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  CHAPTER ONE


  


  As for me, I'm holding my own, I keep saying, but I'm afraid to look behind me in case it's catching up.


  Spanish Jack


  


  Drew was twenty-six as he lay dying on the cold wet rock by the stream in the Blue Mountains. It had rained and misted for the four days he had lain there. Blue smoke wisped up from the embers of the fire Drew had made. He had been very pleased with the fire when he made it: it had been very hard to light a fire in the damp conditions and Drew was injured inside and could not move well. It had been great good fortune to land where he did, though it had broken his body. There was a log nearby and Drew had crawled slowly to it with the parachute dragging behind. Then he managed to light the fire and build it slowly with leaves and twigs and then small branches until the log itself first charred and finally burned slowly. Drew was very proud of the fire then.


  But now it was different. He had been four days with the hurt deep inside him and after the second day had lost normal consciousness. His mind worked when he opened his eyes and concentrated hard, but this caused him to notice the pain, so he kept his eyes closed and lived a floating life within. He knew that the chance of rescue was remote; he was quite aware that life was leaving his body. Strangely this did not upset Drew — indeed it was a comfort. The pain and the cold wet rock that stole his body's heat caused him to loosen the finger-light grip he had on his life.


  The birds helped at first. Drew listened to glossy black cockatoos with their raucous calls and watched their flashing yellow, white and red tail feathers as they fed in the casuarinas. Later he only listened. He managed to keep the fire going, but the effort was great and the reward ... there was no reward.


  So this is it, he thought, it's not been too bad for a boy from Connecticut, a Yankee in the great world ... a fine world, yes ... but a small life. Not too small. Don't complain. Look my friend, don't complain. What about Africa? What about Europe? Good places and you've been there and done those things so you can't complain. Never complain and never explain. Good Aussie expression. What about Australia then? I love her, but I never thought she would leave me here and take my life ... take my life and leave me here. Not her fault. I went up in the damn dud plane with the damn dud pilot and the damn dud engine, it's not her fault, not Australia's fault. It was me. Always liked that flying. Listen, hear that? Cicadas I think. Noisy buggers. I won't look. Hurts if I look. Won't look. I wonder what the family will think? Guess it's normal for the black sheep to lie down a long way from home. Hope they know that it's all right. Don't think I'd do it much differently if I had the chance. Travel and animals, animals and travel, fine things to do and love and love and do. I'd love to do some more though. I'd live by the sea for a start. Keep away from these mountains. Sleep where I could hear the sea. This creek is not too bad. Sea is better though. Love the sea. See the sea love sea see. I'd live by the sea. And I'd have a family. Need a woman though. Wouldn't be fussy. Not like before. Wouldn't wait either. No time to wait. Don't wait to be happy. Make it work. Make it work with the first woman, the only woman. And kids, love kids, family to replace the American mob, the wild Yankees where laughter and competition and being six of us kept us going, though we shouldn't have survived. Don't wait to be happy. Happy now if I just keep the eyes closed. Cicadas still there so I guess I'm still here. And I would still sculpt. No more animals though. People. Remember that Rodin? What was it? That's right, "The Burghers of Calais". That's the stuff. Make it so real that you can taste it. Don't wait to be happy though. Do it, don't talk about it. Not the negative, easy to do the sorrow, hard to do the other side, the positive. Could do it maybe. Try. Try hard. Good at trying. Try to open the eyes? Like the black cockatoos better than the cicadas. Too loud. Open the eyes? Too hard. Thought you were the trier? It will hurt if I do. So? Don't want to hurt. Open them! No. Piker! No. Go on! But ... Go on! Okay, give me a minute. No way, do it now! Don't wait to be happy. Do it now!


  Drew opened his eyes. The wind stung and the noise of the helicopter was deafening. The man on the windlass landed next to Drew and shouted into his helmet mike. "His eyes are open ... Over. He's alive ...Over. Call Royal North Shore and let down the stretcher ...Over."


  "G'day mate. Gave us a bit of a bloody chase then, didn't you? Where does it hurt, mate? Can you tell me? Where does it hurt?"


  But Drew had closed his eyes and didn't hear him.


  


  So that was how Drew began his second life in a world that seemed to him more wonderful than the first and how he found himself years later on the salt sweet Kalang River with clay under his fingernails, abandoned by his wife and child and flat broke, talking to Jive the Paddington gallery owner on the telephone.


  The five foot high plaster head of Lin Yutang sat reckless and neckless on the rough plank floor of the shed looking more like a crocodile every day, a new baby was coming, and Drew was wrapped up in the response to his departed pregnant wife, churning out an unending variety of madonnas that Jive down in Sydney could not sell and that he, Drew, on the Kalang River, could not stop making.


  "Look, Drew me lad," Jive said, "why don't you make me a nice big modern madonna out of an old Hoover twin-tub washing machine? You like madonnas. Do some profile cutouts on the front tin, plaster a few bits here and there, some electric cobalt blue lacquer. I could sell that for you. It would be a piece of cake."


  "But that's not on. It's garbage Jive and you know it. I'm mining a subconscious vein of gold here. Simple, straightforward, right at the root of things. It's the heart of life ... Can't you see a Chinaman or an Eskimo could look at these pieces and know what they are about, having experienced that unique tenderness of looking at the woman who is bearing his child? Jive, this sort of universal theme needs the traditional materials. Clay, plaster, lead, bronze, the meat of art," Drew said earnestly into the telephone.


  "You're right. You're absolutely bloody right. Do them your way," Jive replied, "but I can't sell them. What I got is tren-doids. I don't have any Eskimos or Chinamen. Yuppies don't want Beauty or Art and they certainly don't want Truth. What they want is a good Hoover twin-tub automatic madonna with lots of frills for a thousand dollars. That's what Pigfaces' is all about."


  "I can't do it Jive."


  "I know you can't. You're stupid. You like being broke. You think you need to suffer. So suffer!" Jive paused and then said, "I'll give you fifteen hundred."


  But Drew felt he couldn't do it though he heard the pain in Jive's voice when he raised the offer. No, Drew was locked into an instinctive response to the continuation of the species. Madonnas were what he made in the boat shed on sweet-flowing Kalang River and the madonnas he made possessed his heart and mind. It did not matter to Drew if he made a pregnant woman or a woman suckling a child or a woman with two, six or twelve kids. They were all madonnas to him and unending grist for his imaginative mill. He modelled them in clay, cast them in plaster, carved them in limestone and soapstone, stitched them in waxed thread on to leather, inlay them in silver on to wood, poured them into plaster waste moulds in lead and smoking red copper alloys. Drew fabricated madonnas in chicken wire and cement and then beat and soldered copper foil over them. He wrought them in silver and brass when he had the money and doodled them on paper with charcoal when he didn't. He painted them in oils in lithographers' drawers. He made them abstract, made them surreal, made them classical. Even in sleep came dreams of huge monolithic comforting images overlooking Australia's headlands to the seas. "More life! More life!" they cried to Drew in their silent repose.


  Madonnas surrounded Drew's life and his heart. He felt he could isolate and express so much of the human experience in this one symbol. Evolution had grabbed Drew by the scruff of his dirty neck and said "Celebrate!" Drew's madonnas made him laugh, made him cry, made him want to make more madonnas. Drew felt he was in the torrent, in the flood, mining the motherlode of human experience, that he was extra added ingredient Z-237, that he was the Great Monkey Man and Pythagoras and a fusion reactor rolled into one.


  But it was harder for Drew's wife, Maria. She wanted Drew to succeed, to have recognition and to have the money that the recognition would bring. Maria thought that money was a good thing, providing there was enough of it, and with the child here and with the baby growing within her there was a manifest need for more money. She realised that Drew was unable to supply her children's needs and she also realised that Drew was unlikely to change.


  She knew that it was this fine madness for life that had attracted her to Drew originally and she was perceptive enough to know that it was this same attitude that caused her to leave him. This made Maria sad but it did not alter her resolution. God is good. Children are blessings, but blessings that required more money than Drew could produce to raise these blessings well.


  She left, taking their son Sean with her, for her mother's home in Cowra. She left, more in disappointment than in anger, not for herself but for her children.


  


  Drew called Jive back.


  "Jive, I'll do you a favour ... do you have your shirt tucked in Jive?.. Okay. I'll do the Hoover for you Jive. Only two grand ... And you show my other stuff. Eh? Good deal. What do you reckon Jive, me man, eh?"


  "Bad deal Yank. I already got the Frenchman to do it. I just got off the phone to him as a matter of..."


  "The dirty Frog," said Drew bitterly. "I thought he was in Algeria ... doing feet. He always does feet. He's got the fetish Jive. I've seen him at the shoe shop, just looking at feet. God it's scary. The man has got no morals Jive. Think of it ... There's going to be ingrown toenails, crabbed and gnarled toes, bunions, corns, cracked and calloused fissures all over the madonna. You ready for that sort of act, Jive? You got the stomach for that? You're going to want to vomit when you see this one Jive," Drew said. He paused and asked, "How much will he get?"


  "Six hundred, but I promised to help him with the Australia Council grant. I think I might be able to get him a couple of grand. I hope to anyway."


  "Jesus Jive! Are you going to help me get a grant this year?"


  "No."


  "I thought you were my friend!"


  "I am. Go back to New York, Yank. What are you doing hiding out on the North Coast? No money. No stimulus. No sense. You work hard to produce nothing. You hear me! Nothing! Don't call me any more. You don't take my advice and you knock back the work I put your way. Go back to New York!"


  "Thanks Jive. Tuck in your shirt, will you?"


  "Piss off. No wait. Have you finished the Q.C.'s head?"


  "Almost Jive, almost."


  "You've got nine hundred of his dollars and you owe me the commission."


  "Had! Had nine hundred! I wouldn't be calling you if it wasn't spent. Christ, that was months ago. Get me some more work, please, and I'll spray the Q.C.'s head black and send it to you tomorrow."


  "I've heard that song before. When I get the head I'll think about it."


  "Heart of gold, that's what you've got, Jive, a heart of bloody gold. What about the Council grant?"


  "No way!" and he hung up. Drew went back to his rough table to squeeze more clay through his fingers.


  "Oh Lin," said Drew bemused, "you don't even look like a Chinese any more ... How could you do this to me? I thought we were friends Lin ..."


