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EDITORIAL  

Welcome to a modern forum for Australian Studies. This newsletter is a bilingual  
platform to inform members of the Association for Australian Studies about academic and 
professional activities in their fields of study and research. The newsletter will accept 
relevant information on conferences, publications, lectures, scholarships, awards, research 
projects, institutions, and web links to Australian resources. The editor welcomes 
contributions which will help build a vital network in the field of Australian Studies, including 
essays, news, critiques and constructive commentary on specific subjects of research. We 
encourage a liberal and creative approach to the topic. The editor urges every reader to help 
launch this professional news forum to reflect the spirit of Australian Studies in timely 
information, memorable dialogue, and innovative ideas. We need new ideas and colourful 
frames of presentation.  
 
Yes, we can: Thanks to all contributors! Together we present an extraordinary survey of 
recent Australian Studies and public relations work. And now: Enjoy our new layout! Χ !ƴŘ 
another highlight of this issue: The presentation of Libor Mikeska's novel Neurotically Yours. 
We urge publishers to contact the author: Thanks! 
 

Contributions (in German or in English) to: 
Dr. Henriette von Holleuffer:  adfonteshistory@aol.com      
Prof. Dr. Adi Wimmer:  Adi.Wimmer@uni-klu.ac.at 
Newsletter Nr. 6, December 2011                                                 
 

 
Best wishes, 

Henriette v. Holleuffer 

 
 

By the way: Australians travel worldwide. They are eager to learn about 

different cultures. Travellers from Australia are pragmatic: they pay with their 

last dollar!  It happened in Meknes/Morocco: A Moroccan attendant in a mosque 

asked me how much he could get for an Australian dollar. Well, I do not tell you 

a tale from the Orient.  

It  is a true story: Australians are everywhere! Watch out!   

 

mailto:adfonteshistory@aol.com
mailto:Adi.Wimmer@uni-klu.ac.at
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NEW NOVEL  

Neurotically Yours: Disparate Excerpts 

 

 
 

Libor Mikeska 
 
Disparate Excerpts with a distinctively Australian flavour taken from Libor Mikeska's novel 
Neurotically Yours. Libor Mikeska has been teaching English at Saarland University for over 15 
years. Apart from his academical work, he has written a French play and more recently a 
novel, which is currently in search of an appropriate publisher. The author may be contacted 
at: Ljmikeska@yahoo.com 
 
Although Neurotically Yours is initially structured around three intrinsically different 
Australians, who are still overwhelmed by a farrago of hopes, naivety, desires and 
uncertainty, only one of them, deciding to leave familiar shores, takes the plunge and sets 
out to discover life in mystical Prague. However he gets more than he'd bargained for when 
various twists of fate and chance encounters make everything possible in this intriguing city, 
where he not only learns of the unpredictability of life itself, the impermanence of ideal love, 
but also the truth about Kafka's secret trip to Australia! A plethora of amusing anecdotes 
taking place in Prague are contrasted against inimitable carefree Australian life. Real life 
scenes are intermingled with recurring dream sequences which unveil different layers of 
reality: A witty novel of intelligence, wisdom and mystery, weaving its story with humour, 
charm and intellectual depth.  

 
All excerpts from Neurotically Yours are copyright ©Libor Mikeska  
Publishers please contact: Ljmikeska@yahoo.com 

 

Ljmikeska@yahoo.com
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*  *  * 

 

 I've surpassed myself yet again, Emily dear, discovering that I am capable of harbouring 

feelings akin to homesickness for mother Melbourne! I long to breathe her eucalyptus air on a 

suburban morning or take a stroll along Elwood Beach on a balmy evening and other such 

nostalgic nonsense, the novelty of which usually wears off after a few weeks down under! A 

propos holidays, I probably won't make it over for Chrissy this year ɬ just to let you know. Yet 

feel free to come and visit me in Prague anytime. Ok, take care, oh and please send more 

Vegemite as supplies are running drastically low!   

2ÌÕÛÐÔÌÕÛÈÓÓàɯàÖÜÙÚȱ 

René 

 

   It wasn't like René to show undue signs of emotional disequilibrium, so what did 

actually keep him trapped in Europe in the first place?  

   Ɂ/ÌÙÕÐÊÐÖÜÚɯÔÈÎÕÌÛÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÕÖɯËÖÜÉÛȵɂɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÜÚÜÈÓɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÌɯ

to inquisitive European souls wondering when he was finally going to return to 

Australia. All the tea in China to anyone  who could answer this unfathomable question, 

for René was a fatalist who would obediently go where life cared to take him.  

  Australians are like that. They are everywhere! They are good at that kind of thing. 

Undaunted they venture off to the far corner s of even the most remote and insignificant 

regions of the globe just to get a glimpse of something vastly different from Australia.  

 

*  *  * 

 

   It was also a time when many of René's friends were leaving Prague, having either 

found seemingly irresistible  foreign partners or coveted jobs abroad or had just grown 

tired of the place altogether. The need for a change of wallpaper was what Czechs 

attributed to their general discontentment with life in their home town. They could 

never understand how anyone in their right mind could possibly find Prague so 

appealing as René did ɬ especially coming from Australia ɬ their idea of the epitome of 

paradise on Earth, amen! In contrast, René thought his country was only ideal for those 

who didn't mind spending most of their time trapped in suburban limbo, prosaic jobs 

and unbearably sweltering summers. Of course he was cynically generalizing, only 

dwelling on the fates many of his fellow students had resignedly succumbed to. René 

shattered many Czechs' illusions about their preconceptions about Australia being one 

big idyllic haven by giving discouraging visions of waking up to a warbling orchestra 

of hysterical magpies, cantankerous galahs (who have a propensity for shrieking well 

before your alarm clock has that privil ege), neurotic dogs barking away incessantly, 

obstreperous broods of children and extroverted lawnmowers carrying out their 

weekend obligations in front of their double -garaged brick veneer prisons in the likes of 

Glen Waverley, Bundoora and Doncaster... This was the kind of Australian realism that 

René found daunting. Still, he loved and missed the beach immensely, even the 
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quainter Melbourne varieties along the bay ɬ it had always been his bastion of freedom 

and hope, his inspiration, his ritualistic Sund ay promenade and source of indispensable 

spiritual sustenance that would appease his exaggerated negativity. So why did René 

leave Australia in the first place? Well, apart from having just finished his studies and 

in no mood to begin any career no matter how lucrative, he was still bathing in 

anarchist illusions, scorning convention and desperately longing to see and experience 

something else, anything really ɬ as how much of life's rich pageant does really cross 

your path at the humble age of twenty somet hing? So seeing that not much was 

happening in his life anyway, a disillusioned, yet adventurous René forced himself to 

become enamoured by all that was Europe, naively endowing his preconceptions with 

the most positive of qualities. Accordingly he came to  see it as something alluring, 

owing to his general disenchantment with his life until then. So in desperate need of a 

change of wallpaper, René adamantly fled his sunburnt country, girt by sea, etc. in 

search of indulgence and hedonism... 

 

*  *  * 

 

   An older greyish Datsun 240k slowly made its way along Punt Road in Richmond, 

heading towards the bridge that crossed the Yarra River into the chic inner city suburb 

of South Yarra. It was a place René always had a soft spot for, as his parents had lived 

there in the decadent seventies.     

   Ɂ2ÖȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯÈÍÛÌÙɯàÖÜÙɯÚÛÜËÐÌÚȳɂɯ$ÔÐÓàɅÚɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯ

thick fog awaiting access to his undivided attention, yet he was treating himself to a 

ritual that he had developed over many years of travelling this way. His mind would 

always contemplate the tall Nylex Plastics silo with the interchanging time and weather 

display: 2:47 pm, 18°C. This ritual never ceased to both, intrigue and thrill him at the 

same time, as he wouldn't take his eyes off that tower until both time and temperature 

were alternately shown, and then he would concentrate on the traffic again!  

   Slowly coming out of his introverted adrenalin kick, his mind was still too absorbed 

with the pleasing thought of spending a day out at the seaside to ponder over his 

future.  

   Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ ÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯ ×ÙÌÛÌÕËÐÕÎɯ ÏÌɯËÐËÕɅÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ ÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɅÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ

otherwise been bothered to answer. 

   Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÈÍÛÌÙɯàÖÜɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÜÕÐÝÌÙÚÐÛàȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÏÙÈÚÌËɯ

and continuÌËɯÛÖɯÊÙÐÛÐÊÈÓÓàɯÌÓÈÉÖÙÈÛÌȮɯɁ(ɯÔÌÈÕɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɅÛɯÒÌÌ×ɯÖÕɯËÖÐÕÎɯ×ÖÚÛÎÙÈËÜÈÛÌɯ

studies all your life, relying on academic grants and all just to stay out of the 

ÞÖÙÒÍÖÙÊÌȭɂɯ 

   Since they had crossed the bridge, there was neither the silo clock nor anything else to 

distract him from her sudden need to discuss in the future tense, so he eventually gave 

in, seeing that the mundane, albeit autumnal urban scenery was going to be a routine 

drive until they got to cosmopolitan St Kilda, one of their favourite bayside p laces, 

being a suitable escape from the suburban decay of the North, as he often called it.  
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   Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯ àÖÜɯ ÌÝÌÙɯ ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ ÈÉÖÜÛɯ È××ÓàÐÕÎɯ ÍÖÙɯ Èɯ ÍÌÞɯ ÑÖÉÚȳɂɯ ÚÏÌɯ ×ÌÙÚÐÚÛÌËȭɯ 1ÌÕõɅÚɯ

thoughts gave way to reality:  

   Ɂ(ɅÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÌÈÊÏɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÐn Europe. There's a programme on 

for recent graduates to teach at an overseas high school for a year in Germany. I just 

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÏÖÖÚÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÙÌÎÐÖÕÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ(ɅËɯ×ÙÌÍÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÖȭɂ 

   Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɅÓÓɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÜ×ɯàÖÜÙɯÔÐÕËȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÊÈÙ×ÐÕÎÓàȭɯɁI 

ÔÌÈÕȮɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÈËÔÐÛȮɯàÖÜɅÙÌɯÚÖɯÐÕÊÜÙÈÉÓàɯÐÕËÌÊÐÚÐÝÌɯÈÛɯÛÐÔÌÚȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȵɂɯ 

   Ɂ.ÏɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÕËɯËÌÚÛÐÕàɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÌÓÓȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯËÖȭɯ(ɅÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÛɅÓÓɯÈÓÓɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ

ÉÌÚÛȭɂɯ3ÏÌÕɯÕÖÛÐÊÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯËÐÚÈ××ÙÖÝÐÕÎɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÕɯ$ÔÐÓàɅÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÙÜÎÎÌËɯ

shoÜÓËÌÙÌËɯÈÛÛÐÛÜËÌȮɯÏÌɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÈËËÌËȮɯɁ ÕàÞÈàɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÊÏÈÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ)ÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯËÈàɯ

ÈÕËɯÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌɯÝÌÙàɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÐÕÎɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ2ÈÈÙÉÙĹÊÒÌÕȭɂ 

   Ɂ(ÚÕɅÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕɯ-ÖÙÞÈàȳɯ2ÖÜÕËÚɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯ2ÊÈÕËÐÕÈÝÐÈÕɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯ'ÈÚɯÐÛɯÈÓÚÖɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÚÛÙÖÒÌɯ

through the o ÛÖÖȳɂ 

   Ɂ3ÏÈÛɅÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓÓàɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯ ÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÕÖɯÓÌÛÛÌÙɯo, just a double a and two 

funny dots on the uȭɂɯɯɯɯɯ 

   Ɂ8ÖÜɅÙÌɯÚÖɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕÈÉÓÌɯÈÛɯÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜÙɯÖ×ÐÕÐÖÕÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÏÖÐÊÌɯÊÖÕÊÜÙȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÉàɯ

all means tempt fate and go thereȵɂ 

   Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÚÛÖÕÐÚÏÌËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ)ÐÔɅÚɯÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯÈÕËɯÐÕÚÐÎÏÛÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÖÉÚÊÜÙÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ

regions; he also said it was roughly about the same size as Greensborough, yet with a 

ÉÐÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÍÓÈÐÙȭɂ 

   Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯ(ɅÔɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɅÓÓɯÍÌÌÓɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌȵɂɯ 

   Ɂ!ÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɅÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÍÌel at home any more, that's why I'm emigrating! I don't want to 

ËÌ×ÙÐÝÌɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÖÍɯÔàɯÐÕËÜÉÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÕÌÌËɯÖÍɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎÍÜÓȮɂɯ1ÌÕõɯɯ

blurted out in desperation.  

   Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÖ×ÛÐÖÕÚɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÕȳɂ 

   Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÐÚɯ ÚÛÈÛÐÊɯ ÐÕɯ ÓÐÍÌȰɯ ÞÌɯ ÈÙÌɯ Êonstantly being inundated with a myriad of 

×ÖÚÚÐÉÐÓÐÛÐÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÐÕÌÝÐÛÈÉÓàɯÈÕËɯËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯÐÕÍÓÜÌÕÊÌɯÖÜÙɯÓÐÝÌÚȮɂɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËɯ1ÌÕõɯÈÚɯÐÍɯ

he had just discovered one of life's big revelations.  

