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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 first of  our Brisbane Writers 
Festival special issues.

contact us
web

www.onepagebrisbane.com.au

facebook
onepagebrisbane

instagram
@onepagebrisbane

advertising enquiries
teagan@onepagebrisbane.com.au

the one page team
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in conversation: 
luke harding

megan porter/matthew wengert

[Megan]

Luke Harding—Guardian journalist and author of  The 
Snowden Files—gave his candid and thought-provoking 
insights into topics as diverse as the threat of  ISIS, the 
inner workings of  American and British intelligence 
agencies, and his tendency to work ‘like a monkey on 
speed’ when composing his latest novel. 

It was fascinating to hear the intricate details of  
Harding’s career as an investigative journalist and foreign 
correspondent, particularly his experiences in Moscow, 
which he described as a wonderful place with a rich 
culture ruled by a thuggish government. On the topic 
of  governments, he described the British government as 
being ‘run by a millionaire bunch of  public schoolboys 
with mediocre talent’.

Harding also gave his opinions about public figures such 
as Edward Snowden and Julian Assange. He revealed 
that Oliver Stone is planning to direct a film about the 
controversy ignited by Snowden’s National Security 
Agency whistleblowing. Overall, it was a highly enjoyable 
and memorable Q&A session. It was thrilling to hear the 
details of  such an intriguing journalistic career. 

Note: If  you are interested in reading Luke Harding’s 
narrative account of  writing the Snowden book, you 
should read his article in The Guardian first published in 
February 2014.

[Matthew]

Although the word ‘history’ was not uttered––to the best 
of  my recollection––during Luke Harding’s conversation 
with the small (but acutely interested) audience at the 
University of  Queensland’s School of  Journalism and 
Communications, it was one of  his talk’s central themes. 

Harding has had a successful career as a gifted, hard-
working journalist and writer. In his time as the Moscow 
correspondent for the Guardian, he attracted the ire of  
Putin’s regime and was subsequently banned from re-
entering Russia (surely some kind of  badge of  honour for 
an investigative reporter). He has also covered Ukraine 
extensively and he was part of  the very small team that 
was entrusted with the Edward Snowden material on 
NSA data harvesting and wire-tapping.

His new book––The Snowden Files––tells the story of  
the Pulitzer Prize-winning articles he helped to create 
and how his investigative reporting took on cloak-and-
dagger aspects. (Not literal cloaks and daggers, but their 
modern equivalents: espionage and legal harassment by 
the UK government’s GCHQ.) Thrilling stuff, indeed.

Harding also spoke expansively about the role of  
contemporary newspapers and the crucial significance 
of  free––untapped––communications. He believes 
that excessive governmental intrusion into our right to 
freedom of  expression is an increasingly difficult problem 
and that our liberty of  thought and communication 
cannot be left undefended.

When One Page: Brisbane asked Harding how he found 
time to write his books whilst carrying out his day-to-day 
(but far from mundane) work at the Guardian, Harding 
said he was glad to get a literary question. The Snowden 
book took him five months to complete, but his earlier 
book on Julian Assange took him and his co-writer only 
four weeks. Using dramatic understatement to explain 
his astonishingly quick output, he said: ‘It helps to have a 
story to tell.’ Indeed. 
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2.30pm. Thursday, September 4, 2014.

There were panama hats and school uniforms of  all 
colours and cuts. Teachers shepherded groups of  bright-
eyed children through mobs of  excited young people. 
Everyone was queuing to have books—and their own, 
original drawings—signed by their favourite literary 
superstar. They hobnobbed with Tristan Bancks, Sean 
Williams, Morris Gleitzman, and Jackie French. And they 
booked out ‘The 52 Storey Treehouse’—a presentation 
by Andy Griffiths, one of  Australia’s hottest children’s 
authors—before adults had a chance to nab their spots. 
It was all part of  ‘Word Play’, the BWF’s program for 
students in years four to ten.

7.15pm. Thursday, September 2014.