  Lin looked back at Drew with his one good eye. The other eye gazed away at some other point, high and far away. Drew closed one eye himself and peered balefully back at the sculpture.


  Lin Yutang? Drew had found this remarkable friend as he began his new life of sculpture, sea and the search for love. Drew came across Lin's name in a book. Then was surprised when his friend Doctor McGuire mentioned the same name in conversation. Finally Drew found himself looking at a book by Lin Yutang in a secondhand book shop in Manly. The book was The Importance of Living and Drew bought it.


  It became a clear, cool water for Drew's thirst for life. He discovered a gentle considerate friend, a man who became a guiding spirit. Then, in another secondhand book shop, Drew found a treasure. It was a book named The Wisdom of China. In this book Lin took Drew to meet his friends, the observers and commentators on life in China through the millennia. Lin Yutang's editing made possible Drew's close acquaintance with Laotse, Chuangtse, Mencius, Su Tungpo, Motse, Confucius and The Middle Way. Lin, with Drew by the hand, walked among these men's thoughts and Drew found something special in himself that had been there always, but forgotten and remembered many times.


  So what did Drew find so many times among these men? It was this: an enjoyment of the simple things. Eating and not eating, being wet and being dry, the company of friends and the company of silence, the sound of birds and the sound of the sea, the smell of the grass and the smell of freshly brewed coffee, the shadow of a young woman and the sight of an old man, things tasting bitter and things tasting sweet, the heat of the sun and the sight of clouds, the cold without and the fire within. These Chinese taught that the real pleasures of life are common to all.


  The values of their Oriental humanism corresponded well with Drew's New England upbringing, which was based on the writings of Thoreau, Whitman, and Emerson. The love of simple pleasures, common to all, rich and poor, young and old, caught Drew and he held it close.


  These views and values gave to Drew a basis to persist with his sculpture in spite of its financial disadvantages. The madonnas Drew made were not only his fascination, but a common fascination through the ages — indeed the earliest human sculptures were madonnas. And therefore in this search for what is common to us all, Drew felt his work was important and worthwhile. And this made his poverty endurable over the years on the Kalang River. He had had five good years and he counted himself lucky to have had them at all. Drew was a very fortunate person because he had a second life.


  


  The boat shed was where Drew spent most of his days. It was a small asbestos board structure on a hardwood frame, twelve feet by twenty feet and its only opening faced the River Kalang. It was very run down but the light was good. Drew knew he needed a bigger area to work in, but he was lost to the river then, so he had to make do. Which, all things considered, could have been much worse. He spent his days making madonnas in this shed where the pelicans and gulls gathered.


  At times he thought he would take Jive's advice and pack a bag, grab Maria and Sean and go to live in Sydney or New York, or Amsterdam, somewhere nearer the centre of the cyclone, but then again he was working well with a bit of self discipline for a change and so he would have to suffer through the agonies of living in a small secluded cottage with his own private beach (it was a public park actually but Drew thought of it as his) and hazard working in the shed by the River Kalang. It worried Drew a bit. He would get to thinking that one of those dolphins that fished the river daily in their fast intricate fashion might jump up and run up the wharf and swat him on the ear with a dripping pectoral fin. A man could get a serious concussion that way. Or a pelican might run amok and then where would he be? The pelican with his great sharp beak and Drew with only a wooden modelling tool in his hand? Defenceless against a hostile world, Drew mused merrily.


  "Coffee! Coffee!" Drew shouted. Ron mumbled something and Drew heard him plug in the electric jug.


  "Bless you lad," Drew said, "I don't care what they say about you, you're a gentleman."


  Ron was a soft-spoken twenty-two year old with long curly brown hair and soft brown eyes. Drew rented the shed from him and a good landlord Ron was too, even if he was not responsible for his actions, which he wasn't in the eyes of the law. Ron had worked some deal with a huge bearded Russian psychiatrist in the town and the government gave him a pension. He spent his days drawing simple lined flat coloured pictures. The Russian got more kudos for more patients and grew his beard longer and talked about guilt and death. In Doctor Igor's opinion there were only two types of people: those who were dying and felt guilty about it and those who were dying from guilt. This made diagnosis easy: he gave lithium to one group and L-dopa to the other. He was considered a trendsetter in his profession and was highly regarded in the community.


  The clay was not responding to Drew's fists. He got out a lump of hardwood and got stuck into it, thump, breath, thump, breath. Good fun. By the time Ron brought out the coffee Drew was breathing like a steam train, but Maria, Jive and money were out of his system for the moment.


  Drew punched the clay with his clenched fists again. It felt good to be bashing something about and Drew straightened his hips and bent his knees into a karate posture to better enjoy the totally remarkable sensation of being on top of it (the world), of being in control and telling it (the world) what to do because he, Drew, knew what was best and though it made him sorry to force the clay (the world) into shape by hammering it to a pulp, he was glad to be of service and do the job properly. Soon Drew's hands began to ache. He stood up and shook them, clenching and unclenching his fists. Good enough, he thought and he hit the clay a last thump.


  The clay wobbled and then it waddled. The table grew unsteady and creaked. As Drew watched the four legs of the table gave out simultaneously and the table top and clay crashed to the floor.


  "Typical! Typical ..." said Drew. "Betrayed again by the supposedly inanimate."


  This sort of thing happened to Drew frequently. He would knock the nose off a finished piece waiting for packing and delivery, or a good clean drawing with the fixative drying would suffer the effects of action and reaction. An elbow would nudge a banana that would fall to the floor which would scare a cockroach out of hiding. The cockroach would run up Drew's leg. Drew would hasten ceilingwards at the sight and sense of the insect, screaming something appropriate like "I am a teapot! I am a teapot!" A paint brush would leave Drew's hand, sail upwards in the perfect arc Drew had been searching for all week, hit an exposed hardwood rafter and plummet accurately across the only drawing worth a damn after a week's work. Drew thought of it as Newtonian.


  "I like it," Jive said on a later day looking at the ruined work. "It's got life. Immediacy. I can sell that one for you. Bob's your uncle."


  "Immediacy?"


  "Absolutely. It's a wonderful example."


  "Jive, I've got faith in people."


  "So? Everybody makes a mistake sometime."


  "And having faith in people means I have to ... Jive would you please tuck in your shirt? Drives me crazy. Anyway, there has got to be some quality control and since you don't appear to believe in it, it falls to me to impose my own." With no thought between word and action, Drew tore up the drawing.


  "My God Yank, I could make you rich if you'd only let me. I could make us both rich! A little advertising, a few gags for the press and media, a couple of shows here and there. Who knows? Might be able to sell you as Jackson Pollock's little brother. Better make that Brett's. No, no I've got it! Norman Lindsay's last illegitimate child! Sell you as something anyway. And then, Bob's your uncle, the big bickies. God damn it, I'm talking money Drew! Real money' And then, quality control to your heart's content. Work for two years and get a crayon drawing for your efforts. I should care? I'll be living in a waterfront house in Elizabeth Bay waiting for the rent cheques from the flats in Surfers Paradise.


  "But now, when we both need the money, you tear up good lively immediate work. For pity's sake stop making antiques! This is the modern world. I swear you haven't understood it's not the turn of the century. Now let me put you straight ..."


  And Jive put Drew straight about lots of things: money, art, cosmic truth, advertising, success, condominiums in Queensland and the exchange rate of gold. At the end of it Drew was still angry about the ruined drawing.


  "Jive, is it true you're a defrocked priest?"


  "It's a lie."


  "And that you ran guns?"


  "I won't have a bar of it. Insane rumours put about by my jealous competitors. It's a hard world out there son. Don't forget it. But whatever I have done, whatever I have been, has been as a result of enthusiasm. And there's no law against enthusiasm."


  


  "Lin, is it fair I should be treated so?" cried Drew to the salt air and the fat cumulus clouds that hung there outside the shed. "Is it right that I should put up with this sort of behaviour, treacherous behaviour, from inanimate matter? Is William Blake there Lin? Ask him ... ask him if it's right ... And if he thinks it is, tell him he's wrong! Wrong! And what about this damn foot freak of a Frog, eh? What about him and Jive? An unholy alliance if ever there was one ... bunions and bucks ... cash and corns ... ingrown toenails and income tax evasion ..."


  "All better now?" said Ron. "Feeling better are we?"


  "Fine. It's okay ... Just a little simple therapy. Good for the gall and the lungs."


  Drew finished wedging the clay on the rough planks of the hardwood floor of the shed. He cut the clay into two large blocks with a piece of fine wire and went outside to wet two towels in the sweet salt flowing River Kalang, returning inside to wrap each piece. Then he put them into their own separate plastic bags and put these into a convenient corner until he needed them for modelling.


  Drew in his shed on the sweet Kalang River still knew he was lucky. He had two dollars and forty-seven cents in his bank account and that was, he guessed, bad. Balanced against this he had plenty of unpaid work to do that he enjoyed, Maria and Sean, (even if they were in Cowra) The Bear dog, Captain Goodvibes the parrot, Hey Boy the magpie, and the rest. Drew in his own peculiar accounting system thought that he was doing all right, as long as he didn't take the financial side of his life too seriously. He knew he needed money. He wanted money for Maria and Sean and for the Madonna of North Head. But he didn't know how to get it.


  


  CHAPTER TWO


  


  Therefore hardness and stiffness are the companions of death, And softness and gentleness are the companions of life.


  Laotse


  


  "Dirty little Chinese bugger," said Drew to the statue at the rear of the shed. "Here you give me the best advice I ever had, or at least very good advice, and now look at you! Your nose won't stay still. I've been chasing it all over the place. And Lin, it's been growing!" Drew shook his head sadly.


  "I made you big Lin. Appreciate the size, the scope, the grandeur ... You're going to be forty-five feet tall. Think about that Lin. That makes one big Chinese mate. I do wish you would stop looking so much like a saltwater crocodile. Scares the hell out of me, it really does. Here I want to communicate about you and what do you do? Get big in the snout and sprout chameleon eyes and grow teeth fit for a baboon. You best get your act together Lin, or I'll turn you into a madonna like everything else."


  Drew mixed up a bowl of plaster and went to work. With the aid of a wooden spoon he carefully filled the bad eye with the thickly made plaster. When he finished he decided to try an experiment with the excess plaster. He sat down in his shaky vinyl covered chair eight feet from the huge face and flicked the plaster at the statue, hoping to produce randomly what he had been unable to produce with forethought. At the back of Drew's mind was the thought of the exquisite irony of using a totally random technique on a portrait of one of the exponents of causality. It fits, he thought. It's got to work. It's perfect.