   Ɂ#ÖÕɅÛɯÉÌɯÚÖɯËÙÈÔÈÛÐÊȵɯ8ÖÜɅÙÌɯÙÈÝÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÜÕÈÛÐÊȵɂ 

   Ɂ)ÐÔ ÐÕÝÈÙÐÈÉÓàɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÔàɯÍÈÛÌȵɂ 

   Ɂ8ÖÜɅÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÌÈÛÐÕÎɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÙÎÈÕÐÊɯÛÖÍÜɯÈÕËɯÔÐÚÖɯÚÖÜ×ɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÏÈÝÌÕɅÛɯàÖÜɯ

1ÌÕõȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËɯÛÌÈÚÐÕÎɯÏÐÔȭɯɯɯɯɯɯɯ 

   Ɂ+ÐÚÛÌÕȭɯ'ÈËɯ(ɯÕÖÛɯÉÜÔ×ÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯ)ÐÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÈÛÌÍÜÓɯËÈàȮɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ×ÖÚÛÌËɯÔàɯ

application  containing my original three choices, which would have consequently been 

on its way to the Ministry of Education in Bonn. A school would have been allocated to 

me and that would have been a part of my life. Yet now, they are going to receive a 

different application, due to my three new options whereupon an entirely different 

outcome will result. It'll probably now land on some other official's desk from the 

,ÐÕÐÚÛÙàɯÖÍɯ$ËÜÊÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕȭȭȭɂ 

   ɁȭȭȭÏÌɅÓÓɯ ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯ ÊÏÈÕÎÌɯ àÖÜÙɯ ËÌÚÛÐÕàɯ ÛÖÖȵɂɯ $ÔÐÓàɯ ÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯ ÐÕterrupted him, 

chuckling while she did so.  

   Ɂ(ɅÓÓɯÕÖÞɯÉÌɯÈÚÚÐÎÕÌËɯÛÖɯÈɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÛÖÞÕȵɯ,àɯÓÐÍÌɯÏÈÚɯ

ÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÍÖÙÌÝÌÙȵɂ 
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   Ɂ&ÖËȮɯÐÛɅÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ+ÐÚáÛɅÚɯ×ÐÈÕÖɯÚÖÕÈÛÈɯÐÕɯ!ɯÔÐÕÖÙɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȵɯ#ÖɯÛÙàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÉÐÛɯ

more positive raÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÓÖÖÒɯÍÖÙɯÍÐÊÛÐÛÐÖÜÚɯÖÉÚÛÈÊÓÌÚȭɂ 

   Ɂ+ÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÍÐÊÛÐÛÐÖÜÚɯÖÉÚÛÈÊÓÌÚȮɯÏÌàɯ(ɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕȮɯÞÏÌÙÌÝÌÙɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕÌȳɂɯÐÕØÜÐÙÌËɯ1ÌÕõȭ 

   Ɂ.ÏȮɯ(ɅÔɯÕÖÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÛɅÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ*ÈÍÒÈɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȵɂ 

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɅÚɯÚÖmething positive that emanated from him!  

   Ɂ2ÛÐÓÓȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÞÏàɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÐÚɯÚÖɯÖÉÚÌÚÚÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯ*ÈÍÒÈɯÛÏÌÚÌɯËÈàÚȮɂɯ

bemused Emily. 

   Ɂ.ÏȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÌÝÌÕɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖàÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÐËÌÈɯÖÍɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÈɯÛÏÌÚÐÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯ

infamous book Journey to Mount Kosciuszkoȵɂ 

   Ɂ-ÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯÐÛȵɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÖɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÛÈÒÌÚɯàÖÜɯÈÕËɯÚÛÖ×ɯ

ÞÖÙÙàÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÈÞÈàɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯÚÖɯÈÔÖÙ×ÏÖÜÚɯÈÕàÞÈàȭɂ 

   Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ*ÈÍÒÈɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȵɂ 

 

   After they had reached Elwood beach, René parked his car off a side boulevard called 

Broadway so as not to have to buy a parking ticket, which had become commonplace in 

practically the whole of St Kilda due to its increasingly alarming yuppification.  

    

 
©Libor Mikeska 

 

As it was a rather windy day, Emily stylishly put on her dark green beret that she had 

once bought at an op shop in trendy Brunswick Street and they cheerfully set off on 

their Sunday stroll. The breeze scattered their contemplations about the future as did a 

flock of seagulls that began to hover majestically above them, each trying to emulate the 

other. Emily and René were left to absorb the calming effects of the undulating waves. 

As if in some hypnotic trance, they compliantly followed a path along the esplanade 

beginning at the hexagonal ice cream stand at Elwood beach, the sides of which were 

covered with fading Peter's ice cream advertisements, one of which depicted a mother 

and her two children indulging in their ice creams.  

   Ɂ(ɯ ÞÖÕËÌÙɯ ÞÏÌÙÌɯ #ÈËËàɯ ÐÚȳɂɯ ÈÚÒÌËɯ $ÔÐÓàɯdisdainfully, thereby implying her 

disapproval of the depiction of the classical role of the mother in society.  
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   Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÐÚɯ2ÜÕËÈàɯ$ÔÐÓàȮɯÚÖɯÏÌɅÚɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÔÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÞÕɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȵɂɯɯɯ 

   Suddenly appearing out of nowhere, two hyperactively exuberant  dogs (of a mixed 

undefinable terrier type with their tongues hanging out) seemed to enhance the 

ostensibly happy family licking away at their ice creams. (It should be noted however 

that the recurrent cynical mocking of the fate of the likes of such famil ies neither 

stopped people like Emily and René from succumbing to a similar fate nor from buying 

the very ice cream the objects of their mockery were devouring). Sunk in self-induced 

reveries, their tongues now preoccupied with delicious yoghurt ice creams  rather than 

with words, Emily and René made their way towards St Kilda and finally reached the 

mythical pier almost an hour later. Countless times they must have walked along this 

pier pondering its magical allure. Life was all about being lured away from  reality, 

tempted away from what one should do into something one should not, and you 

couldn't do a single thing about it!  

 Ɂ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ×ÈÛÏȮɯÌÕËÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÌÙɯÊÈÍõȮɂɯ

remarked Emily, suddenly breaking their silence whil st giving René the same sidelong 

glance, as she had done so many times before. Never-ending eyelashes!  

   Ɂ3ÏÌɯ×ÐÌÙɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÈÜÙÈɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÐÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÜÙÌÚɯÐÕÕÖÊÌÕÛɯ×ÈÚÚÌÙÚ-by to the café at 

its end. In any case no Sunday stroll would be complete without  a cappuccino and 

ÚÊÙÜÔ×ÛÐÖÜÚɯÊÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÖÜÓËɯÐÛɯÕÖÞɯ$ÔÐÓàɯËÌÈÙȵɂ 

   Ɂ6ÈÚÕɅÛɯ ÐÛɯ ÉÜÐÓÛɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÛÜÙÕɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÌÕÛÜÙàɯ ÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌȳɂɯ ÈÚÒÌËɯ $ÔÐÓàɯ ÐÕɯ ÎÌÕÜÐÕÌɯ

curiosity, as they approached this Victorian architectural jewel.  

   ɁƕƝƔƘɯÐÛɯÚÈàÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÐÎÕȭɯ6ÖÞȵɯAll these years it has withstood the rigours of 

,ÌÓÉÖÜÙÕÌɅÚɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙȵɂɯ 

   Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÊÈÕɯÞÐÛÏÚÛÈÕËɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȵɂɯ$ÔÐÓàɯÚÛÈÛÌËɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÌÕÛÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÍõɯÈÕËɯÖÙËÌÙÌËɯ

cappuccinos and two pieces of moist mudcake. 

 

*  *  * 

 

   Years later René's destiny was about to change again. By nonconformingly 

overstaying the period of one year stipulated in his visa, he forfeited his right for health 

insurance, but stayed on regardless, threatening the local foreign authorities that he 

would marry his then girlfriend if need be.  Only catch was that she herself was not a 

German citizen and apart from that, was quite hesitant about remaining in a 

relationship with René, let alone marrying him! Although their love story was marred 

with disillusionment, they nevertheless remained a c ouple until René eventually left the 

country. However before he did so, René was so intractable in his wish to outsmart the 

authorities, he discovered paragraph 28, section 3 on visa regulations for foreigners, 

thanks to which he cleverly decided to enrol for his doctor's degree in Slavonic studies 

with the avid intention of writing about the fates of German avant -garde writers 

stranded in Prague, which he thought would be a good enough reason to enable him to 

prolong his visa. They in turn retaliated by fi nding a nasty loophole in another 

subsection of this law, preventing the extension of such a visa on the grounds that a 

vocational change had taken place concerning the original purpose of his stay. 
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Although it was indeed possible to issue a new visa in such a case as well, a period of 

one year had to elapse before it could be legally issued. I'll get even with you nasty 

public servants, plotted René vengefully to himself, but in the end René decided to 

jettison his recalcitrant attempts at fighting uncompr omising bureaucrats armed with 

preposterous rules and punctilious regulations, which was probably due to the fact that 

his eagerness to move to Prague for a year was stronger than his wish to stay in 

Saarbrücken. So just like the authors he had planned to do research on, he also found 

himself stranded in Prague, as if following some irrepressible instinct, and seeing that it 

was unavoidable to burn bridges once again, he successfully applied for a teaching post 

at one of Europe's oldest universities and decided to stay there. So he cheerfully 

returned to a country his parents had spent their entire lives desperately trying to 

escape.        

 

*  *  * 

 

   The early morning sun shone unremittingly through René's kitchen window at 

"ÏÖËÚÒâɯ 2ÛÙÌÌÛɯ ÐÕɯ /ÙÈÎÜÌɀÚɯ ÊÏÈÙming Vinohrady quarter. He spitefully drew the 

curtains and settled back to breakfast, squeezing the last awkward grams of Vegemite 

out of the tube, the last of three that Emily had sent him some time after Christmas. It 

was there for him alone to enjoy as most Europeans found this spread made from yeast 

extract quite repugnant. It was indeed an acquired taste that no one having grown up 

on it could ever go without again. Whether for that reason or out of pure nostalgia, 

René was addicted to the stuff and always made sure he had it in his pantry.    

 

 

From: René [rene.koala@praguni.cz]   Sent: Monday, 7.03.05, 11:45 

To: Vera Jahodová       Re.: Grr! 

 

A whole weekend has passed without a word from you, dear Vera, grrrr! From what I 

can see from my window, the  clouds have darkened and it looks as if unearthly 

demonic spirits have appeared to cast spells upon our confused souls, for I have been 

coughing and sneezing all weekend! I have actually been bedridden despite having 

drunk umpteen litres of tea and slivov ice! I am feeling slightly better today, as the 

energy slowly fills my body again and the deleterious demons are being expunged, 

expelled, extirpated and exorcised! (Now there's some evil alliteration for you!)  

Hope your week was less harrowing! Awaiting your words,  

René 

 

   No words came and there were still some demons left hovering about, probably 

treating themselves to the hypnotizing melody of the first movement of )ÈÕâðÌÒɅÚ Violin 

sonata that René was listening to. 

   René tried to work, but in such a desultory way, that he couldn't finish anything. His 

ÓÐÍÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÔÌÛɯÚÜÊÏɯÈÕɯ
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enigmatic creature like Vera. He was obstinately smitten with her, yet at the same time 

dreaded the possibility of unreq uited love. The ensuing days only brought frustration 

and delirium provoked not only by an increased consumption of ginger tea, lemons, 

slivovice and honey, but also of an exaggerated intake of echinacea drops together with 

a cocktail of several homeopathic substances, which only exacerbated his flu. And so, 

overcome by giddiness, he laid down on his sofa and began to drift away...  

 

*  *  * 

 

The sonata still echoed in René's mind, distracting him from both Vera's silence and his 

lingering cold.       

   Images of a copper brown quokka hopping in time to that very hypnotizing sonata 

may have seemed just as inconceivable as the sight of four black-clad musicians 

feverishly playing it. Yet rarely does one question the plausibility of one's dreams, 

especially in the very midst of them!  

   This mysterious quokka, which is one of the lesser-known smaller marsupials, 

categorised as belonging to the kangaroo family, never explicitly divulged the future to 

a sleeping René, preferring only to reveal minute segments that only his 

subconsciousness could fleetingly register, perhaps so as to put him on the right track. 

René's limited intuition would only recognise this as a déjà vu experience later on once 

the future became reality, thus in due time confirming the quokka' s omniscient wisdom. 

Perhaps this little creature that sporadically appeared in his dreams was his 

anthropomorphic guardian angel that somehow saw it as his inevitable task to guide 

René by either advising or warning him or giving him cryptic previews of hi s life's 

journey . He suddenly saw events flash by as if fast forwarding a video. What he saw 

both intrigued and elated him, yet as soon as one scene appeared, another would 

immediately take its place, making him feel helpless in his attempt to capture the scenes 

in order to make some sense of them, yet they only lasted for a fraction of a second! 

Images of Vera, her new hairstyle, rapturous kisses, Vera flooding him with 

incomprehensible words, Vera peeling off stockings, a plethora of unknown faces, more 

incomprehensible circumstances, raindrops, seagulls, string quartets, snow storm, 

another man, another woman, all intermingled with hundreds of other images 

showered in mystery that escaped René's consciousness just as quickly as they had 

appeared. Blank!  

   Even the quokka suddenly disappeared, leaving the string quartet to continue to 

infiltrate René's dream.  

   Then the music stopped abruptly, as the 2nd violinist had apparently played a wrong 

note.  