Fine fare. If  ever there was a spectacular settling spot it’s 
this one: riverside at the Maiwar Green tent on the lawns 
between the State Library of  Queensland and the Gallery 
of  Modern Art. It’s all blue skies by day with the glittering 
river and passing city cats on one side. At night, there’s 
a bar with wine, champagne, hot food and a massive, 
drape-roofed tent prettied up with blush-pink lighting on 
the other side. The Brisbane Writers Festival’s ‘Maiwar 
Green’ program has sessions dissecting narcissism, the 
psychological toll of  bad news on journalists, Willy 
Vlautin’s exquisite novel The Free, and much more. The 
shiraz is a bonus.

7.45pm. Thursday, September 4, 2014.

‘I don’t know how to wear clothes and I’m feeling 
schlumpy.’ So began American writer, editor, and 
publisher Dave Eggers’ opening night address at the 
Brisbane Writers Festival. After praising his audience’s 
dress sense, he told the story of  literacy project 826 
Valencia, which he co-founded in San Francisco in 2002 
as the city’s ‘only independent pirate supply store.’ Now, 
the swashbuckling retailer partially funds the writing 
lab running from the same premises. The concept has 
inspired store + lab centres in eight cities, including a 
superhero supply company + lab in New York and a 
time travel mart + lab in Los Angeles. A great idea for 
Brisbane, he suggested. Indeed.

2.30pm. Friday, September 5, 2014.

‘The mood of  the writer doesn’t have anything to do 
with the emotion the work contains,’ said David Malouf  
(author of  Johnno, Remembering Babylon, Ransom, and 
more). ‘Everyone is so educated to be so utterly sociable. 
It’s regarded almost as monstrous to have a life other 
than your visible social life. Yet almost any creative 
thinking involves solitude and a devotion to what’s going 
on inside rather than what’s going on around you. It’s 
quite self-indulgent. Writers say we suffer and suffer and 
suffer when—in fact—we love it.’

At the session entitled ‘Madness, Melancholia and 
Creativity’, The Edge was filled to the eaves. David and 
his fellow panelists Kate Richards (author of  Madness: 
A Memoir) and Ellen van Neerven (author of  Heat and 
Light) were upbeat, witty, and not at all depressing. 

snap
linda brucesmith
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bwf opening
caitlin morgan
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stranger than fiction
daniel browne

Mark Mulholland—author of  the gripping novel A Mad 
and Wonderful Thing—gave a fascinating account of  the 
inspirations that convinced him to write this dark and 
evocative story. A powerfully built man with a strong 
Irish accent, he spoke with great conviction about his 
childhood, which was spent in relative poverty, as well 
as the shock his family experienced when his youngest 
brother Darren was arrested and sentenced to twenty-
two years in prison for planning a terrorist offence in 
London.

The book’s central theme of  ‘why boys go to war’ is 
extremely relevant considering the recent surge of  
Australians joining overseas terrorist organisations such 
as ISIS. The story’s hero, a charming Irishman called 
Johnny Donnelly, falls in love with a beautiful woman 
(the titular ‘mad and wonderful thing’). However, 
he is seduced by the lure of  the IRA and their fight 
for liberation from British rule. For all his charm and 
youthful idealism, Johnny soon becomes a very efficient 
killer as part of  his secret life as a sniper for the Irish 
Republican Army.

Thus, Johnny’s story becomes the history of  Ireland 
itself, in all its angry, turbulent glory, which is yet another 
‘mad and wonderful thing’. Johnny’s actions mirror those 
of  the Celtic hero Cú Chulainn and the book is suffused 
with references to Irish mythology, both ancient and 
modern. However, the story is often left deliberately 
ambiguous—it is up to the reader to interpret it in any 
way they see fit.

Mark’s passion for his country and family were evident 
in every word he spoke today. After listening to his 
inspired talk, I am very keen to read his novel. Expect 
a comprehensive book review in a future issue of  One 
Page: Brisbane.

Journalist and author Brigid Delaney also spoke at length 
about her novel Wild Things, a story that originated as a 
six-month-long piece of  investigative journalism into the 
pack mentality that dominates Australia’s most prestigious 
university colleges. Unable to publish the original article 
for legal reasons, she transformed her interviews with 
real people into a fictional tale of  prejudice, violence, 
and the legal and social privileges granted to young men 
from rich families.

Brigid’s insights into young, male elitism complimented 
Mark’s reflections about life as a young Irish man. Her 
story is told from many different viewpoints—the 
members of  an exclusive cricket team react in a variety 
of  different ways after they are all complicit in a sickening 
attack against a fellow student. The heady, hubristic 
freedom of  university life collides into the harsh world 
of  adult responsibility. The inevitable fallout changes the 
lives of  everyone involved forever.

