenslanders love 
to write about houses, but sometimes 
they also like to step out of  their back 
doors and explore their backyards. 
The Backyards issue features the 
beginning of  a luscious serial story 
from Linda Brucesmith, as well as 
memoir, poetry, and fiction written in 
and about Brisbane’s backyards.

We decided to cover three days of  
the 2014 Brisbane Writers Festival 
with special daily issues on Friday, 
Saturday, and Sunday. We couldn’t 
cover everything, but we came jolly 
close. These issues have articles, 
photos, reviews, and interviews.

ISSUE 1

ISSUE 2/3

ISSUE 4

ISSUE 5

ISSUE 7

ISSUE 6

SPECIAL: Brisbane Fringe Festival

SPECIAL: Brisbane Writers Festival

Our back issues are available on our website or through our iOS app. Keep an eye out for Issue 8: Kin. t
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The setting is incongruous with the theme. We are in 
a quiet, well designed, and well-ordered place: the 
Queensland Art Gallery’s lecture theatre. The room is 
adjacent to one of  the most tranquil (and presumably 
safe) spaces in the city: the QAG water mall. A place 
of  contemplation and reflection, a place of  clean lines 
and clear thinking. But what we’ve come to hear and talk 
about is murder.

We’re told in no-nonsense language that most homicides 
in Australia involve some common basic elements: 
alcohol, fists, feet, and whatever other weapons are close 
at hand when anger, frustration, and hatred overwhelm 
self-control. Kitchen knives are mentioned more than 
once, as is the phrase—so often uttered by someone 
standing over a deceased family member or friend—
’What have I done?’

With regards to crime fiction, the banality of  most 
murders does not provide grist for a lively narrative mill. 
The perpetrators tend to be under-educated, under-
employed, and under the influence of  substances or 
untreated mental illnesses (usually both). The victims—
while not to blame—are often intimately linked to their 
killers (more on that below). The detectives are typically 
hard working, but otherwise ordinary, people. Former 
police officer Pam Newton said: ‘I never saw a cop take 
work home, why would you? The fictional trope of  the 
obsessed detective is, in reality, very rare.’ Australia’s 
experience with serial killers is (thankfully) low, and most 
murders are not premeditated. Evidence is usually found 
immediately and close to the body.

The body is something Newton spoke about in plaintive 
terms: ‘The dead are dead in a way that you can’t act [viz. 
television]. You can never fully understand the living, but 
we demand an understanding of  the dead.’ Detectives do 
difficult, unpleasant work that is emotionally and legally 
crucial, but that work is professionally pedestrian more 
often than it is personally heroic.

And—as good as they are, as well trained and as 
scientifically supported their work is—they are humans 
dealing with human wreckage. As Wayne Petherick 
said: ‘A crime scene can tell you an incredible amount. 
Crime scenes are messy... [But] evidence is missed or not 
collected in many cases.’

Pam Newton said the whole forensics genre does not 
interest her, at which the host, Meg Vann, reminded her 
that, before the session, Newton had called it ‘Murder 
Porn’. ‘I don’t read books for procedure, I read for 
characters. Procedure kits are not going to get under your 
skin, nor make you tingle. I can’t think of  a story where 
a blood splatter pattern is the most important element. 
Human relationships matter most; the other stuff  is just 
a tool, it shouldn’t be driving the story.’

Consulting criminologist (how Sherlockian) Wayne 
Petherick discounted the traditional psychological 
tangents that dominate narrative crime fiction, in which 
fiendish geniuses plot their victim’s demise in dark 
rooms. He declared that if  stories were based more 
closely––and less creatively––on the common realities 
of  investigations you would give up reading the book 
after five or ten pages. The mundane, domestic nature 
of  murder—located more in lounge-rooms than 
laboratories—points towards a concept that is difficult 
to accept at first glance: that of  victim participation. 
However, it is important to consider this for a fuller 
understanding of  the non-fictitious murderous mind.

Research documents the statistical significance of  
the linked ‘roles’ of  victim and offender. It is an 
uncomfortable concept, rarely featured in fiction, that 
victims often initiate the actions that lead to their deaths. 
They are not responsible for their killer’s actions, but 
they can, sometimes, be involved.