  He flicked the first spoonload. It sailed through the thick salt air to land on the nose of the statue.


  "Just dumb luck," he said.


  Carefully he aimed for the left cheek of the piece, let go his thick shot and watched with horror as it followed the first to land on the ever expanding proboscis.


  "Ah," said Drew, "I am interfering by seeing too much." He turned the chair around so that he faced away from the statue and proceeded to empty the bowl of plaster, throwing handfuls of the soft white mix over his left shoulder. He was very careful not to look at the result. When the bowl was empty he stood up and went to the river and carefully washed the bowl and spoon.


  Nervous but with a wonderful feeling of anticipation and high hopes Drew walked back to the shed to look at the result.


  "Oh no," he said. The plaster had unerringly found its way on to the nose of the portrait. The net effect of this was to make Lin look even more alarmingly like a crocodile than before. After careful inspection the only benefit that Drew could discern was that Lin was now a one-eyed crocodile and therefore perhaps a shade less frightening than a two-eyed crocodile which would have better depth perception and would therefore be less likely to scare himself or Ron.


  He was still looking at Lin Yutang when he heard a car pull up. The Bear dog, Drew's dog, barked happily: he knew it must be a friend come to visit. Drew wasn't fond of friends visiting while he was working. He believed he had enough trouble controlling his many internal selves, most of whom he knew were totally undisciplined scoundrels, without the hardship of dealing with his friends, most of whom were also totally undisciplined scoundrels.


  But when Doctor James McGuire slipped easily around the outside door and said, "Hello hello hello!" Drew stood up in surprise and pleasure.


  "Ah," said Drew, wrapping his arms about him, "It's fine to see you. And about time too. How's the big smoke?"


  "Still there this morning when I left."


  "So you're going to stay a couple of days! Yeah? Right?"


  "Not this time. Sorry sport. I'm on my way to Byron Bay ... due there today in fact."


  "Christ ..." said Drew disappointed.


  "Sorry mate. I can't. However I'll be back in a few days." "Not taking me surfing?"


  "What do you want to go surfing for? Whenever you try to stand up, you fall down. And mostly you just lie there."


  "Looking for dolphins. Scientific research, Doctor. A man like you should understand the importance of such endeavour."


  "Okay. When I come back. Hey. Did I tell you I'm putting in an isolation tank under the house?"


  "Isolation tank?"


  "Yeah. Sure. It's a warm water tank with body support for sensory deprivation. I'm going to explore the inner spaces."


  "I've got enough trouble with the outside spaces," said Drew. "My ego keeps getting in the road."


  "The ego is a very fragile being. The ego needs all the protection it can get. I prescribe studious cultivation and warm soft conditions. I've had it with these anti-egomaniacs. Up the ego I say," said the Doctor. "And I mean it."


  "I don't know about that," said Drew. "I'll have to think on it. But generally I'd be inclined to let the ego slip back a bit and let something else better come forward."


  "There is nothing better," said the Doctor. "What's that?"


  "That's trouble, that's what that is. It started off being a portrait of Lin Yutang. However it appears to be going somewhere on its own. It's pretty well out of control. Been that way for a week or more."


  "Ah, Lin Yutang. Are you working from a photo?"


  "I never do that. It's not supposed to look like Lin Yutang. It is meant to represent his eternal cheerfulness and joyous outlook on life, not mirror the image of the man's face," explained Drew.


  "Strange way to do a portrait."


  "I use the word advisedly. I just can't think of another word that would do as well. Anyway it doesn't seem to matter now ... It seems to be undergoing some sort of mystical metamorphosis in plaster. I keep expecting to find it covered in silk one morning, a great chrysalis. But it only sits there and gets more grotesque by the day. No silk, and I guess, no butterfly. Ah well."


  The Doctor prepared to leave on his northward journey. Drew walked him out to his car.


  "Look at that!" said Drew. "It's a Mercedes! How do you do it Doc?"


  "Not mine I'm afraid," the osteopath said. "Belongs to CRA. They are still trying to persuade me to let them in on the lease." "CRA?" queried Drew.


  "Conzinc Riotinto Australia." The Doctor tightened down the elastic cords that held his surfboard to the beautiful blue automobile. "Yeah, they are still hoping I'll let them in on the new prospect."


  "Volcanoclastics? Sapphires and diamonds?"


  "Of course. That's all I can find," said the Doctor. "Okay Drew, I'll see you in three, four days lad."


  "Off you go," said Drew. "Have a good one."


  "To be sure."


  


  The yellow phone on the wall of the shed rang. Drew put down the hammer with which he had been honing the teeth of the huge plaster head at the rear of the shed.


  "Good day Yank."


  "That you Jive?"


  Drew looked at the Q.C.'s head beneath his work table. It was untouched. "Just finishing up the barrister's head for you Jive. Looks good. Try to get it on to the train for you today."


  "Not to worry. Look something has come up. You might be interested."


  "I'm all ears. Let it rip."


  "You remember Tristos, the polythene freak? The one I've got booked to show on the twentieth of next month?"


  "Yeah. The one who put a plastic bag over his wife ... she died, didn't she?"


  "Nah. She's fine ... suffered a little brain damage was all. Nothing to worry about. It was good art. Anyway, I've got this show together for him. He was going to fly out here from the UK and bag Germaine Greer or Jack Mundey, maybe both. It was going to be the biggest show Pigfaces' has ever had. I've got politicians, I've got corporate magnates, I've got the media, I've got a score of trained academics, all keyed up to come to the opening," said Jive, "and now I've got no artist."


  "What happened?"


  "I don't know. Tristos called me this morning shouting some rubbish about murdering kangaroos and polythene being too good for us! My God, Yank, I don't think I've ever seen a kangaroo outside of a zoo. But the long and the tall of it is that he won't be coming."


  "And what's the short of it, Jive?"


  "The short of it is that I need an artist. I need a foreign artist. You!"


  "Jesus, Jive, are you serious? You're not sending me up are you?"


  "Not a bit of it."


  "I don't know if I've got enough work."


  "Yank," said Jive carefully, "I don't want any of your old work. I want new work. I want big, modern work."


  "But Jive, all I got you know about ... 'Escapee from Intensive Care', 'Will the Vet', a couple Rilke portraits and a truckload of madonnas."


  "That's right. I know that stuff and I don't want it."


  "But it's good work," said Drew, drawing up his defences.


  "I know it's good work. It's bloody good work. That's why I talk to you, you fool. But that work doesn't sell, Yank. You've got to give them what they want, and what they want is shit. Give them shit. They'll buy shit and come begging around to buy more. And they want big shit, because big shit is better than little shit because it costs more. You understand what I'm getting at Yank?"


  "I think so Jive, but ..."


  "But me no buts. You want to do this or you don't. I'm trying to do you a favour."


  "I know. But I don't work fast. There'll be no heart in the stuff."


  "So who wants heart?"


  "How many pieces you want?"


  "At least twenty. Forty would be better, but big, whatever else they may be."


  Drew whistled softly into the phone. He said, "What about money for materials?"


  "Your problem. You get yourself down here in a week with fifteen pieces at least. I'll let you have the basement at Pigfaces' to work in till the show. It's only three weeks away and I'll have to get chuffing on the publicity side of things."


  "Christ, Jive, I don't know if I should do this ... It's like a cop out or something."


  "Yank, Yank, Yank," Jive repeated sorrowfully over the telephone. "You want Maria to be poor forever? And the kid? You want them back? You want to build that giant madonna that'll have every feminist in Sydney after your balls with dull Boy Scout knives? You need money. So you humble yourself a very little bit but maybe you get more freedom financially and artistically. What more do you want? It's better than selling real estate."


  "Okay," said Drew, "I'll do it."


  "Good one. We'll kill it, absolutely kill it."


  "Where do you think I should start?"


  "The twin-tub madonna."


  "Thought you gave that to the Frog?"


  "Just getting up your nose. I'll call you tomorrow. Get to work!"


  And Jive hung up. Drew stared at the dead phone. He didn't know if he should be pleased or not. As he stood there staring at the humming phone a smile worked across his thick features. "Bucks!" he said. "Big bucks!"


  But as soon as the words and the smile came from him his mouth turned down at the corners and his brow creased with deep, shadow-filled lines. Drew realised that he didn't want to do the show Jive had offered him and that he didn't want to not do it either.


  "Lin," he said to the fanged, and now one-eyed, Chinese, "Lin lad, what does a superior man do, eh?" The huge ugly head glared back at Drew with alarming indifference. "What would Spanish Jack think? Tell me that ..."


  


  Spanish Jack was the family name given to Drew's father, John. John became Spanish Jack at the age of fifty by enrolling in Spanish language courses at Hunter College in New York. He read El Dio, the Hispanic newspaper (with particular emphasis on the comics) and Cervantes, Loyola, Lorca, Marquez. He grew his hair and affected string ties and sunglasses in his dress, he tried to learn flamenco guitar. These follies both delighted and depressed his six children. His energy for things Latin was boundless. The nickname "Spanish Jack" began in jest but John took it for his own and wore it with pride. After all, he was black Irish and looked like a fisherman, so why not? The only problem with asking Spanish Jack anything was that in conventional terms Jack was a failure.


  Drew sat on the wharf that extended out from his shed and rolled a loose fat cigarette. He watched the fish. The fish could swim out the river mouth, he thought, and then swim across the Pacific Ocean and get on a 747 at San Francisco International and fly from San Francisco to New York and catch the bus to the Thirty-second Street Terminal and flag a cab to Eighty-fifth Street. Drew became the fish and in an instant was in the two-bedroom apartment three years earlier with the memory of a conversation he had had with Spanish Jack.


  "You know you are a pretty nice kid Drew," said Spanish Jack, "for a shithead." "Thanks Pop."


  "It's all right. Don't worry about it. But you got these problems. And among the bigger ones is that you are scared of money, scared of success. And it's my duty as your old man ..."


  "Dirty old man," interrupted Drew who never liked being told.