Wild Things took Brigid seven years to write. Although she 
describes the experience as sometimes being ‘like having 
my brain beaten open with a hammer’, she is justifiably 
proud of  this confronting story with its ensemble of  
interesting, multi-faceted characters. 

‘Why did I include Irish 
mythology in the story? Well, 
we live, we die, we love, and 
we kill for the exact same 
reasons now as we did then.’ 
- Mark Mulholland.

‘If  you can afford an excellent 
legal team, you receive a 
different kind of  justice in 
Australia.’ - Brigid Delaney.
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dave eggers
richard newman

Dave Eggers opened the Brisbane Writers Festival in one 
impersonal sense, by way of  being the first to speak. He 
opened it also—fidgeting with the lectern as if  readying 
for takeoff—by initiating a wonderful spirit in which it 
can—in which all events of  its kind must—take place.

Some of  this has to do with the human, the social 
figure, the youngish Boston-born Chicago-raised Bay 
Area guy, Eggers happens to be: there is no universal 
Dickensian match between people’s names and their 
moral characters, but Eggers suggests restlessly benign 
exhortation. The signature gesture of  this exhortation 
is, or was on Thursday night, a marvelously fluent verbal 
chain of  practically-minded things making other things 
possible, or needing other things to happen in order 
for goodness—humane, democratic, participatory, 
expressive, and enjoyable citizenship—to flourish. He 
is all about connectedness. He resembles Ezra Pound 
a little. Less saturnine, a nicer smile. No Luciferian 
beard. Egalitarian politics. Wore jeans. Professed, 
unconvincingly, to be jetlagged.

And he did gently rebuke the audience for making him 
feel scruffy. Unwarrantably: it was a nice jacket, smart 
shoes.

Being interested in literature, as well as being mandatory 
in an opening speaker for a Writers Festival, means being 
interested in literacy. Which sounds terrifically self-evident 
in a way laid open by the great philanthropic urgency 
of  Eggers’s belief  in it. And this address (he reveled 
briefly, ironically, in the formality of  it) was focused on 
Eggers as a Time magazine-approved Influential Person 
rather, or more, than on Eggers as a novelist. Though 
Kate Eltham, introducing him, did mention—and state 
her incapacity to reel off  in full—the multiply-awarded 
brilliance and prominence (the ‘staggering genius’) of  his 
fiction.

This sounds misleadingly starchy and uptight: it should 
be noted that what actually kicked off  Eggers’s talk were 
a stream of  anecdotes and jokes about selling taxidermy 
supplies. Porcelain mouths to give the impression of  
wetness, for example. He did pay an early tribute, here, 
to the heroics of  the sign interpreter (two of  them 
alternated) working furiously alongside him to capture 
the charismatic zigzag of  his speech. Reading selections 

from a book of  children’s letters to President Obama 
presented a challenge: one child, in particular, was 
forcefully keen for all the furniture in the White House 
to be edible, and for the floor to be mashed potato, and 
for visiting dignitaries to be force-fed mashed potato, 
and for there to be a pizza carpet. Another solemnly 
recommended breeds of  dog compatible with fur 
allergies.

Moving through an early professional life as an editor 
and publisher, and via the peculiar blessing of  a zoning 
requirement to operate as a retail premises, Eggers and 
folks with a similarly responsive sense of  humour came to 
run, at 826 Valencia Street, San Francisco, a pirate supplies 
emporium. And, gradually—indeed, very incrementally 
at first—this became a place for kids of  various ages and 
aptitudes, nationalities, temperaments, creative interests, 
and needs to come and get compassionate help with 
their homework.

With writing and language and expression in general—
which, in one of  those chains of  consequentiality and 
connection, brings into play their confidence, their sense 
of  belonging, their ability to relate to and contribute to 
a community. This is not, Eggers noted, to understate 
the very lucrative pirate supplies side of  things: peglegs, 
replacement eyeballs, tall boots, puffy shirts, cannonballs 
(‘they kill you on the shipping’).