Reality is so difficult to digest. I think I’ll stick with 
stories. t

cause of death
matthew wengert

‘I have a general sense of  where 
I’m going... I’m not a plotter... 
It’s one step forward, one step 
back.’ – Pam Newton.

‘Crime is tragedy; we don’t 
shy away from Hamlet and 
Macbeth.’ – Pam Newton.
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all you need is love
alyssa miskin

Do not feel guilty about your pleasure!

A bold statement? Well, I have four writers on the 
panel of  ‘All You Need is Love’ plus their legions of  
fans to back me up on this. The writers in question are 
Kimberly Freeman, Charlotte Nash, Kate Cuthbert, and 
Kylie Scott—a warm and talented group who take great 
pleasure in reading romance stories.

One of  the big problems the panel discussed was that 
romance tends to be treated as the lowest rung on the 
literature ladder, even though it is immensely popular. 
Readers of  the genre are made to feel guilty about their 
love for these books.

I know what it’s like to feel guilty about my reading 
material. I even feel guilty going near shelves that 
advertise ‘women’s literature’. And I hate feeling guilty 
about books that I love reading. I don’t want to feel guilty 
for loving something that makes me feel stupidly happy 
on the inside. Kimberly Freeman knows romance is not 
a lesser genre than literary fiction. Why should popularity 
preclude respect?

Kate Cuthbert called romance a literature of  optimism. 
Why should we feel bad for reading something described 
in such positive terms?

The first time I read a proper romance novel was late in 
high school. Reaching the story’s climax made my chest 
flood with fluffy warmth and satisfaction. I love that 
feeling. There is nothing cheap, weak, or ridicule-worthy

about a story that gives me that feeling. And yes, 
sometimes it can be a ‘sexy’ feeling—but that doesn’t 
make romance ‘porn for women’.

Charlotte Nash earnestly defended romance novels 
and their right to tell stories about different kinds 
of  lives, and indeed, different kinds of  loves, without 
being called porn. These stories are all about emotion, 
and—as the panel agreed—emotion and porn just don’t 
work together. Calling these stories ‘porn for women’ 
is dismissive because it implies that the kinds of  stories 
told in romance novels don’t need to be understood. 
And that’s just not true. 

No two loves are the same, and romance stories explore 
many different facets of  this glorious emotion.  This is 
great, as Kylie Scott pointed out, because we can see 
all these different relationships and decide which parts 
of  them we like and want in our own lives. I, for one, 
learned that I would relish having a significant other who 
would carry me to safety and call a doctor if  I was gored 
by a wild bull—a quality I discovered in a love interest 
in a Mills and Boon novel. That is the sort of  quality that 
I really admire in a partner, and I’m glad I don’t have to 
actually get gored by a wild bull to experience it.

I refuse to feel guilty about loving stories that quicken 
my pulse and make my chest go all fuzzy with happiness 
when the complex protagonist finally gets together with 
her excellent, bull-dodging, doctor-calling man after a 
whirlwind of  romance and scandal. t
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[Jane]

This session featured lively discussion about the definition 
of  genre and the roles it plays in narrative writing. 
Panellists Rjurick Davidson, Kimberley Freeman, and 
Kylie Scott gave their opinions about how authors view 
their chosen genres.

At the beginning of  this session—which had been moved 
unexpectedly from The Edge to The Gallery—there was 
a lot of  ambient sound, which made it difficult to hear 
the unmiked presenters. However, once the technical 
dramas were over, a lively discussion began about the 
staticness and fluidity of  genre, how it is created, and 
who consumes it.

[Kimberly Freeman] ‘Genre can be seen to be 
contingent on what is enjoyed by readers, however it can 
also move on once it has been defined.’

[Rjurick Davidson] ‘As such, it is also possible to see it 
as a string to which the writer adds other strings in order 
to build the central ‘rope’ of  the story.’

There was somewhat of  a consensus that genre readers 
become genre writers. This suggests that genres exist 
primarily so readers can find the sort of  books they 
enjoy the most. It also lets readers know what to expect 
from the story in advance.