  ...to explain to you that the most talented men in the world often die poor and unrecognised. Take, for example, me." Spanish Jack beamed brightly at Drew. "A fine figure of a man. Smart. Good looking. Poor as a damn church mouse. My sainted mother, your grandmother, once told me, 'Johnnie it's a fine thing to be young and idealistic but it's a sin to be old and poor'. And I didn't listen."


  "You don't really believe that, do you Pop?"


  "No," said Spanish Jack, "but I thought it might fool you. You were never too bright. Let me put it to you differently. Years ago, long before I got this apartment and you came to live with me here, I hit the deck."


  "I remember," said Drew.


  "Right. I was drying out from the booze, living at the Railroad Men's YMCA downtown, getting my unemployment cheques. I left your mother with all you kids and tried to get my act together. Your mother quite rightly tried to get money out of me, but I was reading and learning to live again and not working. I couldn't have got a job anywhere on Madison Avenue. I think every advertising agency in Manhattan had had enough of my vomiting on the carpet. God, I was a wreck. Anyway, every two weeks the police would come and get me and take me before a big round Italian judge downtown. 'John,' he would say to me, 'have you got a job?' 'No Your Honour, I haven't,' I would say. 'John, do you have any money for your wife and the mother of your six children?' 'Only my unemployment cheque', I would say. 'Are you drinking?' 'No,' I'd say proudly, 'one day at a time and so far so good.' 'John, you are an irresponsible fool and you are not living like a decent human being. If the jails were not so full I'd be happy to throw you in for a good long spell. However, I'll take three quarters of your cheque and hope that you come to your senses.' Then he'd look down at his papers and readjust his glasses and look me in the eye. 'Glad you're making it, John. Keep up the good work.' And off I'd go for another two weeks of being dry, reading and playing chess in the park."


  "I'm not sure how that bears on our conversation Pop," said Drew.


  "It doesn't," said Spanish Jack with a smile to Drew that showed his nicotine-stained front tooth. "I just thought I would tell you about it. You know I actually believe you're getting smarter. Will wonders never cease?


  "I like the tee shirt you brought back for me kid," Spanish Jack carried on. The shirt had a most sad and unhappy duck printed on to a blue background above and below which was the legend 'Innocent Bystander'. "It pretty well sums up my appearance in this world. Yours too, if you don't watch out. Now listen to me. This is serious. If you wish to make a living from the arts you must advertise yourself. A lot. You must appear before the public eye and you must stay there."


  "You've got advertising on the brain! That's not doing the work!"


  "Of course it's not. You seem to think the work is holy or something. I don't know, maybe it is ... But the rent must be paid. Either you advertise or you earn money another way, or you go hungry. That's the lesson for the day."


  "I think I can do it in my own way, on my own terms," Drew said earnestly. "If the work is good, if I can get some truth in it, I think it will work out."


  "Drew, Drew," said Spanish Jack merrily. "I love you and think your work is good and will one day be very good, maybe, if the gods smile on you. Indeed it may be The Work, but I am beginning to think I was wrong about you." "How's that?" asked Drew. "You're not getting any smarter, kid."


  


  Drew was brought back to his wharf on the river by the approach of an inquisitive pelican who stared at Drew until he responded.


  "Sorry Henri," said Drew who named anything he saw more than twice. "Didn't see you lad ... Hang on. I'll see what we have got. Don't like your chances though." Drew got up and looked for a suitable snack for a pelican come to call. He found some grainy bread left over from his lunch and threw it out to the pelican who ignored it. Henri preferred fresh fish gut. He swam away slowly, flattening his long neck until his head and beak were parallel a few inches above the water, the pelican hunting posture.


  The sun was fast going west towards the single-track railway bridge that spanned the Kalang half a mile from Drew's shed. Drew decided to go home and shut the big swinging doors to the shed, collected The Bear, shouted a goodbye to Ron and drove off.


  He would do it. He would do this show for Jive. He would make the money to get Maria and Sean back. He had to do it.


  When he got back to the cottage he made a call.


  "Oy, Fey ... Didn't wake you, did I? I did ... Sorry. You together? Mmmmm. Yeah, I'm good. Look Fey, I've got a problem. I have to sell the Martin. I'm broke and I need the money. Know anyone who might be interested? About seven hundred. No, that's it. No less. Could you? Great, that'd be fine. You'll call me then? Terrific. Ta mate."


  


  CHAPTER THREE


  


  


  It is best not to be seen in the company of Angels.


  Samuel Butler


  


  Down at the river the next day Drew looked over the chaos of his shed. There were leads, coppers, bronzes, the huge plaster head, smaller plaster pieces, highly polished wooden bases, plastic and terry towel-covered clays in progress, the whole hive of sculptural artefacts.


  "You lot are going to have to clear out! That's it ... Hit the road! On your bikes!" Drew said to the works severely. "That about wraps it up. Eviction time! Getta you asses up and outta here!"


  The clays didn't budge and the leads stayed still.


  "I'm not going anywhere," said Ron sleepy-eyed from the window of his little house that overlooked the boat shed. "And if you want some coffee this morning you better not try and make me."


  "Sorry Ron. Talking to the work. This stuff has got to go. We're clearing the decks. Gonna give 'em what they want. All new improved flashy, and hopefully cashy, stuff. Jive's got show-space and show-time and we have an empty well-lit space and this is it. And I would love a coffee."


  Drew got out a big strong cardboard box from the back of the shed. It opened out to be a box within a box ad infinitum. He dragged a pile of old newspapers from under the table and began to pack each piece, cleaning it first and sometimes saying a few words.


  The majority of the works were small table-sized madonnas that had been shown at various galleries and had not sold. There was no market for these madonnas. But Drew knew they were good pieces, at least they were to him. It was just that people didn't understand simplicity any more: simplicity went right over, or under, their heads.


  As he packed and cleaned the pieces and their stands Drew looked at each one closely, admiring his own work.


  "Look at you love," said Drew tenderly. "You'd make a splendid bronze. Gunmetal two, maybe four ... two feet high on an octagonal base ... simple thin base ... A treat, that's what you are."


  After Drew finished packing the small pieces he began packing the bigger ones. There were two unsold heads of Rilke from the six originals.


  "Ah, Rainer Maria, you lovely old goat. You were good to make and you've got heart, though God knows how you came through the fingers so well. You're good lads," said Drew to the life-sized plaster heads as he cleaned, wrapped and carefully boxed them.


  "And you Will, me man. Look at you then with your cheek bones and the highlights coming out as sharp as razors. Catch the light nicely they do. Good technique, have to use that again. Hey Will," Drew said to the flat black painted head of his friend, "you remember the wake we held for my stepfather up at the Kobi Research Station in Ghana? Had the women peel and roll us thirty oranges each and we shot them full of Pappenfuss'es ethyl alcohol that he used to preserve lizards. A good wake that was for a good man. Have to find out where you are and give you a call ... Wonder if you're still at the zoo down south? Giving enemas to elephants and taking milk samples from giraffes, I shouldn't wonder. What a lovely forehead you've got there mate."


  Drew came to the last piece other than the crocodile Lin which was too big to go anywhere, and the Q.C.'s head which needed a coat of black lacquer before it went south. The last piece was a rough plaster pillow, all jagged and light catching. Resting on the pillow was the smooth smooth head of a newborn child, sleeping peacefully. The little pug nose and round features clearly showed young Sean's face. This piece Drew cleaned and packed had great vulnerability, the flickering of life in the balance yet the serene strength of the newborn. Drew made the piece for people who had children and knew a little of helpless wails and disturbed sleeps, nights of listening for each breath, the dozen times in a single hour or long night when in fright one leaves the bed only to hear the start of a new manner of breath (the child has only moved). To these, Drew hoped, perhaps the image of a child's face on a rough pillow of plaster would wash in the blood of their memories and they would smile (the child had lived) or cry (the child had died).


  Drew called the piece "Escapee from Intensive Care" and it was not for sale, only displayed. He wanted to cast it in bronze but the money wasn't there. He packed it and carefully put it away.


  


  The telephone on the wall of the shed rang. "Drew speaking." "It's me, Fey."


  "Ah ... Good one ... What can I do you for?" "I found someone who wants to buy your guitar." "You're a fast worker. A muso?"


  "Nah," said Fey. "A young hooch grower from the hills. He plays a bit but he's got more money than musical sense. If you're sure you want to sell it, I'll bring him round tonight."


  "I don't want to sell it Fey, but I've got to. Bring him around."


  "Yeah, well, he's a nice kid when he's not too stoned to talk. I think it'd be a good home." "Thanks. I'll see you later then." "Right."


  Drew hung up the phone and picked up a rawhide mallet and a wood chisel.


  "All right Lin, you damn amphibious Chinese," he said to the one-eyed, fanged plaster at the end of the shed. "Now we engage in mortal combat. Your little clean Confucian spirit is hiding in that plaster and I am going to free it or know the reason why." And he went to work chopping and chipping.


  Drew worked most of the day on Lin. Just before noon a fine but startling event shook him from his concentration. He was chipping carefully in the coarse plaster he was using, working intently on the job at hand when he heard a sharp hissing, gasping sound. He refused to look up, wanting only to carry on with the job at hand, but a second louder sound broke his concentration and made him glance up from Lin. Not fifteen feet from Drew was old Torn Fin, bull dolphin of the group that fished in front of his house as well as the river mouth by the boat shed. He lolled in the water watching Drew closely with his dark intelligent mammal eye. It gave Drew quite a start.


  Drew had tried to communicate with old Torn Fin on numerous occasions. He had swum out into the river where he knew old Torn Fin and his frolicking crew would pass and waited in the water hoping that they would stay and play and that they would become friends. In front of the beach cottage Drew had surfed the sandy beach with the same intention and had gotten the same result: nothing save a curious glance. Drew had made chimes from tuning forks and hung them under a surfboard to sound underwater and hoped to attract the dolphins with those. Again no good. In desperation he wrote a poem about a man who did successfully communicate with dolphins, but it was a bad poem and it didn't help either. Yet that day as he tried to make a successful image of Lin Yutang and thought of nothing related to dolphins, this old man of the sea came to visit.


  Drew found it humorous that his underwater chimes and hurble burble noises in the water failed to attract old Torn Fin's attention but that by sitting there engrossed in his work the dolphin should come by for an inspection. Drew was sorely tempted to jump into the water to touch the old cetacean, but he felt if he did so the spell would be broken and the dolphin would fly away up river. So Drew settled back to work and merely enjoyed the dolphin's presence.