In time, it came together, and the volunteer tutor 
population swelled incredibly. The multicultural and 
humanitarian dimensions of  the enterprise were and 
remain vital: various parts and programs of  McSweeney’s 
and 826 have extended a welcome and a public voice 
to an undocumented immigrants, refugees, survivors of  
trauma, victims of  foreign and domestic human rights 
abuses. There’s a great deal of  very diverse work flowing 
through and around Eggers, but it has a very staunch and 
infectious continuity of  principle concerning the right, 
the need, and the tools to participate in social, cultural, 
and political life.

This involves, Eggers managed to communicate with 
great verve, a foundational return to the sense in which 
philanthropy is so much more than the word we use to 
designate donations from hedge-fund managers. It is 
monetary, and it is political, but it is a stance more than
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it is a transaction. And a universally available stance, not 
one enabled or prompted by an excess of  cash.

Eggers was keen, later on, to indicate that the eccentricity 
and playfulness of  the Valencia locations—in addition 
to the pirate supply store, there is a robot repair centre, 
a space travel supply company, a superhero outfitter—
serves an important purpose inasmuch as kids don’t want 
to walk in under a sign that says, or implies ‘Kids who 
need help/kids who are falling behind’. It puts emphasis 
on the creative potential that literacy and encouragement 
and empathy can propel.

Eggers’s sincerity is clearly driven by the way in which 
he said, repeatedly, ‘we have seen it happen, again and 
again’. What ‘it’ is varies from one individual, or indeed 
one 826 centre, to another, but it has to do with pushing 
back barriers to self-worth and participation. There is 
also a strong, very strong, element of  enduring fun in the 
enterprise: the superhero outfitter tailors capes to season 
(‘perhaps wool or flannel in the winter’) and incorporates 
a podium backed by three industrial fans, to test how a 
cape fashionably streams back in the wind. Much of  the 
826 non-profit’s work involves going into schools, Eggers 
indicated; for one thing, it is not always economically or 
logistically feasible for kids to take field trips. 

The field trips do sound good, though. Hallucinatory, 
but good. First-graders were, on entry, confronted by 
the belligerent voice of  a Mr. Blue, a 600 pound, boil-
covered publisher who lived upstairs and was fed using 
pulleys and winches. He wouldn’t come down, and he 
was, moreover, skeptical about the ability of  first-graders 

to tell stories. Nevertheless, he wanted them to try. He 
demanded it. Something bad would happen otherwise.

Eggers did note that he had done no scientific 
investigation into the virtues of  intimidation as an 
educational principle. The first-graders got to work, 
and (to the accompaniment of  gruff  cajoling from Mr. 
Blue) produced small books with their photograph and 
endorsements on the back (‘This is the best book.’ - New 
York Times; ‘This is awesome.’ - Tony Hawk). These were 
conveyed to Mr. Blue, who (another volunteer, using a 
large hammer) literally stamped his approval, and the 
first-graders retrieved their books from a hand poking, 
disembodied, through a curtain. ‘They had to back away 
after getting the book. You don’t turn your back on a 
hand. That’s obvious.’ Like Matt Damon (who narrates 
a documentary Eggers produced about public education 
in the US), Eggers’s family includes a few teachers; he 
maintains a great disquiet about the underfunding of  
American schools, their emphasis on testing (rumble of  
audience recognition and agreement), and their erosion of  
the understanding of  a teacher as a creative professional. 
He doesn’t, he said, run an educational NGO to let the 
government off  the hook: it is, in a fundamental sense, 
his own collaborative realisation of  a need, a right, and a 
set of  tools to participate.

He was delighted to be here, dynamically friendly, and 
keen to be talked to, as well as to talk. In answer to an 
audience question, he has not seen the leaked celebrity 
nudes, and he is ‘not to say paranoid - but... paranoid’ 
about cloud storage. And he thinks the Brisbane river is 
awesome. 
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moments I
kylie thompson

Day One

One moment, it’s quiet. Soft voices echo through the 
foyer as pink-clad volunteers check that the signing tables 
are prepared, or point a visitor towards their chosen 
destinations. For one perfect second, it’s silent.

Then the chaos hits.

The first sessions of  the festival have ended, and a 
tidal wave of  students surge towards the signing desks, 
chattering excitedly. The cavernous space magnifies and 
echoes the conversations, until an infinite number of  
hyperactive children seem pressed into the suddenly too-
small space.  One or two of  the authors, possibly new to 
the festival scene (no doubt regretting turning down that 
second cup of  coffee) look a bit startled as a jumble of  
brightly coloured uniforms form kaleidoscopic, curving 
lines that sway together like sea anemones. 