Unfortunately, I had to leave the session early due to 
the onset of  a coughing fit, but I am sure those people 
fortunate enough to stay for the entire session enjoyed it 
immensely. t

[Elise]

It is almost impossible to talk about masculinity and 
femininity without reference to each other as the two 
concepts are inextricably linked. Tony Birch, Omar 
Musa, and Victor Marsh sat down on Father’s Day to 
discuss the role of  masculinity in Australian culture and 
the problems with binary gender roles.

A feature of  traditional Anglo-Western culture is the 
almost universal desire for clearly defined gender roles. 
Tony pointed out how difficult it can be to differentiate 
between modern expectations for boys and girls. Parents 
should want all their kids, regardless of  gender, to be 
strong and independent individuals.

Unfortunately, as Omar pointed out, many children 
come from families with either a dysfunctional father, 
or no father at all. This leads to what they called ‘father 
hunger’—a yearning for a strong father figure to look up 
to who sets a good example of  what it is to be masculine. 
Often, absences can often be as powerful as presences.

In these situations, without a male role model, it can 
become difficult for children to tell the difference 
between strength and power. Violence often results from 
a perceived lack of  power. This perpetuates a dangerous 
cycle.

As a girl from a family without a functional father figure, 
this discussion about the role of  masculinity in Australia 
was a therapeutic exercise. Too often, men who feel 
passionate about masculinity may leave women out of  
the discussion—just as women who feel passionately 
about feminism may leave men out of  the discussion. I 
was pleased that this Father’s Day discussion was open to 
everyone regardless of  their gender. t

betwixt and between/
man up

jane etherton/elise bianchi
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Whenever one considers the future, it is inevitable that 
the mind goes to jetpacks or flying cars. People have, at 
least since the 1950s, cultivated a deep and intractable 
entitlement to personal rocket-powered transportation.

The ‘Where’s My Jetpack?’ panel of  three science 
fiction authors (Charlotte Nash, Sean Williams, and Ben 
McKenzie) considered this age-old question. Jetpacks 
just aren’t practical, they agreed. How would you prevent 
it from burning your legs off? There are prototypes, of  
course, but they’re motorbike-sized devices you need to 
strap yourself  into, which—it was agreed—just don’t 
count.

Charlotte Nash, who works as an engineer when she is 
not writing stories, told us that when it comes to future 
technology, ideas are easy. In ‘soft’ science fiction, you can 
just have a black box or light-covered panel that allows... 
whatever you need it to allow. If  the practical aspects of  
interstellar travel/cyborgs/laser weapons/teleportation 
are ignored, you can concentrate on telling a story about 
their social impact. When it comes to ‘hard’ sci-fi, a lot 
of  futuristic technology makes sense on paper. But the 
problem with translating ideas to reality is that mundane 
things get in the way.

A common problem, the panel agreed, is that we just don’t 
have the right materials. A local example is the University 
of  Queensland’s scramjet project, which folded last year 
when it became clear the materials required to survive the 
immense heat and pressure of  an air-breathing jet don’t 
yet exist. That problem is relatively easy to overcome, 
you might think—just develop stronger, lighter materials. 
And, of  course, that’s precisely what many scientists and 
engineers around the world are doing. But there are other 
societal limitations to futuristic technology entering the 
mainstream.

‘People like things that are cool and interesting and weird’, 
said Sean Williams, but there’s the problem: making 
enough of  a new technology, in an affordable enough 
way, so that people can actually use it. Nash mentioned 
new objects, such as vehicles, being made from composite 
materials like carbon nanofibre and fibreglass. These 
are strong and light and vital for many applications, 
but almost all of  the manufacturing equipment and 

production lines have been built to work with metals. 
We learned that new and amazing technologies will often 
be warped, bent, and worsened simply so they can be 
produced in existing factories. Society and economy 
again limit scientific progress.

A bleak prospect indeed for those of  us waiting 
impatiently for affordable robots and wormholes to 
London. But, it was agreed, progress doesn’t always 
mean improvement. ‘It doesn’t necessarily mean things 
get better. It just means they get different,’ said Williams.

The panel agreed that, although science fiction has 
access to an unlimited supply of  interesting and useful 
technological ideas, it is real, everyday people who wind 
up deciding what actually becomes real, albeit indirectly. 
Ben McKenzie’s demonstration of  his Pebble smart-
watch—plus an audience question about flying cars—
got me thinking about what near-magical technological 
marvels have become mainstream.