   Ɂ-Öȵɯ-ÖÛɯ"ɯÍÓÈÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ"ɯÚÏÈÙ×ȵɯ(ÛɅÚɯÈÕɯÌÕÏÈÙÔÖÕÐÊɯÕote! Oh! I'm so sorry, I'm always 

ÔÐßÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛȮɂɯÊÖÕÍÌÚÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÜÓ×ÙÐÛȭ 

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯ(ɅÔɯÎÓÈËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɅÛɯÔÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËȮɂɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÖÓÈɯ×ÓÈàÌÙɯÚÓÐÎÏÛÓàɯ

ÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÈËËÌËȮɯɁ(ɅÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÚÐÕÎɯÏÈÙËɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȵɂ 

   Ɂ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÐÕÌɯËÜÙÐÕÎ ÖÜÙɯÓÈÚÛɯÙÌÏÌÈÙÚÈÓȮɂɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÓÓÐÚÛȭ 
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   Ɂ2ÛÐÓÓɯÐÛɅÚɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÜÓÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌȮɂɯÚÕÈ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯƖnd violinist at the cellist.  

   Ɂ6ÏàɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÐÛɯÉÌɯÔàɯÍÈÜÓÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɅÛɯÓÌÈÙÕÌËɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÙÛɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÓàȳɂɯÏÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÌËȭ 

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯàÖÜɯÞÏÖɯÛÙÈÕÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯÛÏÌ violin sonata for a string quartet with all these 

fiendishly difficult and unnecessary purple passages, wasn't it! How can you expect one 

ÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌÚȵɂɯÏÌɯÙÌ×ÙÖÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÓÓÐÚÛȮɯÏÖ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÌßÊÜÚÌɯÏÐÚɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȭ 

   Ɂ(ɯÈÔɯÍÜÓÓàɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɅve been grappling with this adaptation for quite some time 

now, but isn't that reason enough to persist until we have fully demystified the overt 

ÊÖÔ×ÓÌßÐÛàɯÖÍɯÐÛȵɂɯÙÌÈÚÖÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÓÓÐÚÛȭ    

   Ɂ,àɯÔÐÕËɯÉÖÎÎÓÌÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÐÕɯ)ÈÕâðÌÒ's mind when he 

ÞÙÖÛÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÌÍÈÙÐÖÜÚɯ×ÈÙÛȵɂɯÙÌÛÖÙÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯƖnd ÝÐÖÓÐÕÐÚÛȭɯ(ɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯ)ÈÕâðÌÒɯÞÈÚɯ

ÉÌàÖÕËɯÜÚȵɯ6ÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯÔÐßÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÚÏÈÙ×ȮɯÍÓÈÛɯÖÙɯÈÜÎÔÌÕÛÌËɯÕÖÛÌÚȭɂ 

   Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÛÓÌɯÈÕËɯÜÕÌß×ÌÊÛÌËɯÊÏÈÕÎÌÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÚe 

ÌßÛÌÕËÌËɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÈÓÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÔÈÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÚɯÈÊÏÌȵɂɯÈÎÙÌÌËɯÛÏÌɯƖnd violinist.  

   Ɂ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÕÊÌȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÌÉÜÓÓÐÌÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛɯÚÐÎÕɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯ

my jovial solo passage, which in fact there wasn't, I continued to play rumbustiously 

while you all began playing the next passage, which duly brought the Allegretto to an 

ÈÉÙÜ×ÛɯÌÕËȵɂ 

   Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯàÖÜɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÖɯÉÌËÈááÓÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÜÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯ

ÍÖÙÎÖÛɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍȵɂ 

   Ɂ.ÏɯÊÖÔÌȮɯÞÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÔÜÚÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕɯÌÍÍÖÙÛȮɂɯËÐÚÈÎÙÌÌËɯMÈÙÜįÒÈȮɯthe 1st violinist 

vehemently. 

   Ɂ8ÌÚȮ she's right, let'ÚɯÛÙàɯÐÛɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÐÔÌȮɂɯÊÖÕÊÌËÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÓÓÐÚÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÈËËÐÕÎȮɯɁ6Ìɯ

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯ×ÓÈàɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÜÔÜÓÛÜÖÜÚɯ×ÈÚÚÈÎÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÌßÈÓÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌɯÙÈ×ÛÜÙÖÜÚÓàȭȭȭɯ)ÈÕâðÌÒɅÚɯ

Violin sonata is the most delightful he ÌÝÌÙɯÞÙÖÛÌȭɂɯ 

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈËÈ×ÛÌËɯÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÛÙÐÕÎɯØÜÈÙÛÌÛȵɂɯÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÖÓÈɯ×ÓÈàÌÙɯ

in his usual acerbic manner. 

   Ɂ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÏÖÚÌÕɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÉàɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÕÝÌÕÛÐÖÕÈÓɯÖÙɯ

ÛÙÈËÐÛÐÖÕÈÓȮɯÓÌÚÚɯÊÖÕÛÌÔ×ÖÙÈÙàȮɯÓÐÒÌɯ#ÝÖĪák or Smetana. In any case we've never played 

)ÈÕâðÌÒɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȵɂɯÈËËÌËɯÛÏÌɯ2nd violinist.  

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɅÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎȵɂɯÚÛÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÖÓÈɯ×ÓÈàÌÙȭ 

   Ɂ(ÛɅÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯÈɯÉÐÒÌɯÖÙɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÚÌßȮɂɯÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯ,ÈÙÜįÒÈȭ 

   To which the ceÓÓÐÚÛɯËÌÌÔÌËɯÍÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈËËȯɯɁ ɯ×ÙÖ×ÖÚɯÔàɯÌß-girlfriend once told me 

ÚÏÌɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯÏÈËɯÈÕɯÖÙÎÈÚÔɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ$ÓÎÈÙɅÚɯ"ÌÓÓÖɯ"ÖÕÊÌÙÛÖȵɂɯ 

   Ɂ6ÏÈÛɅÚɯÏÌÙɯÛÌÓÌ×ÏÖÕÌɯÕÜÔÉÌÙȳɂɯÐÕØÜÐÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÖÓÈɯ×ÓÈàÌÙȮɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËȭ 

   ,ÈÙÜįÒÈɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯÛÏÌÔȭɯɁ+ÖÖk, gentlemen, we'll just have to concentrate a bit 

harder! It's too late to start practising a new string quartet from scratch. The concert's in 

ÈɯÞÌÌÒɅÚɯÛÐÔÌȵɂ 

   Ɂ6ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÙàɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÉàɯ$ÓÎÈÙȮɂɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÖÓÈɯ×ÓÈàÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕ.  

   ,ÈÙÜįÒÈɯÙÈÐsed her eyebrows and frowned, but didn't say anything. She folded her 

arms in cold silence while the others petulantly continued to discuss the sense of 

continuing their endeavours of the cellist's chosen reworked piece. 

   During the ensuing squabble, René gave the quokka an incomprehensible and 

somewhat reproachful look, wondering why his furry little friend always had to 
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obfuscate the meaning of his dreams. Awaking muzzily from his nap, he decided it was 

time to drop Emily a line.  

 

                             Prague, Spring,  2005 

Dear Emily, 

 

after an enduring spell of ambivalence about every possible aspect of my life, things seem to have 

settled down a little and I even have the time and energy to write to you again. It must also be 

the spring that's awakening me from my lethargy and general dissatisfaction. Seriously, I could 

spend hours on end just watching the scudding clouds from the window of my office, which all 

proved to be an egregious waste of time of course. Yet I had neither the patience nor will to cope 

with the fact that I was condemned to teaching nothing but grammar at university. Luckily there 

was a change in curriculum last semester as the old departmental coordinator, a bit of a 

bureaucratic dinosaur really, who had never welcomed any significant changes since 1976, was 

unexpectedly replaced by a more open-minded professor, and I was asked to take on more 

interesting subjects. However it's not just academically that things have been coming up roses 

lately, I now find myself brimming with happiness because of a new woman in my life. It's 

astounding what a difference one person can make ɬ now even the dreary prospect of having to 

correct a pile of exam papers, all whilst subjecting myself to the further massacre of the English 

language doesn't dishearten me! 

Hope things are fine with you.  

Take care until we see each other (which won't be too long, as I've managed to save up enough 

crowns for a another trip to familiar shores)  

René 

    

Meaning to write to Jim as well didn't quite manifest  into a real letter, but some 

reminiscing about bygone days...   

 

   Sipping his cappuccino, René gazed contentedly at the upside down lamps hanging 

from the high ceiling. Ah, familiarity! Green, brown and gory orangey gods of light : 

remnants of the late sixties providing the café's original interior with necessary 

illumination as well as embellishing it in a retro sort of way.  

   While René was admiring all the old jazz record covers decorating the huge walls of 

the Black Cat Café, he took another reverent sip of his coffee as if he were partaking in a 

holy ritual. His attention then turned to the old clocks on the main wall next to the 3 -

metre wrought iron Brunswick sign, wondering for the first time in all these years that 

he'd been coming here, where on earth the owner of the café must have found it. Before 

René could wonder any further about the sign's origins and the dubious ways of 

procuring such a heavy object, he noticed Jim riding past the café's front window. He 

hopped off his bike and attached it to the bike racks before entering the café. 

   Ɂ.ÏȮɯàÖÜɅÙÌɯÌÈÙÓàȵɂɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯÈɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËɯ)ÐÔȮɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯÜÚÜÈÓÓàɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯ

wait for René. 
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   Ɂ8ÌÈÏȮɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɅËɯËÖɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯÔàɯÔÐÕËɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯ

wandering too much to concenÛÙÈÛÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯàÖÜÙɯÑÖÉɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÐÕɯ/ÌÙÛÏɯÎÖȳɂ 

   Ɂ&ÖÖËȮɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯØÜÐÛÌɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÌËȵɯ/ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÖɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯ

would travel so far for an interview rather than by my qualifications and teaching 

experience. I don't think they È××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÌËɯÔàɯÈÛÛÐÙÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȵɂ 

   Ɂ2ÖȮɯàÖÜɅÓÓɯÉÌɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯ,ÌÓÉÖÜÙÕÌȳɂ 

   Ɂ-ÖȮɯÈÚɯÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÞÌÕÛɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɅÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɅËɯ

actually consider me and didn't know which fate would be worse: getting the job and 

having to go to Perth or remaining unemployed here! Yet I found out a few days later 

that they had decided to give the job to my competitor, who had only recently 

ÌÔÉÈÙÒÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÕÎɯÙÖÈËɯÛÖɯ×ÖÚÛÎÙÈËÜÈÛÌɯÚÛÜËÐÌÚȮɂɯ)ÐÔɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÖÜÛȮɯÌÔ×ÏÈÚÐáÐÕÎɯ

the last part of the sentence. 

   Ɂ6ÏàɅÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂ 

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÈ×ÛÓàɯØÜÈÓÐÍÐÌËɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌÙȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯ/Ï#ɯ

and all the other feathers in my cap, they thought she would prove to be more suitable 

in their plight to propagate the dissemination of the received  accumulation of 

knowledge of their institution. I think they felt I would have been too much of a 

ÛÙÖÜÉÓÌÔÈÒÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌàɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉȭɂ 

   Incidentally, it wasn't long though before Jim landed a permanent university post that 

he had longed for and could thus propagate in his own way the dissemination of the 

received accumulation of his own knowledge.    

   Back in Prague once again, René had no choice, but to propagate the arduous realities 

of English grammar, tormenting his students with seem ingly arbitrary laws governing 

the tenses, the gerund, spelling and prepositions which differed so vastly from Czech 

ones or the lack of them.  

 

*  *  * 

 

 

 

                                  Melbourne, May 2005 

Dear René, 

 

thanks for your last letter! I've had quite a lot to ruminate over myself, being forced to just sit 

through certain life changing periods of my life, only to end up assertively challenging them. So, 

sorry I haven't written you a single word in ages, yet which single word could possibly describe 

everything I've been through over the last couple of years? Stagnancy? Temptation? Upheaval? 

Constraint? Hiatus? Serendipity? Synthesis? You see I need at least seven words to summarize 

what I have been going through lately. Yet I'm sure you would have felt quite flabbergasted if I'd 

sent you a letter with these very words complete with exclamation marks, simply followed by 

Yours, Emily! I'll tell you all about my personal and professional roller coaster ride when I see 

you again in August!  

Am also looking forward to hearing more about the new love in your life!  
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Till then, 

Curiously yours,  

Emily 

 

P.S. They've started to rebuild our beloved Pier café that some pathetic moron had burned down 

two years ago. 

 

*  *  * 

 

 
©Libor Mikeska 

 

The tallest of the grey kangaroos was grazing unsuspectingly in the paddock close to 

the barbed wire fence, as Emily and René gazed surreptitiously in its direction hoping 

to get as close to it as possible without startling it. It was the second day of his holidays 

down un der. There was a flurry of excitement when they were about fifteen metres 

away from it on one of the largest paddocks among many finally designated as an 

official area for wildlife after determined residents had successfully thwarted attempts 

by shrewd local council members to sell off the land for further housing after plans for a 

golf course had failed. In addition they had also been keen on building a cemetery of all 

things not far from one of the remotest streets in the north -eastern suburb of 

Greensborough.  