A girl in a blue uniform dances in line. Bemused 
teachers and parents drag children away, or push their 
charges forward for a quick chat, a signature, and a hasty 
departure. Two boys take it in turns to read passages to 
each other. Another boy reads to his mother, his finger 
following the words. As loud as it is, quite a few children 
are silently reading.  Prams that look more like four-wheel 
drives manoeuvre their way through the crowd. One 
mother, trying to amuse her child, makes three return 
trips through the crowd before one of  the other parents 
notices what is happening. Away from the crowds, a 
group of  boys is sitting, already engrossed in the latest

exploits of  Deadly D and Justice Jones. Judging by the 
playful scowls, their reading is getting competitive.

This is, easily, the best part of  the festival. This is 
the moment when people swarm together, excitedly 
clutching (or even better, hugging) books. There are loud 
conversations as complete strangers bond over their 
favourite books, giggle at beloved quotes, and playfully 
defend the honour of  their favoured authors.  

For the staff  and students at Caboolture East State 
School, it’s a yearly event. The school pays for tickets, 
allowing as many students as possible to experience the 
excitement of  meeting their favourite authors. 

‘It’s worth it,’ explains teacher Shane Hoy, ‘for the 
experience.’ The students learn a lot at the festival, but—
even better—they walk away with a desire to read. Beside 
me, one of  Shane’s students clutches her signed book 
tightly. She confides to a friend that meeting her favourite 
author was as scary as it was exciting. The excitement is 
contagious. Her friend asks for a chance to buy her own 
book so she can get it signed.

In the rare moments of  calm, when school groups have 
been hurried off  to their next session, and the crowds are 
manageable, the authors lean together. They talk quietly 
between themselves until another eager face arrives.

Nowhere near as quickly as it arrived, the chaos vanishes. 
The quiet is disconcerting. 
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In a cavernous, timber theatre, Simon Armitage’s soft 
voice resonates throughout the room and echoes in 
my chest. His easy Yorkshire accent rolls smoothly as 
he reads a choice selection of  poems from his new 
anthology Paper Aeroplane. There is something very 
amiable about his voice, like he is a softly spoken friend 
who only tells the truth, and who says bad things about 
himself  in earnest—reflecting but not criticising. 

I have loved Simon Armitage’s poetry since the first 
poetics lecture I attended. My lecturer turned down the 
lights of  the theatre until we could only see her face, 
illuminated by the projector light. She played a clip 
of  Armitage reading his poem ‘You’re Beautiful’, and 
I visualised snapshots of  an ugly man and a beautiful 
woman intertwined together in life. Armitage read ‘You’re 
Beautiful’ again at the festival, much to my delight.

He reads with a passionate honesty, starting each line 
with a snipped breath that sounds like a planned beat. 
The poem comes in waves of  repetition. Each line begins 
either with ‘you’re beautiful—’ or ‘I’m ugly—’ and the 
repeating lines grow in speed and intensity every time 
Armitage reads them aloud. With each ‘you’re beautiful’ 
I am pulled forward in my seat and with each ‘I’m ugly’ 
I am pushed back. The pace, tension, and emotion swell 
towards the ending, interspersed with song-like choruses 
to rein in the uncontrollably quickening beat.

The poem ends with an echoing repetition of  the chorus 
as he slows the pace down again. It could keep growing 
and growing for so much longer—so many more stanzas 
could comfortably flow on from there—but it simply 
breaks off  at the end of  the line, as if  something pressing 
forces him to stop. 

The way Armitage reads his poetry is grounding. The 
images he creates and paints are clear and humble, all 
housed in melancholic urban space. Poetry in the United 
Kingdom, Armitage says, is inextricably bound to place, 
and his poetry is no exception. His poetry is bound to 
his parents’ village, his parents’ house, his bedroom in 
that house, and a window in that room. Furthermore, his 
poems are window shaped.

Each poetry reading is framed with short, often 
meta, descriptions of  how some of  his poems came 
about: where they grow from, what grows from them. 
Sometimes, he says, he doesn’t realise where they come 
from until years later when rereading them, when he can 
imagine a face or a place that is inextricably bound to the 
poem. Other times, he draws his writing from life and 
language more intentionally. 