  Old Torn Fin stayed for ten minutes, maybe a little longer, gasping as was his way on the surface, before he gave a loud snort and a few high pitched squeaks and with an effortless shake of his tail disappeared into the clear green waters of the river.


  Drew wondered what old Torn Fin thought of madonnas and madonna makers, of what the dolphin saw or thought he saw. Would the cetacean perceive Drew's motives, understand his images?


  Dolphins, Drew figured, were damn near as silly as humans. No, they were worse. They were as stupid as his old man, Spanish Jack.


  It was never easy to be the son of a fifty-year-old smart arse, but what could Drew do? It's a lottery. You don't pick them, you get them, these parent appendages. There they are in front of you the first time you see, and there they stay. In this particular case of aged elder, in madras cloth bermuda cut shorts, white cotton pullover, skinny dark legs below with great knobby knees, his round belly stuck out below his good thick chest, brown skinny arms and topping the show a mane of thick black and grey hair to his shoulders. Five feet four uphill and with a following wind, when he smiled his right front tooth showed nicotine yellow in contrast to the others which were pearly white, and there he was cooking eggs and Italian sausages in the two bedroom apartment on Eighty-fifth Street.


  The sausages were the fat red Italian ones that burnt the tongue of the unwary and they sizzled and snapped in the pan while he cooked his English muffin in the griller of the gas oven in preparation of his specialty, fried eggs. Spanish Jack got out his little enamelled iron egg pan, put a dollop of butter in it and put the pan on top of the already burning gas ring.


  "God," he said to the twelve-year-old Drew in his most serious of voices, "may well pick me up at any moment, at virtually any instant, to cook His eggs for Him. Yes, I am in great danger, for God is no fool and knows a good egg properly cooked when He sees one."


  He cracked two brown eggs into the sea of butter in the little pan. Spanish Jack cooked his eggs very slowly over a low flame. Drew hated Spanish Jack's eggs because he never cooked the whites through completely, leaving them a little runny, and he did not turn them over. At that time Drew liked his eggs cooked through and through and then covered in ketchup. As Spanish Jack buttered his English muffin and retrieved the poisonously spicy red sausages from the larger pan and generally prepared for the completion of his breakfast, he kept up a steady monologue.


  "Now listen to me," he said, "I don't think you understand the gravity of the situation. There is God see, sitting up there in heaven with no one to cook His eggs for Him. And here am I, the world's absolute egg cooking champion, wasting my time with the likes of you who doesn't know a good well-cooked egg when it's under his nose. There's just no reason why He shouldn't reach down and pick me up and whisk me away to heaven, right now for Christ's sake, this instant, and render me Keeper of the Divine Egg Pan. No reason at all."


  The eggs were out of the pan and on to the plate. A pepper mill twisted over the top of the eggs covered them with the dense black layer that Spanish Jack deemed necessary for the palatability of any food. He brought the plate to the oval kitchen table and then poured himself a large glass of milk. He beamed at Drew good naturedly but Drew could not watch anyone eat runny eggs and feared not at all the possibility of his father disappearing into God's kitchen in the sky.


  Drew fled into the bathroom, fearing the sight of knife and fork meeting the runny white and yellow eggs, figuring to be safe in case a fit of vomiting overtook him. Drew looked in the bathroom mirror at his round fat face. He squeezed a pimple or two but was soon bored with personal hygiene. His eyes drifted to the framed sign above the toilet, lettered in black, runny paint extending from the bottom of the characters like the whites of the eggs on the fork in the kitchen. The sign said in four inch block letters ...


  


  BOMB WASHINGTON


  


  which, like I.F. Stone, Drew's father thought a good idea and a boon to democracy.


  


  By the time Drew had done berating cetacean life and mooning about the old walrus of Eighty-fifth Street in particular, the lovely north light was fading. The sun was under the railway bridge and heading for the western plateau fast. Drew chipped an extra lump off Lin's nose to give himself a fresh start in the morning and went home to the cottage by the sea.


  


  "This is Mike Hibbard, but they call him Boxhead," said Fey pointing to the other man with his giant thumb. "And that's Drew ... he's a Yank."


  "Where's the axe?" asked Boxhead.


  Drew went to the corner of the room and picked up the guitar case.


  "Here you go. She's old, made in 1947. She's a 00-17, small bodied. Projects trebles beautifully. Top's spruce, mahogany side and back." Drew spoke quickly, pushing the words out. "When an instrument like this survives twenty years the wood dries perfectly and the sound can't be matched by a new instrument. Any new instrument. Here, listen."


  Drew played easily and lightly in A minor using all his years of knowledge of the guitar to bring out its good points. It was an exceptional guitar. As he played he tried not to look at the golden face scarred with thirty-five years of use. But look he did and even the few marks on the spruce top he had made over the years seemed dear to him.


  "Here, you have a go ..." Drew said giving Boxhead the guitar. Boxhead couldn't play. He was only learning. Drew joined Fey who stood by the open sliding doors looking out on the sea.


  Drew had known Fey since his first few weeks in Australia. Fey was an aggressive and negative man but also a gentle and loyal man to his few friends. Fey's view of life was hard and harsh. Drew could not have lived with a life view like Fey's. Fey had a pretty hard time with it as well. There seemed to be some relationship between view and life that Drew never fully understood.


  They didn't speak for a while while Boxhead made awkward noises on the instrument. Then Fey looked at Drew closely. "Reality is that hard heavy thing that just fell on your toes," he said.


  "Not now Fey ... It's hard enough as it is. I can't look on it that way."


  Fey squeezed Drew's shoulder. "Do you want me to piss the bugger ofF?"


  "Nah," said Drew. "It's not his fault he's got the money and I don't."


  "Yeah, well, that's debatable. We could knock the little bastard on the head and take the cash. Dump him in the sea. I honestly don't think he'd notice. Smoked four joints in the car ride over. Whaddya reckon?" Fey asked with a hard grin. There was a lion in Fey and with those long arms and hands like bread loaves Drew knew he was only half joking. "Or, or, to suit your more gentle nature and queasy stomach, we could do the old switch. Put an Aria in the case, or an Eko. I swear he wouldn't know for months. Not until he sold or smoked all the dope he's grown. And even then his memory wouldn't be too good. Might not even know if he owned a guitar."


  Drew laughed and the sound pleased Fey.


  "Hungh?" said Boxhead.


  "Nothing mate," said Fey. "You like the guitar?"


  "Sure man. It's great. How much is it worth, man?" "Sev ..." Drew started to say.


  "Nine hundred, and fifty for the case," said Fey. "And take it from me it's a bargain at that price. Cheapness mate. You'll be lucky to ever see another acoustic guitar in your life as fine as that."


  "Yeah," said Boxhead. "Really? I was sorta hoping for a bigger guitar, you know, but I thought Martins were, you know, sorta big, but?"


  "That's the Dreadnought series. The D's. This is an 00. Rarer. Older. Don't be a bludger. Shit, I'd buy it myself if I could pawn the girlfriend. Here, give me that. Listen ... This is how you play a fucking guitar ..." Fey took the small guitar from Boxhead and played it. Fey really played it for one minute. The room came alive. Every corner and crevice and nook and cranny was filled with sweet-timbred music.


  "I'll buy it."


  "Damn right you will," said Fey suddenly angry.


  Drew got the money and Fey ushered Boxhead and the guitar outside and into his battered Ford. He came back to Drew who stood at the door.


  "You're sure?"


  "I'm sure."


  "It's a piss off, isn't it? 'Cause it's only money," said Fey pointing to the roll of notes in Drew's hand. "It's only bloody money."


  "Yeah. But I want Maria and Sean back. I'm going to have them back. I'm going to make these madonnas for Jive and get some money and get them back and then I'm going to build the Big One, the great madonna, down in Sydney. I'm going to do it Fey. I've got to do it."


  "Drew, you have definitely got a problem with women."


  "I know."


  


  


  


  


  


  CHAPTER FOUR


  


  


  If another man suceed by ten efforts, you will use a thousand efforts.


  Tsesze


  


  As the little yellow convertible Morris drove through the seaside town with its load of a motorless useless washing machine, an old wheelbarrow and a blue chrome-based manikin topped by an enormous black and gold dog, two men in the pub looked out through the window and watched.


  "Seems to me that there goes about the most useless bugger in town," said the huge bearded one meditatively and completely without malice.


  "Nah," said his companion. "Don't even come close. You're the most useless bugger in town."


  "You might have a point there," said the big bearded one equally. "But it's your shout. Two more schooners of old beer, thanks love. But I like the car. Grouse."


  


  Drew and Flynn unloaded the car and brought the stuff inside the shed. The door to Ron's boat house was swung wide. A baggy-eyed Ron looked out on their efforts with a yawn.


  "Coffee?" he said.


  "You're awake, are you, then? Good for you. Coffee would be great. Watch my foot Flynn, no, no. Ohh my hand!" said Drew.


  "Sorry, I was looking out for your foot. Me too for coffee Ron. You been well?" asked Flynn.


  "Yeah. Just a bit tired. I don't take the medicine except when I go to see Doctor Igor and when I do take it it makes me tired."


  "Why take it at all?" asked Flynn.


  "It's a living," said Ron between yawns. "I'll make the coffee.


  "What are you going to do with this junk, Drew?" asked Flynn.


  "Art mate." said Drew. "I'm going to art it. Art the bloody useless lot of it. Spray paint it. High gloss. Jive in Sydney wants a bunch of quick stuff. 'Give em what they want, give em shit', he said. I reckon I'll give them flash, filigree, fancy and maybe monkey business."


  "No madonnas?"


  "All madonnas. If I can just keep it all strictly according to Pythagoras and keep it to madonnas, I can do it." "Do what?"


  "Let Jive make us some money. And use that money to make more money. And use that money to get Maria back and make the Big One."


  "Do you want her back?"


  "Oh yeah. I do."


  "Still the Big One?" asked Flynn.


  "Still the Big One," said Drew.


  "Oh. I thought you might have gotten better. Do you really think you can make money out of this garbage?" "No," said Drew, "but Jive does."


  "Well, I hope he's right, because otherwise you're gonna have some very flash trash around."


  "Flynn, will you stop being so damn pragmatic? You don't like Jive. You think he's crazy."


  "I do."


  "Then tell me why he's got more money than you?"