 

   As if sensing that the several hectares of land were being benevolently bestowed upon 

them, dozens of country kangaroos pragmatically appeared out of nowhere. Their 

numbers gradually increased to several hundreds within a few years.  So, the fur ry 

symbols of Australia now occupied land that had been sporadically and indifferently 

shared by horses, cows and rabbits. Astonishingly there weren't many tourists, just the 

people from the neighbourhood walking their dogs, always acknowledging their 

presence, except in the summer months when they were otherwise too busy looking out 

for snakes to notice them.  
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*  *  * 

 

Quite unfair of her, Vera thought to herself after hanging up, making René needlessly 

worry about her, probably causing him to sleep badly  that night. She sent him an 

apologetic email the next day and wished him a wonderful last week down under, 

wisely omitting her need to describe the emotional tornado that was still running amok 

in her mind. She decided she had no choice but to endure it all until René returned to 

her arms. Until then there was no one around to allay the doubts that continued to 

excruciatingly plague her, to reassure her that there was nothing to worry about and 

that no danger was lurking (i.e. no other women out there to c oax René into staying in 

Australia and consequently plunge Vera into a state of forlornness). Logically she knew 

everything would return back to normal in a week's time, and despite all the what ifs 

stirring uneasily in her mind, she managed to distract he rself. There was her thesis for 

one which had become somewhat of a full-time occupation. She was intent on 

exhausting all her resources, so that between work, meals and sleep, no time would be 

left to think. Reflection had to be avoided at all costs if she wanted to keep her sanity.  

 

*  *  * 

 

Still in a state of drowsiness, so many thoughts whirled around in René's mind, 

provoking a jungle of blurred contradictory visions of Vera's hypersensitivity suddenly 

merging with his own speculations about the feasi bility of returning to live in Australia. 

Waving his hands and arms above his head frantically ɬ as if trying to shoo away an 

irritating blowfly ɬ didn't do much to sufficiently scatter his thoughts, so he finally 

decided to go jogging in the fields behind  the house. 

   Once dressed and outside, he yawned and stretched, breathing in the eucalyptus air 

as he opened the back door of the house. His father Mirek was watering some plants 

and greeted him cheerfully, yet not without a touch of irony:  

   Ɂ.ÏȮɯÜ×ɯÚÖɯÌÈÙÓàɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÈÙÌɯÞÌȳɂɯÏÌɯÛÌÈÚÌËȭ 

   Ɂ(ÛɅÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÈÐÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÖÕɅÛɯÎÌÛɯÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌɯÐÕɯ$ÜÙÖ×Ìȵɯ(ÛɯÏÈÚɯÈɯÝÈÓÌÙÐÈÕɯÌÍÍÌÊÛɯÖÕɯÔÌȭɂɯ

He opened the back gate, continuing to take long deep breaths, knowing too well that 

his lungs would miss this privilege  soon. Time becomes precious when it's limited and 

this fact made him appreciate the little things he had taken for granted in his younger 

years. 

   As he yawned and stretched, the galahs, magpies and a solitary kookaburra looked on 

in bewilderment as they  perched in the trees around him, taking a brief pause to ponder 

the stranger and his quizzical movements before reverting back to their daily instincts.  

An hour later, he set off to meet Emily, as they had agreed to spend the day together. 

After much deli berating on various tempting possibilities, they unanimously decided to 

spend the day at the seaside, so they cheerfully drove down scenic Beach Road to 

whichever beach attracted them first.  

   Ɂ'ÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ#ÌÕËàɯ2ÛÙÌÌÛɯ!ÌÈÊÏȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ$ÔÐÓàɯÉÌÚÌÌÊÏÐÕÎÓàɯÈÚɯÚhe didn't feel like 

driving any further.  
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   Ɂ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÜËÈÊÐÖÜÚȮɯÓÌÛɅÚɯÎÖɯÛÖɯ/ÖÙÛÚÌÈɯÖÙɯ2ÖÙÙÌÕÛÖȮɂɯ×ÙÖ×ÖÚÌËɯ1ÌÕõȮɯ

eagerly raising his eyebrows.      

   Ɂ&ÌÛɯÙÌÈÓȵɯ3ÏÈÛɅÚɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÈÞÈàȮɯ1ÌÕõȵɯ8ÖÜɯÞÖÕɅÛɯÎÌÛɯÔÌɯ×ÈÚÛɯÛÏÌɯ,ÖÙÕÐÕÎÛÖÕɯ/ÌÕÐÕÚÜÓÈɯ

todÈàȮɯÈÕËɯÉÌÚÐËÌÚɯÐÛɅÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯƖɯ×Ôȵɂɯ2ÖɯÐÕɯÈɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯÊÖÔ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌȮɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯɁÏÌàɯÏÖÞɯ

about Half Moon Bay, that's a delightful haven, there's a pier, an old shipwreck and 

ÏÜÎÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÝÌÙàɯÚÖÍÛɯÚÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛȭɂ 

   Having never  been to this beach before, René agreed and they soon arrived at their 

destination, welcomed by an almost empty parking area (well it was a weekday and 

winter after all), a subtle breeze, boisterous seagulls and a hyperactive Dalmatian 

whose owner wasn't f ar off buying ice cream for his imploring daughter.  

   Ɂ-ÖÞɯËÖÕɅÛɯÌÈÛɯÐÛɯÛÖÖɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÖÙɯàÖÜɅÓÓɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÊÖÜÎÏÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÓÖÚÌɯàÖÜÙɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕɯ

"ÈÚÚÈÕËÙÈȵɯ6ÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɅÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÖÞȮɯÞÖÜÓËɯÞÌȵɂɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÏÌÙȮɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÚÏÌɯ

began to lick away voraciously at her creamy reward for having accompanied Dad and 

a dog called Tiffany on their daily walk.  

   Ɂ-ÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÔÐÕËɯÞÖÜÓËɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÐÙɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯCassandraȳɂɯÞÖÕËÌÙÌËɯ

Emily.  

   Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÞÌɅÙÌɯÈÛɯÐÛȮɯTiffany ÐÚÕɅÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȵɯ/ÖÖÙɯËÖÎȵɂɯÈËËÌËɯ1ÌÕõȭ 

   Ɂ6ÐÛÏɯÈɯÕÈÔÌɯÓÐÒÌɯ"ÈÚÚÈÕËÙÈȮɯÚÏÌɅÚɯÉÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯËÖÖÔɯÛÖɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÊÙÖÚÚɯ

ÏÌÙɯ×ÈÛÏɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȮɂɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËɯ$ÔÐÓàȭ 

   Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÕÈÔÌÚɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯËÌÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÝÌɯÐÕÍÓÜÌÕÊÌɯÖÕɯÖÕÌɅÚɯÓÐÍÌȳɯ ÕàÞÈàɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯ

people gave their children such names in the late eighties. Names like Felicity, Justine or 

Madeleineȱɂ 

   Ɂ"ÖÜÓËÕɅÛɯÛÏÌàɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÏÌÙɯÈɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÜÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÓÐÒÌɯJenny, Fiona or 

Belindaȳɂɯ$ÔÐÓàɯÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭ 

    Ɂ-ÖȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÖÜÙɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÐÖÕȰɯÚÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏe Rebecca type, 

ÐÍɯàÖÜɯÈÚÒɯÔÌȵɯ)ÜÚÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈÐÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÍÙÌÊÒÓÌÚȵɂɯÌÓÈÉÖÙÈÛÌËɯ1ÌÕõȭ 

   Both Emily and René couldn't help but laugh as ice cream ran down her fingers, 

forearms and across her chin. The dog barked and ran a facetiously clumsy course 

through the sand after losing its balance before resuming its intrinsic elegance on the 

hardened wet areas near the water's edge.  

   It was about up to here where Emily and René's perceptions of reality concurred. 

Then they suddenly went off at vastly diff erent tangents. Whereas René was amused to 

simply watch the juxtaposition of the black and white dog and the colourful scenery, as 

the family disappeared into the distance, Emily's soaring imagination brewed up a 

scenario of the tonnes of ice cream that little Cassandra would insatiably devour before 

she started dating men, which would subsequently replace her need for ice cream!  

   René took some photos of several seagulls that were either hovering in the wind or 

carrying out incomprehensible acrobatic ma noeuvres in the sky above them. They 

found an agreeable spot on the sand near one of the huge rocks, so huge in fact that it 

reminded them of the boulders typically found in a Flintstones cartoon. They spread 

out a picnic blanket that Emily had brought alo ng ɬ she was always prepared for 

picnics! René told Emily briefly about his concerns about Vera and their recent 

telephone call. 
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   Ɂ2ÏÌɅÚɯÎÖÛɯàÖÜɯÞÖÙÙÐÌËɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÏÈÚɯÚÏÌȳɯ(ɅÔɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÞÖɯÓÖÝÌÉÐÙËÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÞÖÙÒɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÐÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÌÕËȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÚÜÙÌËɯ1ÌÕõȮɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÈking a book from her handbag and opening it at 

a dog-eared page. Delving into her own world, she resolutely indicated to René that 

ponderings on the problems of the heart would have to be postponed till further 

notice...   

  

*  *  * 

 

Emily and René made their way through the impressive four metre -high main entrance 

gates of the Botanic Gardens, whose Victorian lattice work always left Emily in awe.  

   Ɂ(ɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÍÌÌÓɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɅÔɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÚÞÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÜ×ɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÞÈÓÒɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÎÈÛÌÚȮɂɯ

admitted Emily.  

   Ɂ-ÖÞɯÛÏÌÙÌɅÚɯÚÖÔÌɯ%ÙÌÜËÐÈÕɯÍÖÖËɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȮɂɯÛÌÈÚÌËɯ1ÌÕõȭ 

   Yet the thought of being swallowed up by the Botanic Gardens wasn't as exclusively 

Emilian as René thought.  

   There was indeed a motley selection of some evil looking cacti in the cactus garden, 

which despite their demure exterior, could be rather treacherous. Perhaps there were 

some other carnivorous creatures secretly waiting to seize an unsuspecting victim, such 

as giant conniving Venus fly traps lurking in the inextricable maze of the sa ndy path 

they serendipitously followed.  

   Ɂ%ÌÌÓɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÈ××ÜÊÊÐÕÖɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÒÌȳɂɯ1ÌÕõɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛÌËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÕɯÜÕÊÖÔÍÖÙÛÈÉÓàɯÓÖÕÎɯ

period of silence, yet Emily was too captivated by this daunting display of cactusses, as 

she liked to call this desert plant, admiring their fleshy structure and carefully feeling 

their sharp prickles.  

   Ɂ.ÜÊÏȵɂɯ 

   The lake near the tea rooms was a sorry state, half-emptied with majestic black swans 

plodding along the scattered little islands of sludge ɬ a far cry from the extrav ant water 

lilied oasis as he remembered it from his last holiday. Yet the seagulls were having a 

ball, fighting over sandwich crusts, biscuits and cake crumbs that were being thrown at 

them by countless children, whose loud cries were increasing in severity. Whilst 

mothers looked on cautiously from their picnic blankets, calling out their little bundle of 

joy's name, fathers either snoozed away or enjoyed the chance to become temporarily 

engrossed in an alluring work of fiction so unlike their own realities .  

   Ɂ2ÐÔÖÕȮɯÚÛÖ×ɯÛÏÙÖÞÐÕÎɯÓÈÔÐÕÎÛÖÕÚɯÈÛɯ3ÐÔÖÛÏàɯÖÙɯ(ɅÓÓɯÚÔÈÊÒɯàÖÜȵɯ2ÐÔÖÕȮɯÞÐÓÓɯàÖÜɯÓÐÚÛÌÕɯ

ÛÖɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÊÌȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÞÖɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɂɯÎÙÜÔÉÓÌËɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȭ 

   Ɂ'ÌɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÐÛȵɂɯÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯ2ÐÔÖÕȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɅÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÙÜÌȮɯàÖÜɯÙÖÛÛÌÕɯÓÐÈÙȵɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɅÛɯÔàɯÍÈÜÓÛȮɯÏÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÔÌɯÈɯÚÔÌÓÓàɯÔÖÕÒÌàȵɂɯÚÈÐËɯ

the boy defensively and threw another piece of cake at him. 

   Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɅÛɯÊÈÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯàÖÜȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɅÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÍÖÖËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȵɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯ

ÏÌÈÙɯÔÌȳɂɯ 

   While the two boys continued to be scolded by their mother, their father, after having 

devoured another lamington, sought further refuge with Hemingway, burying his head 

in the novel's confines to escape the pandemonium all too near to him.  
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   Meanwhile as Emily and René ambled towards the tearooms, they were overtaken by 

a group of uniformed teenage schoolgirls noisily prattling away as their teacher 

excitedly gave them a lecture on the robust nature of rhododendrons. They suddenly 

stopped in front of clusters of colourful flowers.  

   Ɂ-ÖÞɯÎÐÙÓÚȮɯÕÖÛÌɯÛÏÌɯbright pink and purple flowers of this evergreen ericaceous 

shrub. Not to be confused with erinaceous, mind you, which is a term related to 

hedgehogs. Jeanette, are you paying attention? And what's more girls, another 

remarkable feature is the fact that as opposed to deciduous shrubs, their leaves which 

incidentally can be either oval or oblong shaped, can withstand the withering effects of 

ÞÐÕÛÌÙȭȭȭɂɯ 
 

*  *  * 
 

                                                                 Inimitably Prague, 28th October, 2006 

 

Dear Emily, 

    

the semester is plodding along and the weather has turned decidedly malicious and not showing 

any signs of abating until well into next year! I am therefore impatiently awaiting my 

forthcoming trip down under. Vera's also coming along this time, so, you'll finally get to meet 

my chosen one. 

Hope things are fine with you! Can't believe we haven't exchanged any news since my last trip, 

which I can only put down to my shameful lackadaisical mood and complacency. The searingly 

painful reality that I've already allowed too many projects to fall by the wayside will have to be 

amended. Sometimes I feel like I've just been treading water all along, waiting for things to come 

along, afraid to initiate or make the most of opportunities as they arise. All this has to change.  

Looking forward to catching up.  

Penitently yours 

René 

(sorry for the undue whining, as I'm actually quite happy, I think!) 