Armitage especially enjoys examining identity and 
nationality: a passion that was on display during his 
explanation of  ‘Gooseberry Season.’ Do you know 
what it means to be a gooseberry? It’s being the extra 
single person who attaches themselves to a couple—the 
third wheel—Armitage explains. He says he has been 
searching for an appropriate fruit substitute, so that the 
poem can work in other languages. 

I wonder what other fruit could explain that particular 
situation in the same way? I wonder if  it would carry 
the same Armitage-esque, earnest coolness that his 
gooseberries have? 

bwf at uq: 
simon armitage

alyssa miskin



14

It was a fantastic hour of  poetry; Simon Armitage 
delivered poems from his latest collection—Paper 
Aeroplane—in his delightful Yorkshire accent. I 
particularly enjoyed ‘The Winner’, a poem Armitage 
wrote following a diagnosis of  ankylosing spondylitis in 
his early twenties (an inflammatory disease that effects 
the spinal vertebrae). The poem details the seemingly 
rapid failure of  health experienced by one person; the 
following stanza is my favourite excerpt:

When I went blind, they threaded light bulbs
into the sockets, and slotted a mouth organ

into the groove of  the throat when cancer struck.

Armitage also gave his opinion about prose poetry—a 
form which could be considered half  prose and half  
poetry. As Armitage puts it, an ‘intoxicating blur’ 
between the two things. He also explained why he prefers 
reading from a book as opposed to a recital: the latter 
he described as being ‘too theatrical’ because it tends to 
imply the poet thinks too highly of  their own works.

More revealingly, he explains that he writes poetry 
not as a form of  self-exploration (something he 
concedes other poets do extremely well), but as a 
‘vehicle for communicating an idea’. Overall, it was an 
awesome session with great poetry from a world-class 
contemporary poet.

Dr Clare Wright is the 2014 Stella Prize winner for The 
Forgotten Rebels of  Eureka, a work of  narrative non-fiction 
that explores the role of  women during the Eureka 
Stockade, and, in turn, serves as an accurate depiction 
of  the social history of  this time. The book showcases 
the miners from Ballarat as not only the manly figures we 
were told about at school, but also as ‘husbands, fathers, 
brothers, and sons’.

Clare spoke passionately about her chosen form of  
scholarship: a pursuit that began ten years ago when, as 
she describes it, ‘one curiosity led to another’. Her readers 
are very glad that this happened. Her book is variously 
described as being ‘engrossing’, ‘beautifully told’, and 
‘full of  colour’.  Perhaps because of  Wright’s academic 
background, the book also has incredibly useful notes 
and a masterful index.

I recall visiting Ballarat when I was younger, taking in all 
the information about the Eureka Stockade: the burly 
men, the tyrannical military forces, and the horror of  the 
early Sunday morning when the stockade finally fell. Not 
once did I think to ask where all the women were; I’m so 
glad Dr Clare Wright did. 

bwf at uq:  
simon armitage+clare wright

megan porter
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The Forgotten Rebels of  Eureka started with a few simple 
questions.

Where were the women at the Eureka Stockade? They 
were certainly there, but how many of  them were there? 
And why did they come?

Dr Clare Wright began researching the presence and 
involvement of  women in Eureka at the time of  the 
stockade when she came across a Mrs Bentley who was 
mentioned by name in Eureka Stockade scholarship. 
This passing mention—and the void of  literature around 
or even acknowledgement of  Mrs Bentley—captured 
Wright’s curiosity. It captured so much of  her curiosity 
that she made it the focus of  her post-doctoral study.

Her preliminary research was messy and hardly 
encouraging. Her (male) colleagues believed there was 
so little left to be said about the Eureka Stockade that 
she shouldn’t bother. One even said that research into 
women at the stockade was simply window dressing for 
the true historical account. 

But telling the story of  nearly one third of  the population 
at Eureka was nothing close to window dressing: it was 
a new window entirely. It represented not only a fresh 
look at the existing historical accounts, but it also added 
completely new stories to the mix. Telling the story of  
the women of  Eureka fleshed out the two-dimensional 
heroic men that history has traditionally focussed on 
and has revealed them as real people—as fathers, as 
husbands, and as men with complicated domestic lives.  