Although we’re not flitting around on personal scramjets, 
most people own at least one hand-held supercomputer. 
These computers are controlled with touchscreens, 
hand gestures, and sometimes just eye movements. 
They have nearly unlimited access to a global network 
of  information that essentially functions as an extension 
of  the brain, and they can pinpoint their own locations 
to within a few metres—anywhere on the planet—
because of  a network of  orbiting satellites. They allow 
instantaneous communication with anyone, anywhere. 
And it is not considered particularly uncommon to drop 
them in the toilet.

So, where are our jetpacks? Well, there will always be 
people who like the idea of  hurtling through the air 
tied to a rocket. For the rest of  us, it’s worth thinking 
about the incredible technology that has quietly become 
ubiquitous over the course of  years. Science fiction will 
continue to provide the ideas, just as it’s always done. 
And, as always, those ideas will filter through the slow, 
complicated ant-farm of  society, economy, and plain 
old usefulness. The future will be filled with exciting, 
interesting, and life-changing technology. It’s up to us to 
decide what that will be. t

jetpacks and scramjets
billy burmester
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Favel Parrett began her session with a reading from her 
new work When the Night Comes (Hachette Australia, 
2014). It is a ‘kind of  love story’ inspired partly by the 
Antarctic supply ship Nella Dan (lost in 1987)—a fact 
that was increasingly confirmed by the eloquent way she 
described her childhood memories of  the vessel, and the 
voyage she later took to Antarctica on the Nella Dan’s 
replacement ship.

Parrett recalled the Danish crew of  the Nella Dan as 
being a kind of  ‘life force’ when they came into Hobart 
with their singsong accents. As she developed her story, 
she met many former crew members, she sought out 
their stories, she heard about their ‘burning passion to 
go to sea... to follow their fathers’. Eventually, she chose 
to make the main character a chef. When asked why 
she didn’t select a more predictable role—such as the 
captain—Parrett explained that the chefs work harder 
than anyone else aboard ships, often for fourteen hours 
a day. Also, they deal with everyone on the ship, even 
acting as unofficial counsellors when necessary.

Her enthusiasm for the ship (not a boat) and the Southern 
Ocean was immediately apparent to the audience. She 
also spoke lovingly about food in general—Danish 
food in particular—and the inevitable learning curve 
experienced by people not used to it: it starts with 
tentativeness then develops into wild excitement every 
time the dinner triangle rings out from the galley (not 
the kitchen).

Parrett spoke most intensely about the wondrous voyage 
she took across the Southern Ocean to Antarctica: ‘Its 
a place not many people get to.’ She travelled through 
the roaring forties, the furious fifties, and the screaming 
sixties. She watched seabirds from the deck and looked 
through portholes at bits of  ice going past, some with 
Emperor penguins on them. Then she hit the icebergs 
as big as buildings that ‘have never melted and may be 
thousands of  years old’. Eventually, she saw the research 
base: a red shed in the middle of  nothing but ice.

Her descriptions of  the colours—unexpected pinks, 
greys, and yellows—in the ice, the skies, and the waters, 
was very evocative. However, she noted that the base 
itself  was a place without green, apart from the lettuce 
on her plate. A place without cars, without the usual 
noises of  modern life, and with very few people at a time 
for twelve months. There is not much written about it 
because not many artists go there.

At the base, as on the voyage, the researchers and fellow 
travellers form very intense relationships. She was very 
upset when she left the ship, describing the feeling as 
‘like being torn away from her family’, but she also grew 
homesick for her biological family.

There was a satellite phone on the ship, located in a 
cupboard called the ‘Cabinet of  Sorrows’—so-called 
because people used it when they were very lonely, and 
it tended to accentuate their loneliness. Conversely, the 
sailors themselves miss the sea when they are at home.

Favel Parrett’s rare adventure—traveling to this difficult, 
distant wilderness—was undertaken so that she could 
better understand her story and her characters, but it 
seems she arrived at a place where she better understood 
herself  as a person and as a writer. t

favel perrett
matthew wengert

‘She was with me all the time; 
I dreamt about her... It seems 
strange to say that about a ship.’

‘I love the Southern Ocean, it’s 
the most incredible place... We 
can visit but we can’t stay... It 
can be wild and ferocious and 
terrifying, or it can be calm. It’s 
full of  life.’