 

*  *  * 

 

A crow that was perched on one of the four wires of the utility pole nearest Emily's 

bedroom window rolled its head from side to side as if suffering from severe neck pain. 

It raised its beak high up into the air before gazing blankly into the distance. Emily first 

thought about doing some cleaning, but she just sat at the open window musing fo r 

hours. The air was warm and fragrant. Time to procrastinate. The day before, she had 

spotted a possum. Her eyes followed its movements as it ran along a neighbour's 

telephone cable before it reached their roof. Emily was bored.  

 

   Just after Christmas Day, overnight gale -force winds had already upturned quite a 

few palm trees near Luna Park and even some from front gardens in more residential 

parts of St Kilda. The gods and the elements were obviously not very amused. Yet they 
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weren't the only ones. Vera was in one of her faraway moods again and René was lost 

in thought as a result of being lost for words! Emily didn't appear to be herself either, 

choosing her words carefully, as if she were holding something back that she had 

trouble expressing in Vera's presence. The conversations between the three of them 

seemed somewhat too impersonal and even strained at times. 

   Even the Esplanade had something unnaturally foreboding about it as they made 

their way from the Pier café, where they had just enjoyed coffee and cakes.  

 

    
  ©Libor Mikeska  

 

Ɂ(ɯÏÖÕÌÚÛÓàɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÓÌÚÚɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÊÖÓÖÜÙɯÈÚɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ

ÐÛȮɂɯÖÉÚÌÙÝÌËɯ1ÌÕõɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÖÕÌɯÓÖÕÎɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÎÌÕËÈÙàɯÚÛÙÜÊÛÜÙÌȮɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÞÌÙÌɯ

for the last time. 

   Ɂ2ÛÖ×ɯÊÖÔ×laining, will you! At least we're getting a glimpse of what it must have 

looked like a hundred years ago. Yet, if you're really intent on seeing it as you last 

ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÐÛȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÞÈÐÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÙɯÚÖȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÛÖɯÐÛȵɂ 

   While Emi ly and René lagged behind, reminiscing over the Pier café, black clouds had 

gathered on the horizon and their attention soon turned to the distant, yet sinister smell 

of burning in the air. Although the recent bush fires were over four hundred kilometres 

away, the air was becoming increasingly hazy as they made their way towards Elwood.  

   The three walked on as if in their own worlds, tuned to different wavelengths. The sea 

breeze dispersed their thoughts somewhat unexpectedly as did the sight of two men 

unfurling a sail near the shore. An exchange of words in a language neither René, Vera 

nor Emily could make out suddenly turned to paroxysms of anger. The noise and 

excitement subsided as one of the men angrily dropped his part of the sail, turned 

around and just left the other man standing there in disbelief. Their attention then 

turned to a flock of bickering seagulls, who after having scurried about erratically in the 
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sand, fighting over sandwich crusts, suddenly began to take flight after the one who 

had managed to snatch the biggest piece. The absurd theatre of these irrational 

creatures drew to an end and the three continued their way in silence. 

   Somehow it all felt wrong, thought Vera, who on the one hand, welcomed the 

opportunity of discovering ano ther continent, yet three weeks in Australia had sort of 

thrown her well -ordered world into disarray, and now here they were dawdling away 

their time on yet another pier, looking out into an empty sea. It wasn't just on this day 

that Vera was at a loss as to what to say to Emily, but to all the people she had been 

introduced to over the past two weeks from René's past. It just wasn't her world at all. 

She also hadn't counted on it being so cold in December where it was supposed to be 

summer in Australia! Sh e felt a cold coming on after temperatures had plummeted from 

30°C to a chilly 16°C in just one day. Even though she had started coughing, she didn't 

forgo the chance to savour an ice cream when they finally arrived at the hexagonal ice 

cream stand. 

   Ɂ#Ö you remember that time we had bought ice creams here before you left for 

$ÜÙÖ×ÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ$ÔÐÓàɯÕÖÚÛÈÓÎÐÊÈÓÓàɯÈÚɯ5ÌÙÈɯÖÙËÌÙÌËɯÏÌÙɯÐÊÌɯÊÙÌÈÔȭ 

   Ɂ ×ÈÙÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÚÛÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÙÐÊÌÚȮɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÔÜÊÏȵɂ 

   Ɂ(ÛɅÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɅÙÌɯÕÖÛȮɂɯ×ÙÌÚÜÔÌËɯ$ÔÐÓàɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯ×ÙÖ×ÏÌÛÐÊÈÓÓàȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

words : when we're not resounded disturbingly in René's head on their way home.  

   Far from the insouciance that usually typifies a summer holiday in Australia, theirs 

was pervaded by an unnerving tension that something inauspicious lay ahead.    
 

All excerpts from Neurotically Yours are copyright ©Libor Mikeska  
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NEWS TICKER :  ENVIRONMENT  

The Australian Floods 2010/11 

compiled by 
 Henriette von Holleuffer 

(Source: The Wall Street Journal)1 
 

December 30, 2010: 
"Unprecedented rainfall across large stretches of eastern Australia is hampering exports from 
the country's US$51 billion-a-year coal industry, closing rail lines, blocking access roads, 
flooding mine sites and putting upward pressure on global energy prices." 

 

"'We're seeing well-above-average rainfall throughout the state,' said Brett Harrison, a senior 
forecaster at the Bureau of Meteorology in Brisbane, which has seen its wettest December 
since 1859." 
 

January 11, 2011: 
"Flooding in Australia worsened Tuesday as the death toll mounted and waters threatened the 
major city of Brisbane, while the nation's currency fell over concerns about the rising costs to 
the economy. In a sign of increased worries about the economic impact of the floods, the 
Australian dollar lost 0,7 % against the U.S. dollar as investors downgraded their outlook for the 
country's economy. " 
 
January 12, 2011: 
"Brisbane's normally bustling downturn was deserted and locals rushed to buy bottled water 
from shops. Police said Caboolture, a suburb of 170,000 north of the city, had been entirely cut 
off by rising floodwaters." 
 
January 13, 2011: 
"Floods turn Brisbane to ghost town ς The Australian government's handling of devastating 
floods across Queensland, which have displaced thousands of people and killed more than 20, 
came under greater scrutiny Wednesday as the Brisbane River's muddy waters began swamping 
the nation's third-largest city." 
 
"Opposition lawmakers have so far shied from apportioning blame, but questions over the 
government's preparedness for the flooding ς one of the worst environmental disasters to hit 
Australia ς threaten to add political strain on Prime Minister Julia Gillard's minority Labour 
ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΦ όΧύ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ¢ƻƴȅ !ōōƻǘǘΣ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ of the main opposition Liberal-National 
coalition of center-right parties, has pushed for more dams to be built, accusing policy makers 
of 'dam phobia' over the past two decades."  
 
January 25, 2011: 
"Residents of a string of towns in the northwest of Australia's Victoria state were evacuating 
their homes Monday as flood defences failed in the face of waters flowing toward the 
continent's largest river. At least 60 towns across an area larger than Denmark to the northwest 

                                                 
1
 Issue as cited below. 
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of the state capital, Melbourne, have been hit by floods as heavy rain from recent weeks makes 
its way across broad floodplains to the Murray River." 
 
"A cyclone that hit the Pilbara coast on New Year's Day caused ports to cease operations and 
forced bulk carriers to weigh anchors." 

 

"Record rains that began in November left huge parts of Australia's northeast Queensland state 
under water, killing 30 people, damaging or destroying 30,000 homes and businesses, and 
causing at least A$3 billion in damage to crops and lost coal exports. The flood disaster is now 
moving across southeast Victoria state. The State Emergency Service has warned that a vast 
inland sea about 90 kilometers long northwest of the Victorian capital of Melbourne will 
continue coursing inland for the next week until it spills into the Murray River." 

 

March 10, 2011: 
"The damage done by Cyclone Yasi to the Great Barrier Reef, Australia's top attraction, will take 
decades to fully mend, according to a growing number of scientists ς which could reduce both 
visitor numbers and the local fishing industry's catches. In the worst-hit areas 'there was hardly 
a coral to be found left alive,' said Paul Marshall, a reef ecologist who coordinated a survey on 
the storm's impact for the Great Barrier Marine Park Authority: 'Big piles of coral rubble and 
broken plates had been ripped off the reef and tossed about or dumped at the bottom of the 
reef in piles. That was pretty heart-wrenching to see.' Category 5 Cyclone Yasi slammed the 
northern coast of tropical Queensland state in February. It hit at a particularly bad time for the 
reef, which scientists say suffered from the outflow of freshwater as well as pollution from 
devastating floods that washed across the state and threatened the regional capital of 
Brisbane. The center of the cyclone toppled heavy coral bomboras or bommies, large isolated 
pieces of reef up to four meters wide and centuries old." 
 
"'I don't hold any hope for a return of fish in the near future,' said fisherman Terry Must: 'The 
amount of coral damage out there is unbelieveable, we've never seen anything like this.'"

2   
 
  
NEWS TICKER:  ECONOMY  

A special relationship: Australia and China 

 
"In the 2009 to 2010 fiscal year, China was the third-largest source of foreign investment into 
Australia, while two-way trade totalled around 90 billion Australian dollars. The world's second-
largest economy accounts for some 25% of Australia's exports, up from just 4% a decade ago."

3 
 

 

                                                 
2
 See also: "Wie lange noch? Das Great Barrier Reef kann gerettet werden ï wenn wir schnell handeln", National 

Geographic Deutschland, Mai 2011. 
3
 The Wall Street Journal, April 26, 2011. 
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NEWSTICKER:  PEOPLE 

 

Last-known combat veteran of World War I died in Perth 

Claude Choules was the last surviving Anglo-Australian to have served in both world wars.4 
Choules, who held dual British and Australian nationality, was born on March 3, 1901, at Wyre 
Piddle, Pershore, in Worcestershire. He dropped out of school at 14 to join the British navy in 
1915. Claude witnessed two historic events at the end of the Great War; the surrender of the 
Imperial German Navy at the Firth of Forth off Scotland's east coast, in November 1918. He also 
was present at Scapa Flow in the Orkney Islands in June 1919 when German Admiral Ludwig 
von Reuter ordered his interned fleet to be scuttled. In early 1926, Claude was part of a group 
of Royal Navy instructors seconded to the Royal Australian Navy.  He decided to stay in 
Australia and to transfer to the Australian Navy. On his voyage to Australia he met his wife.  
 
During World War II, he served as the RAN's senior demolition expert in Western Australia. 
Early in the war, he disposed of the first German mine to wash up on Australia's shores, near 
Esperance in Western Australia. He remained in the RAN after the war until 1956. After his 
retirement he lived south of Perth. Despite his military record, Choules became a pacifist. He 
was known to have disagreed with the celebration of Australia's most important war memorial 
holiday, Anzac Day, and he refused to march in annual commemoration parades. 
 
He was also the oldest man living in Australia when he died on May 5, 2011. 
 
Claude Choules presented a readable account of his life and times: 
The Last of the Last: His Autobiography, Victoria Park, WA: Hesperian Press 2009. 160 pp. AU$ 
25 
ISBN 978-0-85905-480-5  
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

                                                 
4
 Sydney Morning Herald Online, May 7, 2011: "Last post for final veteran of WWI". 
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THE OTHER SIDE: ANOTHER PORTRAIT  

 

'In Solitary Witness':  The life and death of war resister Franz Jägerstätter 

(1907-1943) 

Adi Wimmer  

 

As a result of Nazi terror, Australia became the country of exile for several thousand German 
and Austrian Jews between 1938 and 1948. It could have accepted more.  Manfred Brusten's 
article on the fate of 'our' exiles in Australia (KOALAS 3, 71-94) which I recently re-read, made 
me aware that many did not return because they well knew that their former neighbors would 
not welcome them back. From the vantage point of view of the year 2011 it is difficult to 
comprehend the lack of regret and sorrow, the absence of collective shame. And if you really 
want to know, in Austria it was even worse than in Germany, so I am not pointing my finger 
anywhere. Austrians were not forced to watch film footage on the liberation of death camps, 
and after that weird and wonderful Hollywood extravaganza The Sound of Music (Musical: 
1959, the film: 1965) we were as white as a 'Persil' washed sheet. In a letter to his friend dated 
Dec 24th, 2011, Ernst Broch wrote: "Und kaum einer ist wahrhaft erschrocken; die Inhumanität 
war ihnen kein Schreck, erst die Kohlennot wurde ihnen einer" (Hardly anyone was really 
shocked; the inhumanity was no shock to them, only the scarcity of coal became one (cit. in 
Wimmer 14). Similarly Alfred Polgar in 1962:  

Sie verloren kein Wort über die Schrecken der Nazizeit, und nervös wurden sie erst, als 
Bomben ihnen aufs Haus fielen (...) Aber den Morgen anklagen, dass er so grau ist, das 
sollten jene nicht tun, die sich so gut zurecht fanden in der pechschwarzen Nacht, die 
ihm voranging. (Ibid.) 

(They did not breathe a word about the terror of the Nazi era, and became nervous only 
when bombs began to rain on their houses ... but to accuse the morning of being so grey 
ill becomes those who found their way around so very well in the pitch blackness of the 
night preceding it. 

 
The community of St. Radegund lies 40 km to the north of Salzburg, in rural Austria. 

When you drive into this sleepy village of not more than 700 souls, a sign will direct you to the 
"resting place of Franz Jägerstätter". Entering the graveyard, which in the local tradition wraps 
itself around the church, your eye is immediately captivated. The grave sits right against the 
walls of the church. A bronze plaque donated in 1968 by a Christian community of Missoula, 
Montana (of all places!) tells you that here lies a man who paid the ultimate price for his 
conviction. The inscription reads: "Thank God for Jägerstätter: he knew that we are all brothers 
and that the command of Christ is essential for everyone. He has not died in vain." Whatever 
the season, the grave is always covered in flowers. 
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Who was this man? 