Recognising Australia’s historical women is not Wright’s 
only break with traditional historical recounts of  the 
Eureka stockade—her choice to adopt narrative style 
also flirts with controversy. The Forgotten Rebels of  Eureka 
is not very ‘academic’, Wright explained. It’s a story, a 
narrative, and it is meant to be read and enjoyed. She 
certainly enjoyed the time she spent in the archives 
researching the work. Her academic work was published 
in academic circles, but her book deliberately stepped 
away from academic writing’s limitations.

Wright is adamant that she made nothing up; however, in 
some instances she has needed to speculate about events 
that might have happened. She rigorously signposts these 
events as speculative events—not facts. As tempting as 
it might have been to just assume a backstory, or add a 
little flourish, Wright resisted for the simple reason that 
the women she wrote about were real. So real that she 
has actually met their descendants.

And it is this sense of  realness—realness that has 
illuminated gaps in our history—that made Wright’s 
talk so engaging. I learned two hard realities listening to 
Wright discuss her research and experiences writing the 
book. The first is that the facts of  the Eureka Stockade I 
was taught in school are not representative of  the whole 
story. And the second is that, when examining history, I 
should always ask questions:

Where are the women? And who else has been left out? 
Male-dominated history is just one side of  the story. 

bwf at uq: 
clare wright

alyssa miskin
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moments II
kylie thompson

Day Two

The schools program is always popular. It’s not 
surprising—the speakers are engaging, entertaining, 
and fun to spend time with. Talking to parents after the 
events, they’re struck by how inspired their children are. 
One girl in the crowd wants to be an illustrator. Rather 
than ask her idol to draw her something, she asks him 
to sign a picture she’s sketched out after his talk. She 
blushes—beaming as he compliments her art—before 
holding up the picture for her friends to see. One of  the 
other students asks the girl to illustrate their own story.

Students from Burpengary Primary are dancing down 
the hallway, clutching signed books, bags, posters, 
hats, and scraps of  paper.  There are a few parents and 
teachers who are doubling as unofficial members of  the 
press: asking questions and taking pictures. The writers 
pause and pose in a literary type of  yoga that looks both 
complicated and difficult to master. A woman hugs 
her school-aged daughter as they walk away from the 
signings. Her daughter hugs a book tightly, grinning to 
herself  in silent glee. 

Through the glass, in the library proper, the latest 
interview in the Online Literature Festival is kicking off. 
An author takes a hasty gulp of  water as he is introduced. 

Another author is set to arrive soon. Though the foyer 
is empty, a group of  teenaged girls sprint to the signing 
desks, lining up to wait for him. More and more children 
move towards the signing desks. Getting an autograph 
has suddenly become an Olympic event: one boy 
somehow manages to run full pelt, zigzagging through 
the crowd of  slower runners to take pride of  place at the 
very front of  Morris Gleitzman’s line. 

This is the perfect place to be a writer. Richard, a 
photographer, is caught in the tidal flow of  students, his 
camera held above his head as if  he is struggling to cross 
a creek of  humanity. The volunteers are in constant 
motion as they juggle conversations, questions, and 
crowd control. I’m leaning—possibly inappropriately—
against Tim Ferguson’s press picture, taking in the chaos 
from a safe distance. 
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what is a mind?
daniel browne

It’s an interesting question. What, precisely, is a mind? At 
this session, author Sean Williams, philosopher Damon 
Young, doctor Kate Richards, and psychatrist David 
Roland discussed the abstract concept that we all seem 
to take for granted. Here are some of  the myriad views 
that were aired at this brilliant discussion hosted by the 
erudite Antony Funnell.

The mind has often been considered to be something 
distinct from the body. Plato believed that the mind 
represented everything good, ideal, and pure, whereas 
the body represented corruption and vice. This is an 
unhelpful and false distinction, as our body affects our 
mind and vice-versa. 

Logic and emotion are two seperate parts of  our minds. 
You can accept that something is harmless logically and 
yet still be terrified of  it emotionally.

We both fear and desire losing control of  our minds. 
On one hand, we hate the thought of  our actions being 
outside our control. On the other hand, the complete 
abrogation of  responsibility is oddly liberating.