  "Good point. I'll have to think about that. Here's Ron and our coffee."


  "Ron, do you think Jive is crazy? I mean you're a bit gonzo, in the legal sense at least. Sort of an authority, like a justice of the peace, aren't you? What do you think?"


  "I don't know," said Ron. "What's all this? Going to make a horror movie?"


  "See?" said Flynn.


  "You are rapidly becoming a waste of space Flynn." said Drew.


  "Well, I'll be off then mate. Got a bit to do on the farm."


  "Where were you last night, anyway, Ron ?" asked Drew after Flynn had left.


  "At Igor's. He's going away to do a course in Sydney so he gave all his patients a party. He's going to do a course in laser lobotomy."


  "Christ," said Drew.


  "Well, nothing really happened. I mean I took the damn medicine so I was half asleep. I know he had to tie Verna, the one who gets scared in crowds, to a chair. Bruce the kleptomaniac was made to strip every time he went out of the room. You know with the librium, Valium, lithium, L-dopa and the rest, it's hardly any fun having a party any more. Igor gave me some port and I fell asleep and dreamed I ran a marathon with a pair of hungry panthers and I woke up tired," said Ron. "But Igor says that's all going to change. In a few more months he thinks he'll be able to burn out offending neurons by the thousand. Zsst! Goodbye depression. Zsst! So long schizoid behavior. Zsst! Out with tobacco, alcohol and heroin addiction. He thinks it's really great," said Ron shaking his head, "but it scares hell out of me. He's not right, you know, not right up here," he said tapping his own head.


  


  Drew cleaned his compressed air gun. He reassembled it and plugged in the rubber pressure hose and turned on the compressor. He sprayed the washing machine, the wheelbarrow and the dummy with air to clean them, he then took a stiff wire brush to the rusting metals of both the wheelbarrow and the washing machine. Then he gave the surfaces a coat of yellow metal primer.


  "Pythagoras and madonnas," Drew said. "Madonnas and Pythagoras. How can I go wrong?"


  He took the handkerchief from around his nose and mouth when he finished spraying out the thinners to clean the spray gun. The twin-tub washing machine was, as Jive suggested, an electric cobalt blue and it glowed with its new lacquer paint job. Drew carefully untaped the simple cardboard cut-out on the front of the machine to reveal the silhouette of a standing pregnant woman. Its white clarity was very striking.


  "A few hard waxes, painted and mounted, and that about wraps it up," Drew said aloud. The phone rang.


  "Hello. What can we do you for today?"


  "That you, Yank?"


  "Indeed it is Jive. Just working on your blue non-electrical washing machine madonna. Which reminds me Jive ... I want to know how much money I might get from this fiasco."


  "Depends."


  "Depends on what?"


  "Well, if the local galleries, the State-run galleries and museums, buy. If they do, well you could see five or eight thousand, more if you're very lucky. If they don't, well, you might get your train fare back north, and a packet of potato chips. Maybe a meat pie."


  Jive!


  "Not less than two grand even if I have to pay it myself." "That's better," said Drew. "Got to have the loot. You want anything in particular Jive, or are you just checking up on me?" "Would I do that?" "Of course you would." "True. How are you going?" "Fine. No problems. Your end?"


  "Still working out details. Do you have any idea how much journalists drink? Bloody great empty pits they are, and that's the women. The men are worse. I've got Jose running all around town for Chivas Regal. But we're getting you a bit of space. There's a chance a lady reporter called Tina will be up to see you for an interview. Treat her nice, Drew, please? Okay?"


  "I'll try."


  "You do that. Keep working."


  "I'll try. Hey, Jive, where'sjose from?"


  "Negros, an island in the Philippines. Why?"


  "Is that where you were a priest, Jive?"


  "Get stuffed," said Jive without malice. "See ya soon."


  Drew hung up the phone. He went over to a round electric self-heating pot and turned it on. Into the water he put 180-200 micron hard wax. He put the lid on the pot. His hands dived into a wedge of moist clay and for a half an hour he fashioned quick sure images of pregnant or breast-feeding madonnas. Drew was deft with his fingers, there was no doubt about it. He began dipping the figures in the melted wax in the electric pot. A few careful dips turned each rough soft clay into a smooth as glass hard wax image.


  Drew left the waxes to dry and painted the wheelbarrow flat black with the spray gun. He was cleaning the spray gun and planning other madonnas when he heard a car pull up outside. He continued the careful cleaning of the spray gun until, with a bang and a rush the Doctor leaped upon the oyster covered rocks by the doors of the shed. In one hand he had a bottle of port and two glasses. In the other hand his surfing shorts. He was naked except for his blue and white running shoes.


  "Homo Australis!" the Doctor cried in delight. The river flickered behind him.


  Drew dropped the bits of the spray gun on the floor.


  "Doctor," Drew cried. "Cover your pride! My landlady may not understand!"


  "We'll give her port and she'll be better in the morning! Indeed, we all need port," said the Doctor. He put his shorts back on and opened the bottle and poured the port.


  "Hardy's?" asked Drew.


  "Para," said the Doctor. "Seppelts' finest and just what the doctor ordered. Cheers."


  "Cheers."


  "Sold out to the flesh pots of capitalism have you? Going to kitsch them into submission? Good idea. Have to watch your karma though. But if you do it with a good heart you'll come through well. More port?"


  "Absolutely. How was Byron Bay?"


  "Not sure. Afraid I've told you a white lie. Actually I went to look at a geological formation up on the tablelands. I think there might be a pipe there and I needed specimens."


  "Pipe?"


  "Mmmm. Sort of a volcanic tube. Basically it's what diamonds grow in." "Another find?"


  "Bit early to tell ... perhaps. Bloody good chance really. I'll have to wash the alluvial gravel I've got but, well, I shouldn't be surprised."


  "Bless you Doctor. Good for you. I think that calls for another drink!"


  "Sorry about lying to you," said the Doctor, "but the big mining concerns are keeping pretty close tabs on me now. I found an electrical transmitter on that Mercedes CRA loaned me. I put it on a semi-trailer going to Townsville. That should give them a turn or two. It's all espionage and claim-jumping in the geological universe."


  "What'll you do if you hit it big?"


  "Go to America for a year or two."


  "Yeah?"


  "Sure. I love America," said the Doctor. "It's the centre of the empire. It's vibrant. It's strong. And it's fun."


  "If you got the money honey," quoted Drew. "Me, I love Oz. Loved it from the first weeks even though it was strange to me at the beginning. I think it's got something to do with the way people get on here."


  "They don't get on. They cower in terror of the continent. They co-operate because there's so few of them and the land is so large and inhospitable. If they don't co-operate they die. Simple really."


  "Maybe. But it's good."


  "Yes. It's good. I may go to live for a while in America but I'll be back. I think it's good for us as a society to be in awe of the land. In Europe and America it's the other man who is the enemy. People are cheap. Here they are valuable. It will be sad when we become old and overpopulated here. Still there's always Antarctica and under the sea," the Doctor ruminated. "And outer space of course."


  "Of course, outer space ... I love America too but it's bad for me."


  "How so?"


  "Too fast. Too much input. I get confused and if I don't watch my step I get depressed. Guess that's why I'm here."


  "And I always thought you were a nature lover. You're just a recluse and a runner."


  "Ah Doctor, your diagnosis is improving. Shall we go up to the house and eat?"


  "Yes. Now."


  "You are rich, you are," said the Doctor after they ate.


  Drew looked at his shabby clothes, thought of Maria and her wardrobe which consisted entirely of sarongs bought three years ago, thought of his son's wardrobe of hand-me-downs and of the yellow Morris rusting away beneath his feet. Yet he knew the doctor was right.


  "Matter of perspective I guess. Pretty much a matter of perspective," he said.


  "Funny thing perspective,"


  "Yeah it is. It blows me out. Here I am embarked on a hurried journey into the realms of the art world in pursuit of the almighty dollar ... and why?" said Drew.


  "Because your basic pragmatic nature has finally won through," said the Doctor. "And you want Maria and Sean back. And it's natural to want to further your career. That's what you're doing isn't it?"


  "No, it's the money but it will be interesting to work fast and to use new materials and to transmute one thing to another but it isn't why I normally work. That has to do with communication ... It's down to something like dissatisfaction, a fundamental dis-ease that makes me want to work. I'm not getting at it," said Drew with a shrug. "But look ... I live in luxury compared to the titled heads of Europe of two hundred years ago. I've got a car faster than the best horse, free entertainment, jet aeroplanes to whisk me between continents, a full belly, all sorts of good and wondrous things. And damned if I don't desire more all the time."


  "It's Man's condition. There is only effort. I keep going back to school to make the effort interesting," said the Doctor. "You do it your way. And it seems to suit you. What is it Lin said, or Laotse, 'Young men love women, middle-aged men love conflict and old men love money'. You're giving in to conflict which is bad, but also natural. And what you're doing now is conflicting with your conflicts and soon you'll be conflicting with the conflicts of your conflicts and then, mate, the shit will hit the fan. However, being trained in the healing arts I know the cure." The Doctor paused. "Port." He grinned from his brown merry face, cheeks high, broken-nosed but not ugly. He poured the port.


  "One of the best aspects of studying human biology is its simple practicality. Massage should be taught at every school. Wonderfully cheap and effective way to help three generations, peers, parents and progeny. And, of course, studying human biology probably helps one appreciate good port all the more. Cheers."


  "I thought you studied humans primarily because there was no subject in science better endowed with investigation."


  "That too. But the more you look at a thing the harder it becomes to see. We know so much and we know so little. Even in the sciences."


  "Why geology? Why did you study that?"


  "Ah, gets back to perspective. Think of aeons! Geological ages! Time on a vast scale. Fifty million years! Thousands of millions of years!"


  Drew watched the Doctor carefully and saw the wonder and awe of this in his friend's face and through his friend's enthusiasm felt before him the corridor of time as truly infinite.


  "Now that is another perspective," Drew muttered. "Puts you right in your place."


  "And of course I always wanted to find a diamond mine. Since I was a kid. It's good to try to fulfill your childhood dreams," said the Doctor drinking in the port's aroma. "Not bad for the pocket either. But I'm taking up astronomy next. That's big time. And what is especially nice about it is that it's a field of total conjecture. A fabulous science. I'm going to go to the moon when NASA starts selling tickets."