 
Oh no, he was not your traditional saintly person, earmarked for a life of asceticism from an 
early age. Jägerstätter was a farmer's son. Before he started to work his father's 50 acre farm he 
labored in the steelmills of Styria, a day's journey away, and the working class culture that he 
found there introduced him to drinking and womanising. Returning to St. Radegund after his 
father's early death, he was considered a good marriage proposition by the womenfolk, and 
acquired a bit of a reputation for his conquests. He was the first young man in the village to 
own a motorbike! There was a child born out of wedlock that he tried to adopt later, when he 
got married.  

 

 
 
 
His choice was Franziska, a kitchen girl from a neighboring community. They married in 

1933. His wife had strong religious feelings and he was receptive to them. For their honeymoon 
they embarked on a train journey to Rome, the holy city. Surviving letters from that journey, as 
well as from the early years of his marriage, show that Jägerstätter was deeply in love with his 
wife. "What fine thing matrimony is" he wrote to a friend, "I never thought such happiness was 
possible." And there was a spiritual dimension to that union too. Jägerstätter started doing 
voluntary work for the local church and became its sexton. He derived a great deal of 
satisfaction from the various religious duties this work entailed. To add to his bliss, three 
healthy girls were born in rapid succession.    

 
Then came 1938 and the annexation of Austria by Nazi Germany. Crowds of jubilant 

Austrians lined Hitler's triumphant journey to Vienna. But the ones who did not cheer, who 
cowered in their rooms behind drawn curtains were not caught by the cameras. 
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My own father, who was almost the same age as Jägerstätter, told me that when the 
news of German troops crossing into our country came over the wireless, he said to my mother. 
"¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΦ Lǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΦ" 
Something like that was felt by the Jägerstätters, too. They hated the Nazis not so much 
because they were bullies and autocrats, but because Hitler, who had no religious affiliation 
and tolerated no criticism from the clergy, was elevating himself to a god-like figure. In 1940, 
Jägerstätter was called up for basic infantry training. After completing the course he was 
allowed to go home again. At that stage, farmers were still exempt from going to the front. But 
that would change when Hitler insanely attacked the Soviet Union in 1941. By the year's end, 
the Wehrmacht in the Soviet Union was stretched out along a 3000 km long front and suffering 
heavy losses. So Jägerstätter was called to an induction centre in Linz and given his uniform, but 
then he refused to swear the oath of loyalty. Asked why, he said he considered Austria's 
annexation in 1938 illegal, he was not a German and thus under no obligation to accept 
German commands. He said Hitler's war was criminal and murderous, and the killing of other 
human beings was morally repugnant. After that he went to jail. 

 

And now a time of intense self-scrutiny and suffering came. The Wehrmacht did not 
want to make a martyr of a Roman Catholic and sent for the priest of St. Radegund to change 
Jägerstätter's mind. The priest, who knew of his faith and anti-Nazi beliefs, came as bidden, but 
did not try to dissuade him. Next, the bishop of Linz, Josef Fließer, was called upon, and 
Jägerstätter was taken to his residence. The bishop offered no spiritual assistance at all and did 
his best to make him join the Wehrmacht, saying he had a greater moral duty to his wife and 
three children than to a "conscience" which, incidentally, did not have his seal of approval. 
There was a sneak side to the bishop too. "What makes you think you are so special" he argued, 
"ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ ƻŦ ǎƛƴŦǳƭ ǇǊƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƴ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ 
their military duty?" Jägerstätter was unfazed. "Do you mean to tell me, your eminence, that 
there is no higher duty than that to Adolf Hitler?" Wordlessly, the bishop dismissed him.  
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So our prisoner of conscience was taken to Berlin, tried, and sentenced to death by 
beheading. The trial took only a few minutes. Jägerstätter's state-appointed attorney did not 
even plead the case; all he tried was to avert the death penalty. (After the war the attorney 
came under investigation for his miserable role, and defended himself saying any attempt to 
plead "not guilty" would have resulted in him being struck off, and most likely he would have 
been sent to the Russian front.) But still the authorities were not happy with this outcome. 
Franziska Jägerstätter was sent for. She made the long train trip to Berlin and to that chamber 
of horrors, the high security prison of Plötzensee. Before she left, it was made clear to her by 
the Ortsgruppenleiter of St. Radegund that she had a "patriotic duty" to end this "cowardice" of 
her husband, for her and the children's sake, but also for the sake of the community. Already it 
had acquired a bad reputation; word had spread that a simple farmer dared stand up to the 
mightiest man in the country, the wise and strong Führer!  

 
I am trying to imagine that final meeting of Franz and Franziska, in the visitors' room of 

the Plötzensee prison. They had 30 minutes and she had travelled 20 hours for them. Did they 
cry? Very likely. Hands, did they hold hand? Yes, they were allowed to hold hands. Hugs and 
kisses maybe? No, out of the question: There were two prison guards; husband and wife were 
separated by a table. Did she try and persuade him to change his mind? Oh she did. What do 
you think I should do, Franziska? Well Franz, I want you to live. But how can I when my 
conscience tells me I can't be part of a monstrous evil? I don't know Franz I just want you to live 
and to help raise our children. Think of the children! Oh but I do my dear wife, all the time. But 
there is a higher principle to serve than the duty to our children. There is God.  

 
At the end of Arthur Miller's historical play The Crucible, in which the simple farmer John 

Proctor is accused of witchcraft and sentenced to hang, his wife Rebecca is called in to make 
him sign a life-saving "confession". Wishing to escape death, Proctor says he will sign it in the 
presence of God -- but he will not allow his tormentors to display the document and thus to 
shame him. When the judge says this is not good enough, Proctor remains steadfast and goes 
to the gallows. His wife Elizabeth accepts the decision with a few simple words: He has his 
goodness now ς God forbid I should take it from him.  These are words that might have been 
thought by Franziska, too. 

 
There were several Jehova's witnesses who were executed for resisting induction, but 

they had the benefit of being spiritually supported by their community. Some catholic priests 
and nuns were executed for anti-Nazi activities, one of them was an Austrian: Pater Reinisch. 
Jägerstätter was the only catholic war resister in Germany and Austria to be executed just for 
refusing to serve in Hitler's war. 9 August 2008 saw the 65th anniversary of his death and 
hundreds of visitors turned up for a candlelight vigil, a service, and several addresses.  

 
Let us return to St. Radegund and the year 1943. Franziska, cruelly robbed of husband 

and family father, was punished by the community as well. Many wives held her responsible: 
she had filled her husband with all that "religious rubbish". Even the children -- two of them in 
primary school ς were held accountable, were taunted by a female teacher and made to sit in 
the last row. The war came to an end, but not the family's isolation. In 1949 Franziska applied 
for a Nazi victim's pension. Her request was denied, and the reason given was that her husband, 
though executed by the Nazis, did not qualify as a resister ς resisters were those who took up a 
weapon to fight the regime. The irony that Jägerstätter had been executed precisely because 
he would not take up a weapon was lost on the bureaucracy. Franziska won the appeal against 
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the decision, but it took seven years ς and only because the bishop of Linz (maybe he felt guilty 
about his role in the matter?) interceded on her behalf. The bishop (it was still the above 
mentioned Josef Fließer) gave an order to the journalists of the Catholic Press not to raise the 
name "Jägerstätter" in any of their articles. He was to be ignored. 

 
For another 20 years Franziska would continue to be a social outcast in St. Radegund, 

even though her life was without a blemish. The local Veterans' Association 
("Kameradschaftsbund") successfully constructed Jägerstätter a "coward" who had shirked his 
"responsibility" towards the "fatherland". Jägerstätter, a coward? The man that had faced the 
horrors of Plötzensee: a shirker? It was a smear that took a long time dying. In 1971 a TV movie 
was made about him by the unforgettable (Jewish) artist and director Axel Corti, screened on 
Austria's National day (26 October) and from then on perceptions began to change. The media 
began to review the case, they begged Franziska for interviews. Increasingly, Catholics with 
admiration for the martyr visited the house where he had lived, and his grave. They came from 
all parts of Europe, even from the USA and Australia. In fact, they were initially more likely to 
come from overseas than from Austria! St. Radegund was baffled and displeased. The villagers 
resented this intrusion. There were many local women whose husbands or sons or brothers had 
been killed in the war, soon to be completely forgotten; they were addled that someone who 
had not fought should be honored and so well remembered. However, a new generation not 
indoctrinated by the old ideology had meanwhile grown up, a generation that was ready to see 
Jägerstätter as a hero. A biography was written (Zahn 1967), a play, and numerous poems. 
Young women took up the cause of the maligned, marginalized Franziska as a feminist heroine 
for our time. Symposia were organized, now there is an annual two-day conference every year 
on the anniversary of the execution. The 2010 meeting had 150 participants. The panel of 
speakers was extraordinary. Retired career soldiers and officers now hold Jägerstätter up as an 
example of someone who refused to carry out an immoral order! A remarkable transformation 
for a man who was once branded a coward. German military officers on active duty (!) lectured 
on when today's soldiers can and must refuse a military order. Why did no-one instruct Lt. 
William Calley or Lindy England on these important matters?  

 
And Franziska, now 98 but still surprisingly lucid, is the centre of attention, everybody's 

darling. In 1997 she was awarded the "Silver Medal of Merit" (Silbernes Verdienstzeichen) of 
the province of Upper Austria.  A book was published containing a selection of letters by Franz 
addressed to her, including the last letters from Plötzensee.  (Putz 1987). On September 22nd, 
2007 a Church Opera called "Jägerstätter" was first performed in the "Ursulinenkirche" Graz. 
The composer was Alfred Fortin. In the same year, Jägerstätter was beatified or selig 
gesprochen. It was hugely gratifying for her and her three daughters. 

 
After the collapse of the East German regime the complete file on Franz Jägerstätter was 

discovered in a GDR state archive. It transpired that after the death verdict he had suggested to 
his jailers that he would serve ς but only in a non-combatant role, for instance as a stretcher 
bearer. So he did try to compromise and survive ς but to no avail. His proposal was rejected.  

 
It may surprise the reader that according to several sources (Maislinger, Merton) 

Jägerstätter is the best-known German war-resister in the United States. (Okay okay, he is really 
an Austrian but never mind). However, when Jägerstätter was still a nobody in his own country, 
during "Vatican II" in 1963, Archbishop Thomas D. Roberts (he was the Bishop of Bombay) 
addressed the congregation in these words: "I plead with the Fathers to consider this man and 
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his sacrifice in a spirit of gratitude. May his example inspire our deliberations" (Maislinger). 
More recently, British father Bruce Kent has drawn a strong parallel between Sir Thomas More 
and Jägerstätter: both died because their loyalty to God was greater than to their country (both 
cit. in Maislinger). In 1968, Thomas Merton devoted a chapter to Franz Jägerstätter in his widely 
disseminated anti-Vietnam book Faith and Violence: Christian Teaching and Christian Practice. 
In the introduction he wrote:  

 
In the case of Franz Jägerstätter we have a faith that stood up against an unjust but 
established power and refused to practice violence in the service of power. On the other 
side, we have Simone Weil who was a French pacifist before World War II and who later 
joined the French resistance against the Nazis. 

 
Daniel Ellsberg repeatedly said he was inspired by Franz Jägerstätter to risk his job and 
reputation when he began to compile the material for his Pentagon Papers. Jägerstätter was his 
most important "moral inspiration".  

 
On May 20th 1987, on the occasion of Jägerstätter's 80 birthday, a high Mass was 

celebrated in the cathedral of Linz. The Catholic Church which had ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƘǳƴƴŜŘ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀΩǎ 
greatest anti-Nazi hero, had finally decided to hold him up as a moral example. Once again 
there was gentle pressure from the United States. The Mass was co-celebrated by Bishop 
Aichern and the bishop of Detroit, Thomas Gumbleton. I was there and heard Gumbleton say 
that the American peace movement "Swords into ploughshares" (which maintains a strong 
presence also in Germany) had derived the greatest moral inspiration in their struggle to resist 
the American arms race with The Soviet Union from Franz Jägerstätter! Imagine my joy, and 
amazement. 
 

I have visited Franz Jägerstätter's grave many times: each new visit still moves me to hot 
tears. How could he be so sure of his decision? Where did this uneducated farmer find the 
extraordinary courage to remain steadfast unto death?  

 
This article is based, inter alia, on a personal interview with Mrs Franziska Jägerstätter in 

2001.  
Photos Copyright: Diözese Linz/ Erna Putz   
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VIEW FROM THE DESK   

Reading Les Murray 

Adi Wimmer   
 

It is a fact that contemporary poetry relies heavily on academic teaching for its propagation; for 
every reader who enjoys reading poetry for its own sake, there are probably 20 students who 
take poetry as part of an introductory course on Australian Literature and nothing else. A few 
years ago I taught such a course at the Australian University of X in the principality of Y, in 
which four out of the 13 mandatory weeks were given over to discussions of Australian poets. 
 