‘I’m just writing scenes and 
trying to follow energy... There’s 
a pile of  scenes not in there...
Maybe writing shouldn’t be 
easy... Maybe it’s always going 
to be difficult.’
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[Kylie]

There’s a woman in the crowd. We’ve all met her before, 
or, at least, we’ve met one of  her various iterations—
people that trawl through literary festivals, waiting for 
the obligatory Q&A session. She scowls throughout the 
session, squirming in her seat. Occasionally, she’ll snatch 
up her phone and begin to check Facebook. 

‘We have time to take a few questions.’

The woman’s hand slams upwards so hard and fast that 
the people around her flinch backwards in surprise. A 
volunteer hurries a microphone over.

It starts with the obligatory introduction. She is 
Important, with a deliberate and well-enunciated capital 
‘I’. She also has Something Very Important To Say.

‘I don’t read. Books are dead. You might as well call it the 
Brisbane Obsolete Paper-Based Abominations Festival’. 

No one says anything.  

Books are dead in the same way that gentlemen, 
optimism, honour, and love are dead. 

Sure, if  you’ve never judged someone by the contents 
of  their bookshelf  then books are dead. If  you weren’t 
part of  Sunday morning’s traffic jam as festival visitors 
all simultaneously tried to find parking spots then, yes, 
books are dead.

If  you close your eyes and pretend it’s the Brisbane 
Obsolete Paper-Based Abominations Festival, then 
maybe you can convince yourself  this is the case (but who 
would go to BOP-BA?). If  you can consciously ignore 
the staff  of  the pop-up bookshop desperately struggling 
to keep their shelves stocked for the oncoming rush of  
avid readers then you might be able to delude yourself  
into thinking that you might have a point. Maybe. 

Yeah, books are totally, totally dead. t

[Jessie]

‘It’s the book we needed to have’ has been the general 
reception to Foreign Soil, Maxine Beneba Clarke’s first 
collection of  short stories. It’s the book that publishers 
shied away from and marketers grimaced at. They asked 
her: ‘Could you make it more book-club accessible? 
Perhaps take away the Molotovs and give readers a sense 
that things end well?’ Well, she didn’t, and thank God for 
that. t

books are dead/
maxine beneba clarke

kylie thompson/jessie kinivan
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When we think about beverages in relation to authors, our 
minds turn to the many distinguished and disreputable 
writers who have dallied with alcohol. But perhaps we 
should pause to consider a much more pleasant beverage?

Everyone has their casual drink of  choice, and this talk 
covered just about all of  them: green tea, black tea, 
herbal tea, tisane, chai, and even coffee. Josephine Moon 
and Morris Gleitzman are both authors and both love 
tea—but in very different ways.

Josephine is a high tea lover who delights in crafting 
concoctions from her own garden. She mixes everything 
from lavender to basil leaves to garlic into her black tea. 
Flavoured black tea becomes less about the tea itself  and 
more about everything else surrounding it. High tea is a 
bastion of  English culture; the ritual of  preparing the tea 
is a kind of  meditation or relaxation.

Morris, on the other hand, is a connoisseur of  fine 
Chinese tea. He even brought in a cake of  his own 
fermented Chinese tea to show off  during the talk. 
Clearly enamoured by the beverage’s history, he took 
the audience through a brief  modern history of  tea. We 
learnt that Queen Victoria named her green tea of  choice 
Oriental Beauty and we learnt that ‘boring’ teas grown at 
low altitudes necessitated the use of  milk and sugar.

Morris described coffee as a bully, and tea as a lover. But, 
to be fair, they do serve different purposes and they are 
suitable for different people in different circumstances. 
Josephine observed that when someone is in shock, 
you don’t give them coffee, you give them tea. It has a 
soothing quality not often associated with the wine and 
whiskey lives of  writers; but, regardless, tea has its place 
in the quiet and calming rituals of  everyday life. t

zen and the art of tea
elise bianchi
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broken monsters
alyssa miskin

Research and the writing process: two topics that appeal 
to my deeply nerdy writer self. Fortuitously, they were 
the main topics of  Lauren Beukes’ session, named after 
her novel Broken Monsters—a story about eerily artistic 
murders. 