  "The moon! Oh, the moon, to build a madonna on the moon! Let's do it!"


  "We shall mate," said the Doctor. "But until then let's enjoy. Port, houses by the sea, the surf we swim in tomorrow, twin-tub electric blue madonnas, women, children ..."


  "Going to make a wheelbarrow madonna tomorrow ..."


  "Wheelbarrow madonnas, the study of astronomy, things that go bump in the night, enjoy them all. Enjoy life. You know when I feel like this I could even enjoy that friend of yours who plays such beautiful guitar, the one with big hands, who looks for the external conflict to match his internal conflict. I think I could love conflict. This is probably a sign of a really good port. You know I'm really quite full of myself. Fame and fortune, eh Drew?" said the Doctor lying on his back, arms grasping at the air. "Grab them if you want them. Take what you like. I don't mind. But they are hot to hold. Long way from Lin and the ancient tutors. But take them. And take me surfing tomorrow. For God's sake, take me surfing."


  "We shall," said Drew. "In the morning."


  


  CHAPTER FIVE


  


  He who Doubts from what he sees Will ne'er Believe, do what you Please. If the Sun & Moon should doubt. They'd immediately Go out.


  William Blake


  The dark blue Ford sped along the dim tree-lined Pacific Highway. False dawn was breaking, light easing into the world again as Tina Hann lit yet another cigarette with shaking hands. Between her legs as she drove stood an open half-pint bottle of Southern Comfort.


  "Damn fool Wyan. Bloody numbskull editors. Go up the coast. Get us a photo and story on this Yankee fellow ... Sure. Sure. Just what I need ... Pigs ... All of them. Editors, Wyan, Yanks ... bunch of hoons," she muttered.


  "Children bring luck," Wyan had said to Tina with Asian simplicity. None of Tina's arguments of cost, of hassle, of what sort of^ world is this to bring a child into, had any effect on Wyan's smiling face and firm conviction.


  "Children bring luck, all children," he said smiling and shrugging.


  "I don't want to be your damn breeder!" she told him. "I'm not going to be chained to a washing machine for you or anybody else. Christ, Wyan, why do you think I left Francis! You don't want me. You want someone else."


  "Suma suma," he said and nodded.


  Then the phone rang and while Tina spoke to her editor, getting her marching orders for a quickie story with pics on some sculptor, Wyan snuck out of their Elizabeth Bay flat.


  She didn't really know what to do. She knew she didn't want to be alone any more. She decided to drive up, do the story and drive back straight away and find Wyan. She grabbed her Nikon F camera and her bag and threw them in the car. At Hornsby on her way out of town she felt so bad she bought the Southern Comfort but as she drove and drank she found little comfort there and her Billy Joel and Ry Cooder tapes hardly made her grin as they came lightly and happily through the speakers of the cassette player.


  As the real dawn began red and rosy she knew only the same thing she knew when she had got into the car ten hours before in Sydney. She knew that she did not want to be alone again. Ever.


  Before Tina had gone freelance, before she had worked for Nation Review and Living Daylights, she had been in Sumatra travelling and eventually came, because of rains and washed out bridges, to be staying in a bamboo hut on stilts in a village of a people whose language she didn't know and didn't want to know. The floor of the hut was open slatted and huge cockroaches crawled in and out. In lonely desperation she had broken her thongs squashing the six-inch monsters. She decided then that she would poison the cockroaches and with that goal in mind she put a bowl of sugar on the floor. The flat brown monsters came to feed in their dozens. Tina's plan was to poison the s^gar once the cockroaches got used to the free feeding.


  However, as a result of drinking a peculiar herbal tea she got the giggles that night and broke out her paints. At that time Tina wanted to paint and carried a small box of oils and brushes in her pack. She put coloured spots on the backs of the now confident cockroaches. Then a series of coloured stripes. She went to sleep and next morning the place was alive with cockroaches with stripes, spots and splashes of colour. Within two days Tina knew each cockroach, knew where it entered, knew where it lived and its favourite foods and had, in a strange and unique way, made friends with them. She never poisoned them and was almost sad to leave them when the river ceased to rage and the roads reopened. It was then she knew she didn't want to be alone any more.


  Tina's directions were good and it was just after dawn that she pulled into the driveway under the paperbark trees at Drew's house. The Doctor's borrowed Mercedes was covered lightly with dew.


  "Ostentatious American. Typical." she muttered. She finished off the Southern Comfort, grabbed her camera and got out of her car and went up to the door. She knocked on the door vigorously, a business woman full of whiskey, full of hurt, and full of tropical memories.


  The door opened and the Doctor stood in the doorway, sleep in eyes.


  "I don't want to live with cockroaches any more," she said, suddenly confused. She started crying.


  "Of course not," said the Doctor. "Absolutely not. Who would?"


  Drew got out from under his net, pulled on his ragged shorts and walked bleary-eyed out into the living room.


  The Doctor was comforting the crying Tina. He was still naked and raised his eyes in query to Drew. Drew shrugged and put the kettle on for tea and coffee. It took a few minutes to straighten out the situation and for the Doctor to get his pants on. Tina apologised and explained who she was and why she was there and how sorry she was. Hey Boy flew in and ate a piece of toast from Drew's hand. He and the Doctor decided to have a surf, and Tina, with her cameras festooned about her, followed them down the path to the beach.


  The waves were small and choppy as the Doctor and Drew threw in their surfboards. The Doctor was Drew's surf tutor; he surfed as he did everything else, with style and grace. He had grown up in Manly where the water was full of men and boys. Drew, on the other hand, surfed a board the way he rode horses, wide-eyed and terrified. He swam well but was only just learning to stand on a board. Drew more or less surfboard fell rather than surfboard rode. They paddled out through the small waves and sat waiting. Tina unlimbered her camera gear. The good Doctor caught five waves to Drew's one, but Drew did manage to catch a few. The water was dark and the rising south-east wind gave a chop to the waves. Drew was just taking off on the shoulder of a wave when he saw the Doctor paddling for shore very fast. As the wave picked Drew up he glanced behind him. Not six feet from him a triangular dorsal fin was cruising through the water. Drew jumped in fright and was well above both the surfboard and the water before he fell. He quickly got back on to the board and in a few seconds stood heaving and panting on the shore with the Doctor. They looked out to sea. The fin went down and then came up again.


  "It's only old Torn Fin ..." said Drew. "Scared the Christ out of me. They're dolphins."


  And so they were. The school approached from the south in their easy bobbing, dolphin way.


  "Too hard," said the Doctor. "Too hard and too close. I didn't know what they were in that chop but I did know I wanted out of the water."


  "You scared me nearly as much as Torn Fin did. Don't panic Doctor. It worries me."


  "That wasn't panic. That was an orderly withdrawal."


  "Good pics," said Tina. "Good pics."


  Soon after they returned from the beach Tina got in her car and left.


  "Don't you want to do an interview?" asked Drew.


  "Nah," said Tina. "A picture is worth a thousand words. Besides, I've got it all anyway. Don't worry. Leave it to me."


  Drew had never had an interview before and was disappointed that the in depth conversation he had planned and hoped for was not to be. And now there was only one thing to say.


  "Bye," he said, feeling let down.


  He went into the house. No one was there. He peeked in all the rooms. No one was there. He went out to the large lounge room again. Nobody was still there.


  "Hey, come here shorty," came the Doctor's voice from outside the sliding doors. Drew went out to join his friend.


  "What do you think? Can you see them?"


  Drew looked. The sky was divided by cloud to the north and to the south the sky was clear. The water to the north was wind-blown but to the south it was calm. Drew looked carefully at the sea. Then he saw them.


  "Jesus," he said, "there must be thousands."


  "More than that," said the Doctor. "They go all the way to the horizon and come right up close here to the breakers."


  The water was filled with dolphins swimming south. Not just the small school of old Torn Fin but thousands, hundreds of thousands, of dolphins surfacing and breathing and kicking up white water. They frolicked, they kicked. There was a neat line drawn from the horizon to the shore and at this strange line all activity stopped and the sea looked calm and empty. Drew rubbed his eyes.


  "Can it happen? Is this true?" he asked.


  "I've read about it," said the Doctor, "but I've never, you know, I mean Christ look at them all mate! This is the real stuff. This is a tear in the fabric of everyday existence into the heart of life, the universe and everything else. This is It."


  But Drew wasn't sure.


  "Drew, I read some John Lily not long ago. The one who did all that research into dolphins and a fair bit into the human mind too. In this interview he said there was an eleventh commandment. And the eleventh commandment is 'Do not bore God'. They are dolphins. Because if they aren't dophins then this magnificent sight would be boring. And I for one have no intention of risking boring God. I would advise you not to do so either."


  Drew thought about this as he looked out to sea. "You're right Doctor. They are dolphins." And he was right, too.


  


  Drew went down to the river to work on the wheelbarrow madonna. He got some fine mesh bird wire and with the aid of some light steel framed up a simple abstract madonna in the bucket of the wheelbarrow. He covered this with loose-weave burlap and plastered it. It wasn't the long fine heartfelt labour he was used to and he knew he was making such a radical change towards his work that it worried him. Yet this is what Jive wants ... and if I think of the basic image, the madonna, and keep Pythagoras my old Greek mentor close to hand, why ... why ... And Drew lost his train of thought in darkness. He decided to think about something else.


  So in between bouts of fierce wheelbarrow madonna making Drew thought of the series of big plasters he had made of Rainer Maria Rilke. Rilke was a favourite of his father, Spanish Jack. Drew thought of "For the Sake of a Single Verse," which ran like this;


  Ah! but verses amount to so little when one writes them young. One ought to wait and gather sense and sweetness a whole life long, and a long life if possible, and then, quite at the end, one might perhaps be able to write ten lines that were good. For verses are not, as people imagine, simply feelings (those one has early enough), they are experiences. For the sake of a single verse, one must see many cities, men and things, one must know the animals, one must feel how the birds fly and know the gesture with which the little flowers open in the morning. One must be able to think back to roads in unknown regions, to unexpected meetings and to partings one had long seen coming; to days of childhood that are still unexplained, to parents whom one had to hurt when they brought one some joy and one did not grasp it (it was a joy for someone else); to childhood illnesses that so strangely begin with such a number of profound and grave transformations, to days in rooms withdrawn and quiet and to mornings by the sea, to the sea itself, to seas, to nights of travel that rushed along on high and flew with all the stars - and it is not yet enough if one may think of all this. One must have memories of many nights of love, none of which was like the others, of the screams of women in labour, and of light, white, sleeping women in childbed, closing again. But one must also have been beside the dying, must have sat beside the dead in the room with the open window and the fitful noises. And still it is not yet enough to have memories. One must be able to forget them when they are many and one must have the great patience to wait until they come again. For it is not yet the memories themselves. Not till they have turned to blood within us, to glance and gesture, nameless and no longer to be distinguished from ourselves - not till then can it happen that in a most rare hour the first word of a verse arises in their midst and goes forth from them.