Our minds can be our own worst enemies, precisely 
because we cannot escape them.

The mind is more than just neural pathways. 
Understanding the biology of  a brain is different from 
understanding the mind itself.

‘You can’t measure the 
effect of  a relationship 
with an MRI scan.’

Humans are social creatures. As such, our minds 
encompass external factors as well as internal factors. 
You cannot possibly understand someone’s mind unless 
you consider their background, rituals, and influences.

‘Those who champion 
either the mind or the 
body to the total exclusion 
of  the other are exiled 
from the commonwealth 
of  humanity.’

‘He said: “There is no way there are 
ten people living in your head!” I just 
looked at him. He didn’t have a clue.’
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histories of 
melancholia
megan porter/matthew wengert

[Megan]

I was delighted to be in the front row of  this event to 
witness an engaging and articulate debate about the 
role of  melancholy in art and literature from a panel 
that consisted of  Professor Peter Holbrook, Dr Andrea 
Bubenik (curator of  Five Centuries of  Melancholia, which 
is currently on show at the UQ Art Museum), Associate 
Professor Rex Butler, and Dr Lisa O’Connell. 

It was a privilege to hear Bubenik’s thoughts about 
the artistic movement related to—and arising from—
Albrecht Dürer’s engraving Melencolia I that was created 
in 1514 (Happy 500th birthday!) and how contemporary 
art still draws from the five-hundred-year-old premise 
that creative, intelligent people tend to have a touch of  
melancholy about them.

The panel quickly turned into a trying-very-hard-to-stay-
friendly debate when Associate Professor Rex Butler 
contested that, due to technological growth (and the 
resulting growth of  social networking platforms), our 
culture has changed so fundamentally that people today 
cannot truly experience melancholy. As Butler put it: ‘that 
deep thinking pose of  putting your head in your hands 
has changed to people with their head down towards 
their iPhones’. Both O’Connell and Bubenik were 
inclined to disagree with this assertion. Bubenik stated 
that the scholarship into melancholy is far-reaching, 
widely applicable, and serves as a useful contrast to the 
concept of  depression. 

After the panel, I had a wander around the exhibition. I 
was impressed by the range of  art on display. I picked up 
a book called The Melancholy Art by Michael Ann Holly 
that I look forward to reading. Five Centuries of  Melancholia 
will be on display at the UQ Art Museum until 30 
November. 

[Matthew]

The Albrecht Dürer engraving Melencolia I has been the 
inspiration for countless artworks in numerous formats 
and genres. The exhibition at the UQ Art Museum 
includes some works that reference Durer’s print directly 
as well as others that use it obliquely.

The panel of  three experts were introduced by Professor 
Peter Holbrook, who deftly initiated the discussion and 
kept it on track when the academics were at risk of  
allowing their discourse to fly too far from the day’s core 
topic: melancholia’s place in artistic endeavour. 

Bubenik began a lengthy and lucid elaboration of  the 
thematic impetus behind the exhibition. Her passion, 
interest, and knowledge were all evident as she related 
the history of  the melancholic mind in the work of  
artists and writers. She told us that among the picture’s 
many uses in diverse creative works, Sartre chose Dürer’s 
image for the cover of  Le Nausée (Nausea).

Next, the discussion took a tangential swerve with 
Butler’s assertion that melancholy is elusive in this hyper-
connected age. He compared the pose of  Dürer’s angel 
figure—with a contemplative head resting on his hand—
to a contemporary person adopting the same stance in 
order to look at some sort of  communication or content 
on a phone screen.

He stated that it’s difficult to be melancholy these days 
because that quiet, introverted state of  mind requires 
solitude, an all-too-rare commodity today. Butler asserted 
that melancholia has retreated, and been replaced by 
pervasive depression: ‘the disease of  our perpetual 
presentness.’

His theory––disavowed by the other panelists––was that 
we live too much in the moment to allow for melancholia, 
which is predicated on nostalgia. I, personally, enjoyed 
the gentle intellectual sparring provoked by Butler’s 
thesis (although not entirely agreeing with it) and I tried 
to quickly note––on my connected device, of  course––
the pithy way he expressed it. 

‘There is no history and there 
is no future, there is only the 
present in the future, we are 
never alone. There’s nowhere 
next to go for our lost future.’
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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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