The last major research project I buried myself  in 
dealt with writing process and how we consciously 
and unconsciously build stories, whether from 
formal research, life experiences, or the depths of  the 
subconscious. So Beukes’s session ‘Broken Monsters’ 
was absolutely my jam.

Beukes began her talk with a slideshow of  photos 
taken from her formal research for Broken Monsters. She 
travelled to Detroit, took photos of  beautiful abandoned 
buildings, interviewed locals from all parts of  the city, 
and met local police officers. 

She knew the beginning and end to her story, that she 
wanted social media to be an integral part of  the story 
world, and she knew the identity of  the killer. But she 
travelled to Detroit on two separate occasions to fill in 
the gaps and develop complex, nuanced characters and 
situations. 

She made very firm, conscious choices about how she 
was going to represent Detroit and its people in her book. 
It wasn’t just going to be a clichéd abandoned American 
city, half  a step away from a real life dystopia. Detroit 

had a certain liveliness. People still lived there and raised 
their children there—Beukes knew she wanted to show 
that aspect of  the city too. 

Then came the matter of  actually writing the story down. 
She told us how she put all this conscious research into 
the story. She quoted Elizabeth Gilbert’s TED X talk 
about muses (which I know almost verbatim from my 
own research project). Neither she nor Gilbert could let 
themselves sit around, hoping for a muse to arrive. They 
could not wait for their subconscious to jump in and 
allow the words to flow automatically. They had to start 
without a muse and make the process work themselves.

So, she planned hard and crawled into the story. She 
created a complex plan using Scrivener writing software 
that allowed her to see the whole plot and story at once, 
in chronological order. She even made a Criminal Minds-
esque murder board with red string. And, using those 
objects as stepping stones, she wrote. She wrote until 
the story started working by itself  and inspiration began 
to flow. It’s this kind of  conscious writing—just like her 
conscious research—that started her writing engine. 

It’s clear Beukes knows the ins and outs of  her creative 
process intimately. With her enviable talent for creative 
execution and her passionate interest in crime and 
technology I’m glad she chose writing as a career, rather 
than something darker! t
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interview: michael katakis
matthew wengert

Michael Katakis read, in his session, the epilogue of  
A Thousand Shards of  Glass, in which his wife dies after 
a five-year illness caused by a brain tumour. I was 
taken by surprise: I had expected to hear something 
about Hemingway—after all, the session was entitled 
‘Hemingway’s Legacy’—from Hemingway’s literary 
estate manager. I had supposed there would be some talk 
of  Katakis’ photography, but I did not expect to find 
tears creeping to the corners of  my eyes as he lovingly, 
and lyrically, related the final months of  idyllic happiness 
together followed by the sad story of  his wife’s final days.

Kris Hardin was an anthropologist. She died in 2012. We 
did hear and learn about Hemingway today, but hearing 
about Michael’s personal loss—a husband’s loss of  his 
wife, a man’s loss of  his lover, a friend’s loss of  his 
friend—in his own voice, moved me to tears. I respect 
and thank him for sharing his story with us so eloquently 
and movingly.

After the session, and after a long wait for the signing 
queue to finish at his table (I joked to his publicist that 
he must be writing new short stories on every signed 
book) Michael kindly agreed to a brief  interview. I began 
by asking him how long he had been married to Kris 
Hardin.

[Michael] Twenty-five years. She was ill for five of  those 
years, but within those five years there were some good 
times. She was the most remarkable human being I have 
ever met. I know people say those things, but everyone 
who knew her felt the same, including Michael Palin, who 
is a dear friend. He said: ‘I never knew anyone like her.’ 
Brilliant, to the point, dark humour, but never at anyone’s 
expense, and she spoke multiple African languages. After 
Kris passed away, I learned that so many of  the people 
who knew her as children in Sierra Leone were so taken 
with her that now, when I return to Sierra Leone, I am 
surrounded by people called ‘Kris’.

[OP:B] Did it take you long to write your book, A 
Thousand Shards?