 One of these was Les Murray. As the most prominent and visible of all contemporary 
Australian poets (rumours of an impending Nobel prize have been floating around for years), 
his inclusion in such introductory courses is usually not contested in university course 
development committees. And in my experience, first year sǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŦƛƴŘ aǳǊǊŀȅΩǎ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ 
rewarding and accessible. They enjoy the richness of its imagery, the easy flow of his style, and 
with admirably empathy, they readily connect his poems to the pain and marginalization of 
rural people. But there can be too much of a good thing and so the trouble with reading Murray 
seems to be that any analysis of his work is regarded as a terribly serious business. Attempting 
to counter this trend I selected one of his more light-hearted poems for the final exam: 
ά{ƘƻǿŜǊΦέ  
 

A mistake, as it turned out. Quite a number of readers could not believe the poem really 
was about the joys of taking a shower --  and not about Gallipoli, or war in general, or the 
Republic Movement, or the Boeothian Greeks. All these wrong-headed approaches surfaced in 
ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƴƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǿƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ΨƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŜŘΩ 
sex as the real meaning of the poem. But let us first look at what Murray wrote: 
 
 

Shower 

From the metal poppy 
 
this good blast of trance 
arriving as shock, private cloudburst blazing down, 
worst in a boarding-house greased tub, or a barrack with competitions, 
best in a stall, this enveloping passion of Australians: 
tropics that sweat for you, torrent that braces with its heat, 
inflames you with its chill, action sauna, inverse bidet, 
sleek vertical coruscating ghost of your inner river, 
reminding all your fluids, streaming off your points, awakening 
the tacky soap to blossom and ripe autumn, releasing the squeezed gardens, 
smoky valet smoothing your impalpable pyjamas off, 
pillar you can step through, force-ŦƛŜƭŘ ŀōǎƻƭǾƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜΩǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎΣ 
nicest yard of the jogging track, speeding aeroplane minutely 
steered with two controls, or trimmed with a knurled wheel. 



 

 

33 

 

Newsletter Nr.5 

June 2011 

  

Gesellschaft für Australienstudien e.V. 
ASSOCI ATION FOR AUST R ALI AN STUDIES  

 

 
Some people like to still this energy and to lie still in it, 
stirring circles with their pleasure in it ς ōǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƎŀ 
worn on either or both shoulders, fluted drapery, silk whispering to the tiles 
with its spiralling frothy hem continuous round the gurgle-hole; 
this ecstatic partner, dreamy to dance in slow embrace with 
after factory-ŦƭƻƻǊ ǊƻŎƪΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ŀǎ [ƻǘΩǎ ŀōǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ  
merciful wife on a rusty ship in dog latitudes, 
sweetest dressing of the day in the dusty bush, this persistent 
time-capsule of unwinding, this nimble straight well-wisher. 
Only in England is its name an unkind word; 
only in Europe is it enjoyed by telephone. 

 
The first thing that strikes us about this poem is how full of sound (but not of fury) it is. There is 
a constant hissing and splashing of water, contained in onomatopoetic verbs (blazing, braces, 
streaming, blossom, smoothing, absolving, speeding, stirring, whispering), adjectives (sleek, 
nicest, ecstatic, sweet, still, slow, squeezed, smoky, dusty, persistent), and nouns (blast, chill, 
sauna, silk, dressing, ship). It revels in the pleasure of revelling in water: being caressed by it: 
having it stream off your "ǇƻƛƴǘǎέΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ǇŀǊǘǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ōŜΥ ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ŘŀȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Řǳǎǘȅ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǎǘŀƴȊŀ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ άŘǊŜŀƳȅέ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άƘƻǘ ōƭŀǎǘέ ŜƳŀƴŀǘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǳǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƻǇǇȅ ς 
and an association to opium induced dreaminess is thus made possible. Or else the person 
ǊŜǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άǎŀǳƴŀέ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ά[ƻǘΩǎ ǿƛŦŜέΣ ƛronically frozen in the warm water that 
is imagined as a silky toga. References to the dusty bush or the factory indicate that the speaker 
is a Murrayesque working-class persona who is glad to get the grime off his working-ƳŀƴΩǎ 
body: Using soap on it, a lather blossoms from the contact, releasing the fruity aroma of 
ŀǳǘǳƳƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎǘŜǊƛŀƭ άƎŀǊŘŜƴǎέ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊǘƛǾŜ ŦƻƭŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
flesh. The downpour, either hot or cold, speeds up the languid flow of body fluids, creating an 
άƛƴƴŜǊ ǊƛǾŜǊέ ŜŎƘƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŜǊΦ hƴŜ ƭƛƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛȊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ŎƻƴŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 
άǾŀƭŜǘέ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǘŀǎƪ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜŘ ōƻŘȅ ƻŘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
ƭƛƴŜ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎȅƭƛƴŘǊƛŎŀƭ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎ άǇƛƭlar you can walk 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘέΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ άŦƻǊŎŜ ŦƛŜƭŘέ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ōƻŘȅ ŦƭǳƛŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǘǘŜǊ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ŜǊƻǘƛŎƛȊŜǎ ǘƘŜ 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƴ άŜƴǾŜƭƻǇƛƴƎ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǿƻ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΥ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿer is compared to an aeroplane with either two 
ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎ όǘƘŜ Ƙƻǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭŘ ǘŀǇǎύ ƻǊΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ǎƘƻǿŜǊΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ άƪƴǳǊƭŜŘ ǿƘŜŜƭέ 
that regulates both the temperature and the flow of the water. In the last line, the shower type 
common to many EuropŜŀƴ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎ ƛǎ ƛƴǾƻƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ άƻƴƭȅ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ōȅ 
ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜέΣ ŀ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀŎƘŀōƭŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 
telephone receiver, connected to the faucet by means of a flexible, metallic-looking pipe.  
 
Very little of that made an impression on my student - this is what he wrote, and you will find 
my stream-of-consciousness comments in parentheses:  
 
The speaker is open to discussing the intimacies of the poem. The poem speaks of sexual 
intercourse. The poem is lustful and the speaker delves into the passions of sex (mmh -- where 
Řƻ άǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎŜȄέ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΚύ 
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 The tone of the poem is like the motions of sex. Partially awkward but there is a constant 
fluid motion. The last two lines are simple, easy and to the point. The end is conclusive like that 
of the moment after sex, after the sexual tension is released. (Hang on a sec. You say the 
Ƴƻǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎŜȄ ŀǊŜ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘΚ !ƴŘ άŦƭǳƛŘέ ǘƻƻΣ L ǎŜŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǳǎΦύ 

 
 The images used in the poem are very sexual: Sweat, heat, chill, sauna. These are felt 

within the moments of passion. The use of the bidet ς yes, something found in a bathroom and 
would work with the obvious shower theme, but when you look deeper it is a bath which is 
straddled in order to wash ones genitals: άCƭǳƛŘǎΣ ǎǘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻƛƴǘǎΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ 
refer to a shower, but it could also refer to semen from a penis. (Yes it couldΣ ōǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ōƛǘ 
strained? And while I agree that sweat and heat have something to do with sex, I am not sure 
ǿƘŜǊŜ άŎƘƛƭƭέ ŀƴŘ άǎŀǳƴŀέ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǎŜȄ -- ok, real sex -- needs a partner, whom, in this 
ŎŀǎŜΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƎƻǘΦύ  

 
 The tacky soap to blossom and ripe autumn, releasing the squeezed gardens: This line 
talks of the woman involved in the sexual relations. A blossom can often refer to a female, 
ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊ ƎŜƴƛǘŀƭΦ ! ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ǇǊƛƳŜ ƛǎ άǊƛǇŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎΦέ όDƻŘΣ ƳŀǘŜΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ 
be hauled before the Germaine Greer tribunal if you carry on like that. I am glad you didnΩǘ ŀŘŘ 
that all sexually active women are in the autumn of their lives.) 
 
 Taking pyjamas off provokes the thoughts of nakedness. This is also present from the 
title ς people get naked for showers (and also sex.) (True, but only a real lecher automatically 
thinks of the latter when stepping into the former.) The jogging refers to the effort and 
movement that occurs in sex. (Mmh ς have you ever tried IT while running?) So too does the 
ŀŜǊƻǇƭŀƴŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜƭȅ ǎǘŜŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭǎ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩs breasts. 
¢ƘŜ άƪƴǳǊƭŜŘ ǿƘŜŜƭέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇŜƴƛǎΦ όάYƴǳǊƭŜŘΣέ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ {ǇŜŀƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣ ƳŀǘŜΦύ 
!ƴ ŀŜǊƻǇƭŀƴŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƳƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƧƻȅǎǘƛŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ άƧƻȅ ǎǘƛŎƪέ 
commonly associated with a penis. 
 
 The speaker talks about being inside a woman in the second stanza. He talks about his 
flute being draped ς Ƙƛǎ ǇŜƴƛǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾŀƎƛƴŀΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎǳǊƎƭŜ ƘƻƭŜέ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀƛƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊΣ 
ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǾŀƎƛƴŀΦ όhƘ ŘŜŀǊΦ ²ƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǇƻŜƳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ŀ άƘƻƭŜέΣ ǘƘŜ 
reference must ōŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ƻǊƛŦƛŎŜΣ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ  ƛǘ Φύ  !ƴŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ άƎǳǊƎƭŜέ ǿƛǘƘ 
pleasure upon entering said hole? 
 
 The speaker talks with such fondness of sex. (Not the speaker, dearie, YOU do.) The 
άǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Řǳǎǘȅ ōǳǎƘέ: άhƴƭȅ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ƛǎ ƛǘǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴ ǳƴƪƛƴŘ ǿƻǊŘΣ 
ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ōȅ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜΦέ (Ah, I see: telephone sex!) These lines show the 
ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǾŀǊƛŜŘ ǾƛŜǿǎ ƻƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ǎŜȄΦ 
 

The poem only consists of two stanzas just as it only takes two people, a man and a 
woman, to have sex. 14 lines in the first but only 11 in the second, and this probably indicates 
ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜȄ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƘŀƭŦΦ (Touche - ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀǊƎǳŜ 
with that one, I am afraid.)  The first stanza is on passion and the heat of intercourse, where as 
(sic) the second stanza is more on the pleasure involved and the climax.  
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Well, well. Bold, that, and full of ideas on women. A highly individual approach - Written, no 
ŘƻǳōǘΣ ōȅ ŀ ΨǇŜƴŜǘǊŀǘƛƴƎΩ ƳƛƴŘ ǿhose motto is:  oƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ 
head you must never ever allow additional information to detract you from your course.  
 

However, there are two conclusions ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊŀǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ 
Modern poetry is often so hermetic and difficult to understand that students feel any reading is 
as good as any other. The poem does not contain a meaning unless you put one into it - Which, 
ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ǘŜƴŜǘ ƻŦ άwŜȊŜǇǘƛƻƴǎŅǎǘƘŜǘƛƪέΣ ƻǊ 
Reader Response Theory. The other conclusion is: some students feel that what really matters 
is originality of interpretation.  They will also have found that anything they say in class will get 
ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΩǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΥ άŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳƛƴƎΦέ Lƴ Reader Response Theory this is 
translated as: if such a thought comes into your head when reading the poem, then this 
meaning must be contained in it, however well concealed it my be. I am sure many of us have 
said such a thing to students in an attempt not ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ άƛƴǾŜƴǘƛǾŜέ 
interpretations. A teaching strategy that, as I think I have demonstrated, has its hazards.  
 
Article ©Adi Wimmer 2011  
Professor of English and American Studies ς  
University of Klagenfurt/Austria 
 

 
 

Adi Wimmer referierte im April 2011 im österreichischen Rundfunk in einer fünfteiligen 
Kulturreihe über das Thema: "Die Besiedlung Australiens". Auszüge aus dieser Radiosendung 
finden sich auf der Website der GAST (Publikationen/ Spezial):  
http://www.australienstudien.org/frameset_pub.html 

http://www.australienstudien.org/frameset_pub.html
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REVIEW : EXHIBITION  

 

Aborigines-Kunstausstellung im Museum Ludwig in Köln: 

"Remembering Forward: Malerei der australischen Aborigines seit 1960" 
 

Sibylle Kästner und Corinna Erckenbrecht  

  
Von November 2010 bis März 2011 bestand in Köln Gelegenheit, sich mit der zeitgenössischen 
Malerei australischer Aborigines vertraut(er) zu machen (vgl. e-Newsletter der GASt, Nr. 4, Dez. 
2010). Neben der Ausstellung "Remembering Forward" im Museum Ludwig, in der Arbeiten von 
neun indigenen KünstlerInnen aus der Desert Region und den Kimberley sowie 
Rindenmalereien aus Arnhem Land zu sehen waren, wurden Abendvorträge, Filme, ein 
Workshop und ein Symposium angeboten. Im vorliegenden Bericht wollen wir die Ausstellung, 
die Begleitpublikationen, das zweitägige Symposium am Museum Ludwig sowie den vor 
geschalteten Workshop Revue passieren lassen und kritisch reflektieren.  
  

Die Ausstellung "Remembering Forward" im Kölner Museum Ludwig muss vor dem 
Hintergrund der Diskussionen und Entwicklungen auf dem internationalen Kunstmarkt 
betrachtet werden. 1994 hatten sich die Veranstalter der Kölner Art Cologne noch geweigert, 
Aboriginal Art, die sie als 'folk art' (ab)klassifizierten, als zeitgenössische Kunst auszustellen. Das 
Ausstellungsteam von "Remembering Forward", bestehend aus den VolontärInnen Emily Joyce 
Evans und Falk Wolf unter der Leitung von Prof. Kasper König, dem Direktor des Museum 
Ludwig, präsentierte die Malereien der Aborigines nun im klassischen modernen 
Ausstellungsstil als Kunst an weißen Wänden. Damit folgten sie dem Vorbild australischer 
Kunstmuseen, in denen indigene australische Kunst mittlerweile auf Augenhöhe mit 
internationaler Kunst gezeigt wird. Ziel der Ausstellung "Remembering Forward" war es, unser 
(westliches) Verständnis von moderner und zeitgenössischer Kunst zu erweitern. Es wurden 
knapp 60 Gemälde sowie eine kleine, aber feine Auswahl an Rindenmalereien gezeigt, letztere 
aus den Sammlungen Stuart Scougall/Tony Tuckson, Art Gallery of New South Wales, Sydney, 
und der Sammlung Karel Kupka, Museum der Kulturen in Basel.  Diese Rindenmalereien 
stammen mehrheitlich aus den 1950er und 1960er Jahren, wobei das älteste Stück aus dem 
Jahr 1931 datiert ς allein schon durch sein hohes Alter ein bemerkenswertes Exponat. Die 60 
großformatigen Gemälde stammen aus den letzten 50 Jahren, in denen der große Aufschwung 
der Aborigines-Malerei stattfand.  