[Michael] I actually wrote the book the last time I was 
here in Australia, going mad. I was here to do business 
regarding Hemingway and I really had lost my mind…  
The grief  was just too intense. I was here for other 

business with Simon & Schuster. But, instead, I started 
writing at a frantic pace about things that were troubling 
me about my country. The rough draft of  the book was 
finished in—I’d say—about seven weeks. It just kept 
pouring out. I was very much in a very bad way, so I 
was writing sometimes seven, nine, ten hours a day. The 
middle of  the night. Waking up. It was a very crazy time. 
That was still in Australia.

[OP:B] Have you been to Brisbane before? (No.) What 
are your fleeting impressions of  the city?

[Michael] Oh, I like it very much, along with the people 
I’m meeting. I size things up very quickly because, in 
some parts of  the world, my life has depended on that. 
The first thing you do is get a sense of  a place. It’s not 
always accurate, but it’s a starting point. Rather than 
waiting to see everything, you begin to engage people in 
conversation, talk to them about their lives. That’s what 
I’ve done all my life. Traveller is a very good example of  
that, it’s about thirty years of  travel journals, and my 
friend Michael Palin wrote the foreword for it.

[OP:B] (About Traveller.) Was there very much editing 
or self-editing of  your personal journal writings before 
they were published?

[Michael] No, this is pretty much the journal. But they’re 
not in sequential order. The publisher wanted that, but I 
said ‘no’ because I don’t think in those terms. So you’ll 
be reading 1988 and then the next one might be 2012. It’s 
just not how my brain works. I’m not comfortable with 
linear; the critics who’ve reviewed it and really liked it 
said they loved that nothing was sequential. It just made 
me feel more comfortable. You’re jumping around space 
and time, seeing how someone who is younger, who is 
rather stupid, all of  a sudden has developed later on, and 
the other way around.

[OP:B] There is a lot of  frustration expressed in A 
Thousand Shards… Have you ever talked to the Hemingway 
boys, Patrick and Sean, about your views on America?

[Michael] Yeah, Patrick disagreed with my views, at least 
in the essay he read, the first one that opens the book, he 
hasn’t read the rest. But I think Patrick would agree with 
some of  the things there, and not agree with others. He



22

is much more scientific in his approach. He looks at 
operations and governments and countries in a different 
way, which is terrific, because he’s more a citizen of  the 
world than I am in many ways. Patrick has lived in Africa 
for many years.

I’m going to send him a copy, but I really don’t know 
how he’ll respond. He will have disagreements. But I 
love the guy; we are very close. We’ve worked together 
now for fifteen years. We have conversations; not just 
about Hemingway and literature. We fish together, we 
stay together. He and his dear wife Carol adored my wife 
Kris. We’re very close. I consider him part of  my family.

[OP:B] With A Thousand Shards, was there much editing 
to follow the fast writing? Would you have tolerated 
much editing of  your work?

[Michael] No, not very much. It all came out pretty clean, 
which is very unusual. I had a great editor, Jessica Leeke, 
at Simon & Schuster, UK. Some of  the suggestions she 
made were minor, but very good, and were incorporated 
absolutely into the final copy. Once the book moves 
from my hands, it’s a collaborative project. Many of  the 
suggestions Jessica made, on reflection, were necessary.A 
sentence cut out here, a sentence shortened there, these 
kinds of  things. Different words used in places. I fought 
against it, but then I thought to myself: no, that works.

I’ll give you an example. The original line was: ‘There is 
another America that lies just below the surface of  myth, 
adrift on a sea of  illusions, and imprisoned by implacable 
ideologies that strangle reason and evidence-based 
solutions’. That was my line. Jessica said: ‘Throughout 
the book, you talk about compassion. You mention it a 
number of  times. Can’t we just remove “evidence-based 
solutions” and replace it with “compassion”?’

At first I was opposed to it, because ‘evidence-based 
solutions’ shows we’ve been retarded because of  
implacable ideologies. But, the more I thought about it, 
and the more I wrote it down, the more I knew she was 
correct. That’s the power of  having a great editor. They 
get you to ponder, to think. And, in the end, that was 
what was incorporated into the final draft because it was 
correct, clean, and straight to the point. It was the first 

time I’d ever worked with her.

I was upset when I first met her because she looked like 
she was twelve years old. I thought: what could she know 
about writing? I was wrong, very wrong. t

(A longer interview with Michael Katakis will be published in our 
September issue, in which he discusses the peculiar challenges of  
overseeing Ernest Hemingway’s enormous literary legacy.)