 
Zu den ausgestellten Künstlern und Künstlerinnen gehörten Paddy Bedford, Emily Kame 

Kngwarreye, Queenie McKenzie, Dorothy Napangardi, Rover Thomas, Ronnie Tjampitjinpa, 
Clifford Possum Tjapaltjarri, Tim Leura Tjapaltjarri und Turkey Tolson Tjupurrula. Ihre Gemälde 
wurden nur mit einem Minimum an Zusatz-Informationen präsentiert. Dazu gehörte neben 
einem recht kurzen einführenden Wandtext ein kleines, 15 Seiten umfassendes Heftchen, das 
den BesucherInnen beim Kauf der Eintrittskarte ausgehändigt wurde. Letzteres enthält knappe 
Informationen zum Konzept der Dreamtime, zum Hintergrund der modernen Aborigines-Kunst 
und zu den in der Mehrzahl bereits verstorbenen KünstlerInnen und ihren ausgestellten 
Werken. Ob das Heftchen ausreichte, um dem künstlerisch interessierten Publikum die mit 
komplexer kultureller und historischer Bedeutung aufgeladenen Bildwerke verständlich zu 
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machen, erscheint mehr als fraglich. Deutlich mehr ethnologisches und kunstspezifisches 
Hintergrundwissen ist im Ausstellungskatalog enthalten. Einige AutorInnen in diesem Katalog, 
aus einem eher kunsthistorischen Kontext heraus argumentierend,  üben allerdings explizit 
Kritik am ihres Erachtens klassifizierenden Umgang mit Aborigines-Kunst seitens der 
EthnologInnen: So seien Rindenmalereien nicht nur ethnographische Artefakte, die in 
ethnologische Museen gehörten, sondern auch Kunst und sollten daher in Kunstmuseen 
ausgestellt werden. Die Entscheidung des Ausstellungsteams, eine solche Schau ohne eine 
Kooperation z.B. mit dem Kölner Völkerkundemuseum "Rautenstrauch-Joest-Museum ς 
Kulturen der Welt" durchzuführen, dürfte vor dem Hintergrund des eben erwähnten Diskurses 
getroffen worden sein. Diese Art der Abgrenzung ist allerdings nur bedingt nachvollziehbar. Das 
Rautenstrauch-Joest-Museum besitzt zwar keine Sammlung an Aborigines-Malerei wie 
beispielsweise das Stuttgarter Linden-Museum oder das Grassi-Museum in Leipzig, verfügt 
stattdessen aber über eine umfassende Sammlung von Ethnographika aus Australien, die man 
für eine Begleitausstellung zu "Remembering Forward" durchaus hätte nutzen können.  
 

Als Zusatzprogramm wurden vom 17.- 19. Februar 2011 ein Workshop und ein 
Symposium angeboten. Beide Veranstaltungen, auf denen internationale RednerInnen 
auftraten, waren erfreulicherweise öffentlich zugänglich bei freiem Eintritt. Wer an diesen 
Veranstaltungen teilnehmen wollte, musste allerdings über profunde Englisch-Kenntnisse 
verfügen, denn Übersetzungen waren nicht vorgesehen.   
 

Vorgeschaltet zum Symposium am Museum Ludwig fand am 17. Februar der Workshop 
"Australian Aboriginal Art ς Materialisations and Transformations of Knowledge" des 
Internationalen Kollegs "Morphomata: Genese, Dynamik und Medialität kultureller 
Figurationen" an der Universität Köln statt. Dieses, vom BMBF über 12 Jahre geförderte 
interdisziplinäre Kolleg, beschäftigt sich mit der spannenden Frage, wie sich kulturspezifisches 
Denken in Objekten umsetzt. Wie drücken sich menschliche Vorstellungen in Texten, Bildern 
oder Objekten aus? Wie verändern sich diese Artefakte und wie wirken sie auf unsere 
Vorstellungen zurück? Die Konkretisierungen kulturellen Wissens nennen die Wissenschaftler 
"Morphome" ς eine Kategorie, wie sie in der Kultur und Kunst der Aborigines in Fülle 
vorkomme, wie die beiden ausgewiesenen Redner Howard Morphy (Australian National 
University, Canberra) und Fred Myers (New York University) betonten. Zunächst berichtete 
Howard Morphy in seinem Beitrag "Time, Place and Space in Australian Aboriginal Art" über die 
Kunst und ihre Bedeutung bei den Yolngu im nördlichen Arnhem Land. Die Gemälde seien 
"condensations of what happened" sowohl in historischer als auch in mythologischer Hinsicht. 
Zusätzlich könnten die mythologischen oder historischen Inhalte einerseits gegenständlich 
(Ablauf einer Geschichte mit ihren Protagonisten) als auch andererseits in abstrakten Feldern 
(wo und auf wessen Clanland es geschah) künstlerisch dargestellt werden. Dieselbe Geschichte 
werde nur in unterschiedlicher Weise präsentiert. In seinem Nachmittagsvortrag ("The 
Production of Discourses by and on Australian Aboriginal Painting") berichtete Fred Myers von 
dem beeindruckenden Kunstschaffen der Pintupi in Zentralaustralien, den Ergebnissen seiner 
Forschungen dort und einer Ausstellung von Pintupi-Künstlern in New York. Vormittags ging es 
somit mehr um die Frage "What is going in the paintings?", am Nachmittag um "What is going 
on around the paintings". Die anschließende Möglichkeit, Fragen zu stellen und mit diesen 
beiden internationalen Koryphäen ausführlich und intensiv zu diskutieren, rundete die 
gelungene Auftaktveranstaltung ab.  
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Am Abend hielt Howard Morphy dann seine Eröffnungsrede ("Moving the body painting 
in  the art gallery: a critical perspective from the recent history of Yolngu art") für das 
zweitägige Symposium "Exhibiting Aboriginal Art", welches direkt im Anschluss an den 
Workshop am Museum Ludwig stattfand. Ausgangspunkt für das interdisziplinäre Symposium 
war die kulturelle Irritation, die immer dann auftritt, wenn zeitgenössische Malerei 
australischer Aborigines in europäischen Kunstmuseen ausgestellt wird. Am ersten Tag sprach 
nach den Eröffnungsreden von Kasper König (Direktor des Museum Ludwig) und Claus 
Volkenandt (Kunstgeschichtliches Institut Universität Basel) zunächst wieder Fred Myers über 
das Thema "Showing too much, showing too little; the art and agency of Aboriginal acrylic 
painting in circulation". Hierbei ging es um künstlerische und religiöse Inhalte der Bilder und 
ihre Zurschaustellung vor einem öffentlichen Publikum, was Fragen in Bezug auf die 
Geheimhaltung, die Zugangsbeschränkungen und die Konsultationen mit Aborigines aufwarf. 
Danach referierte Alexandra Karentzos (Juniorprofessorin für Kunstgeschichte mit Schwerpunkt 
Postcolonial und Gender Studies, Universität Trier) über "Exclusions from the art institutions; 
postcolonial remarks", wobei sie anhand ausgewählter Beispiele die Architektur, 
Museumskonzepte allgemein und bestimmte Ausstellungsgestaltungen kritisch reflektierte. 
Diese erste Symposiums-Session stand unter dem Motto "General frameworks: between art 
and culture, between depiction and expression". Nach dem dritten Vortrag von Wilfried van 
Damme (Institut für Kulturwissenschaften, Universität Leiden) wurde diese Sitzung durch einen 
Kommentar von Larissa Förster vom Internationalen Kolleg Morphomata abgeschlossen.  

 
Nachmittags hielt Sally Butler (Kunstgeschichtlerin an der University of Queensland) 

einen sowohl visuell als auch inhaltlich beeindruckenden Vortrag über die Kunsttradition an der 
Westlichen Cape York Halbinsel, hier speziell in Aurukun, und berichtete über ihre Erfahrungen 
bei der Kuratierung einer Kunstausstellung in Brisbane. Friederike Krishnabhakdi-Vasilakis 
(University of Wollongong) sprach anschließend über "Sharing the space with Kandinsky: 
bringing Aboriginal art out of the cabinet, onto white walls". Die Rednerin thematisierte unter 
diesem spannenden Titel Aborigines-Kunst in der deutschen Kunst- und Ausstellungstradition. 
Der Beitrag muss aufgrund der geringen und eklektischen Auswahl von Beispielen, darunter die 
Ausstellung "Entartete Kunst" im Dritten Reich, indes als misslungen oder zumindest als 
wissenschaftlich bedenklich eingestuft werden. Den ersten Tag schloss dann der Beitrag 
"Evolution and Politics in Aboriginal Art" des freien Kurators Jean-Hubert Martin aus Paris ab.   
 

In die Freude über die an sich großartige Gelegenheit, ausgewiesene internationale 
Experten und Expertinnen aus dem universitären Bereich einerseits sowie erfahrene Praktiker 
aus dem Ausstellungssektor andererseits bei dieser Tagung sprechen zu hören, mischte sich die 
Kritik an der mangelnden Qualität manch anderer Beitragender und die Frage nach der Auswahl 
und Anordnung der RednerInnen im Laufe dieses Tages.  
 

Am zweiten Symposiumstag standen sechs Vorträge auf dem Programm. Zwei Beiträge 
widmeten sich ausschließlich der Künstlerin Emily Kame Kngwarreye aus Utopia. Während die 
indigene Kuratorin Margo Neale (National Museum of Australia, Canberra) über eine 
Einzelausstellung der Künstlerin in Tokio im Jahr 2008 berichtete, die mehr BesucherInnen als 
eine Andy-Warhol-Ausstellung angezogen hatte, konzentrierten sich die Ausführungen von 
Chrischona Schmidt (Australian National University, Canberra), die Feldstudien in Utopia 
durchführt, auf die enorme künstlerische Bandbreite der international gefeierten Malerin. Terry 
Smith (University of Pittsburgh) beschäftigte sich in seinen kunsthistorischen und 
kunsttheoretischen Betrachtungen mit der Frage, worin der Unterschied zwischen moderner 
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und zeitgenössischer Kunst bestehe und wo in diesen Diskursen Aborigines-Kunst verortet 
werden könne. Die nächsten beiden Vorträge vermittelten Einblicke in vergangene oder noch 
andauernde Ausstellungsprojekte. Der Kurator Georges Petitjean (Museum of Contemporary 
Aboriginal Art, Utrecht) stellte die Ausstellung "Nomads in Art" aus dem Jahr 2009 vor, in der 
Werke indigener australischer KünstlerInnen aus der Desert-Region zusammen mit dem Werk 
eines belgischen Künstlers ausgestellt und in Beziehung gesetzt wurden. Der neue Anbau der 
National Gallery of Australia, in dem in 13 verschiedenen Räumen Werke indigener 
australischer KünstlerInnen gezeigt werden, stand im Mittelpunkt der Betrachtungen der 
indigenen Kuratorin Franchesca Cubillo (National Gallery of Australia, Canberra). Die National 
Gallery of Australia besitzt mit über 7500 Exponaten die weltweit größte Sammlung an Werken 
von Aborigines-Künstlern. Cubillo ist der Meinung, dass Aborigines-Malereien ohne 
Hintergrundinformation gezeigt werden könnten, als Kunst mit ästhetischem Fokus. 
Hintergrundinformation stünde entweder online zur Verfügung oder sei in Büchern und 
Katalogen enthalten. Das abschließende Resümee war Ian McLean (University of Western 
Australia, Perth) vorbehalten. Er ging u.a. auf die noch immer existierende Spannung ein, die 
den Diskurs der Ethnographischen Museen mit der Kunstwelt bestimmt.       
 

Die oben schon erwähnte Abgrenzung zur (deutschsprachigen) Ethnologie zeigte sich 
auch während des Symposiums. Obwohl dieses ausdrücklich als interdisziplinär ausgeschrieben 
war, nahmen keine deutschen VertreterInnen der Ethnologie und der Völkerkundemuseen als 
Vortragende teil. Lediglich im Publikum waren einige wenige KuratorInnen deutscher 
Völkerkundemuseen vertreten.  
 

In Bezug auf die Ausstellung im Museum Ludwig ist anzumerken, dass es ohne Frage 
einen wesentlichen Qualitätssprung bedeutet, dass Werke von Aborigines-Künstlern in 
hochrangigen Kunstmuseen in Europa ausgestellt werden. Dennoch blieben in den Augen der 
Autorinnen einige Defizite bestehen. Die klassische Hängung an weißen Wänden, die den 
Werken keinerlei zusätzliche Aura verleihen konnte, wirkte unpassend. Die minimalen 
Informationen zu den Bildwerken ließen die BetrachterInnen meist ratlos zurück. Angesichts 
der Fülle des erzählten Stoffes, der in solchen Bildern transportiert wird, wirkt dies besonders 
unglücklich. Allerdings kann der gut gemachte Katalog die wichtigsten Lücken schließen.  

 
 
 

Article ©Sibylle Kästner 2011 
Stadtführerin in Köln   

und ©Corinna Erckenbrecht 2011 
Ethnologin in Köln 

  
s.kaestner@gmx.de www.erckenbrecht.com 

 

mailto:s.kaestner@gmx.de
http://www.erckenbrecht.com/
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Begegnungsreise mit  Aborigines im August 2011 

Corinna Erckenbrecht (Köln) und Gerhard Rüdiger (Adelaide) 

 












