• A Thousand Shards of  Glass (2014, Simon & Schuster).

• Traveller: Observations from an American in Exile (2009, 
Simon & Schuster) with a foreword by Michael Palin.

Keen to read more Brisbane Writers 
Festival content? We’ll be incluing even 
more articles about the festival in our 
regular September issue, including 
a conversation with David Malouf  
(reproduced with his kind permission).
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farewell
daniel browne

And thus, dear readers, our series of  special issues have 
reached their conclusion. The 2014 Brisbane Writers 
Festival has been a fantastic, enlightening, enlivening—at 
times exhausting—experience for everyone involved. It 
has been a hurricane of  guest speakers, poets, volunteers, 
schoolchildren, journalists, politicians, authors, and 
musicians. The people of  Brisbane have been briefly 
united by their love for literature, be it fiction or non-
fiction, poetry or prose, meticulously researched and 
written over decades or furiously crafted in a single night.

Which reminds me: putting together a magazine is a 
difficult process at the best of  times. We usually spend 
a month carefully writing, editing and planning out each 
issue of  One Page: Brisbane; however, by necessity, we have 
released three full editions of  the magazine in three days. 
This has only been possible because of  our contributors’ 
ceaseless hard work and dedication.

So, I would like to thank everyone who contributed to 
these issues in any way: our loyal readers, writers, and 
photographers; members of  the Catena Collective; 
BWF staff  and volunteers; and the many fabulous guest 
speakers. It is great to see such a vibrant, intelligent 
literary scene here in Brisbane. It portends extremely 
well for the future.

As the hour grows late, I think William Blake should 
have the final word:

The sun descending in the west,
The evening star does shine;

The birds are silent in their nest,
And I must seek for mine.

[William Blake, Night, Songs of  Innocence] t
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the one page team

Alyssa Miskin is a creative writer and 
editor with a passion for beautiful use of 
language. She has a Bachelor of Creative 
Arts in writing and has recently graduated 
with a Master of Arts in Writing, Editing, 
and Publishing.

His journalism bridges ablaze, Ben 
Gordes abandoned the profession and 
became a carpenter. He is currently 
working on his novel, The Daily 
Anarchist, and wondering if society will 
ever forgive him.

Billy Burmester was born in Brisbane, 
read books and played video games for 
26 years, and then got his Masters in 
writing and editing. He likes reading, 
writing, burgers, the Internet, fixing 
problems, and you.

Caitlin Morgan is an artful dabbler who 
is rounding off her qualifications in
Psychology, Philosophy, Printmaking, 
and Photography with a Masters in 
Publishing.

Nobody has ever seen Daniel Browne. 
Some say he is the Stig. Some say he is 
Banksy. Some say he doesn’t actually 
exist. They are all wrong.

A prolific blogger, dreamer, and poet, 
Dora Hawk observes and documents 
the human condition. She collects Alice’s 
Adventures in Wonderland in between 
learning languages and defending hip 
hop.

Elise Bianchi, driven by the joys of editing 
and translation, enjoys contributing to 
One Page: Brisbane with her passion for 
language and tea and cats and space.

Jane Etherton is an avid reader with 
qualifications in Archaeology, Heritage 
Management, Tourism, Education, and 
Art History. Her love of the beach has led 
to a research project on surf writing for 
her Masters degree.

Matthew Wengert has worked as a 
researcher, tutor, and video editor at two 
Brisbane universities, and as a researcher 
for independent documentaries. He 
believes that while truth is often stranger 
than fiction, it is rarely as much fun.

Megan Porter is a part-time nurse, part-
time writer/editor, and full-time science-
fiction nerd. She is currently planning 
an awesome thesis for The University of 
Queensland to get her Master of Arts in 
mid-2014.

Stephanie McLeay misspent her youth 
and eyesight deep in a terrifyingly 
indiscriminate range of books, and now 
lays claim to a brain full of mostly useless 
facts, entirely useless fiction, and the full 
range of optic impairment.

Teagan Kumsing is an aspiring editor 
of words who has a Masters in Writing, 
Editing, and Publishing. She enjoys plain 
language and magnificent organisation.
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