  Rainer Maria Rilke


  


  Spanish Jack had two of Ben Shahn's lithographs that were part of a series Shahn did as illustrations to that poem. Spanish Jack wrote Drew a letter about the Shahn lithographs.


  No, I've never seen the book on the Japanese fishermen which Ben Shahn illustrated. But, as you know, he is one of my favourites ... Those two lithographs on the TV side of the living room over the couch are his: "Nights of Travel that Flew like the Stars", and "Mornings by the Sea". I think he's maybe the greatest of American artists, combining like El Greco realism with poetry, magic and mystery. I've done a lot of work on him and your letter sent me rummaging through my old notes to find this quote. Shahn says he has just three subjects: "Aloneness; the impossibility of people to communicate with each other which accounts for the aloneness, and thirdly, the sort of indestructible spirit of Man to keep on going beyond the time when he thinks it would be impossible to arrive anywhere."


  It was only after finishing the Rilke heads that Drew discovered that Rilke was Augustine Rodin's personal secretary in his youth. Coincidence was a strange phenomenon and had somehow never appeared to Drew as random or thoughtless. To sculpt images of a poet and then to find the poet was the friend and confidant of such a wonderful sculptor left Drew happily breathless and reassured about his life.


  The book Drew mentioned to Spanish Jack in his letter was called The Happy Dragon and recalls the death of a crew of Japanese fishermen as a result of radioactive fallout during the first hydrogen bomb test in the Pacific, strong sad stuff.


  


  When Drew was there in the boat shed on the Kalang, making madonnas out of cement, plaster, lead, lithographers' boxes, whatever he could lay his hands on, he liked to swim. The water was never so cold that he would not trade the shock of immersion for the change of perspective it gave to his thought and work. Claritas without effort.


  And in spite of this as Drew walked out to the end of the wharf there would be a nagging inside him, a persistent low clamour of alarm from within. It was the fear of sharks. It was as simple as that.


  Standing on the edge of the wharf, looking at the cool clear tidal waters of the Kalang he said to himself, "The shark is always there," and taking a deep breath dived into the waiting mouth. This gave him the same wonderful feeling of release he felt when jumping from an aeroplane, or going on a roller coaster - lightening the load by no longer being responsible for his own safety.


  And the shark is always there. It is never anywhere else.


  


  Drew towelled himself dry after his swim and returned to the boat shed with an idea acquired in the water. Only half warm with goosebumps all over his body, he went to the telephone on the wall of the shed and dialled quickly. "Flynn?"


  "G'day. How is it going mate?"


  "Good," said Drew, looking at the twin-tub madonna and the wheelbarrow madonna in progress. "Hey Flynn, I want your stump. Have you still got that stump in the yard down below the house?"


  "Sure. What do you want it for?"


  "A madonna. I want to carve a madonna into it."


  "I should've known. You haven't got better. I guess it's best to humour the unstable. You can have the stump. I'll put it on the truck and bring it over. You're a silly bugger, aren't you?"


  "Ta mate," said Drew. "Thanks."


  As he worked Drew remembered another letter Spanish Jack had written him on family reunions.


  So - last Sunday I had a bilingual cocktail party to bring the two halves of my life together (and show off my Spanish). It was the first square party ever at 400. Spanish Jack in a brand new role - male, chauvinist, sexist pig of a Jackie Onassis, celebrated hostess to the multilingual set. Buckets of Swedish meatballs. Barrels of cocktail shrimp. Pounds of freshly ripened Brie (French cheese to you - you ignoramus). Gallons of Sangria por las senoritas. And nips of scotch and all like that for their prickly escorts including Tim Horan and all your brothers except Liam. Actually I was only co-hostess, sharing the honours - and the work, with all your sisters-in-law and most particularly your fairy godmother, Marjorie, and your super-competent sister, Vee. So you see we've come a long way from sitting on the floor smoking pot with derelicts from The Catholic Worker and listening to The Fugs. There's no more peace movement. Now we gather under the stars and stripes and sing, "Nixon is our leader. We shall not be moved". And we say, "If you don't like it, nigger, up yours. We got ours."


  


  Later in the day Drew went out on to Ron's wharf to do stretching exercises to clear his head, a remarkable aid to the soul of the worker. Sitting on the timbers of the wharf pushing his head to his knee, Drew's earliest memory assailed him. He was crying in his cot. He cried and cried and cried. He fell asleep. He woke five years later at his birthday party with no intervening memories. It came to him then, as it always did, to wonder if this life was the dream of the child in the cradle and if, when it ends, this life of Drew's, does the child wake and feed and sleep and dream again?


  Drew came in from the wharf and looked at the big wheelbarrow with the fat plaster madonna sitting in the tray. He shook his head in merry aversion.


  "For this I'm going to get money? This is supposed to reveal the artist? The society? Or only the low quality of wheelbarrows? Jive, I certainly hope you are right ... Lin? You back there, you yellow devil? Hey, if a man once he starts a thing should never put it down till he has mastered that thing, as I know you believe, then tell me Lin, tell me how what where why when who this?"


  The statue gazed one-eyed but jovial from the floor of the shed. The shadows cast by the midday light reflected by the waters of the river hid the fearsome proboscis and reptilian denture work, fortunately. In his earnest gaze, Drew perceived only an upraised eyebrow and laughing crows' feet around the orbits. The good eye twinkled merrily from a chance ray of sun that passed through the wide spaced slats of the shed.


  "Okay ... I'll try not to ask silly questions ... Where's the chrome yellow paint?" said Drew.


  Drew found it and sprayed the madonna bright yellow, leaving the wheelbarrow flat black. He still had paint in the gun and quickly decided to use it. He drew a silhouette of a standing pregnant woman on scrap paper with a pencil and cut this figure out. This he pinned on a lithographers' drawer he had and sprayed it yellow.


  Flynn arrived late in the afternoon with the stump of a felled and uprooted tree tied precariously to the roof racks of his car.


  Together they unloaded the stump, denting the car only a little. "I think we'll leave it here. We'll never get it inside," said Drew breathing heavily.


  "I'm glad you said that."


  "Hope wood isn't too traditional for Jive ... Flynn, do you want any money for this? Here, let me pay you something."


  "Nah," said Flynn grinning his bright white teeth from the depth of his beard, "I enjoy seeing you make a fool of yourself. Truly. Does me a world of good. Use the money to get Maria back."


  "I will."


  


  CHAPTER SIX


  


  


  Life is not defeat, but splendid adventure.


  Spanish Jack


  


  The wind from the east rose into a gale and buffeted the side of the house. The rain increased from a downpour to a torrent. Drew slept well and warm but in the morning the storm was stronger. It was a big blow, the coastal highways would be cut. Nature in fury was as always an inspiring sight and the fragility of the house against such power was brought home to Drew by the creaking timbers of the floor. Hang on, Drew said to the house. They had seen worse, the house and he, but not much. Drew could not see the sea a hundred yards away, much less the town or hills. It was that sort of storm.


  Drew enjoyed this exuberant show by Nature. Just the thing to keep me in my place, he thought, remind me of my own insignificance ... This thought Drew found strangely heartening.


  The phone rang on the shed wall. It was Jive.


  "Yo!" said Drew. "How's it keeping, Jivey buddy boy? You got your shirt tucked in Jive? You know I can't stand talking to you with your shirt out ... What's up? Tell me that."


  "You're drunk, aren't you, you lousy Yankee. My shirt's fine. You working?"


  "Like a dog. Work work work work. But it's raining, Jivey boy. Raining rain. Lots of it. Don't worry, I'll have your show ready. Depend on it."


    "Depend on you? Might as well buy Argentinian currency. You know if you don't get the act together Rabbit Warren would be glad to fill in."


  "But Jive, I'd kill him."


  "Good. Make his work more valuable. A good artist is a dead artist, I always say. Sends the market right up. Have you given serious thought to suicide?" "Jive!"


  "Right. I called to let you know you made the paper today. Photo and blurb on page four of the Telegram. How's that for good PR?"


  "Yeah?" said Drew mightily impressed. Drew had never been in the paper in Australia before although he'd once been on the front page of the San Francisco Chronicle being beaten up and arrested in an anti-war demonstration. "Good photo?"


  "You haven't seen it? Tina didn't tell you?"


  "No."


  "So buy a paper and see," Jive laughed darkly. "It's good PR. Get to work! Remember, money is the cure for all ills." Jive hung up.


  "I'm in the paper," Drew called to Flynn when he dropped by the boat shed later, "so you may now call me Sir."


  But when he finally saw the photo in the tabloid it wasn't as Drew had imagined. The black dots of the offset printer showed a picture of Drew leaping high into the air from his surfboard. He in the photo looked scared: indeed the terror on his face was only excusable by the fact that the shaggy triangular dorsal fin of old Torn Fin was clearly visible in the lower background of the picture. The blurb under the photo identified Drew as a terrified but talented sculptor who would be wiser walking than swimming. It also gave the dates of the show and the address of Pigfaces', Jive's gallery.


  Drew wasn't pleased, but Flynn was. He cut out the photo carefully and put it in his wallet. "For an emergency," said Flynn, "just in case."


  Drew went back to work on the Manikin Madonna. He attacked it with a carving knife and made a large hole in the belly. Then he plastered the ragged internal edges to give a smooth background. This he painted apricot. He fashioned a quick portrait of his son Sean in wax and mounted this in the belly of the manikin.


  "The kid's all right," said Flynn, "but the rest ... the rest is ... well ... pretty awful."


  "Good, that's just what Jive wants."


  "But what do you want?"


  "I want to work my own way. But I've got to get Maria and the runt back. I need money. I've sold my guitar Flynn. There is nothing else to sell. Either I get the loot or ... or ..."


  "I'll lend you some money."


  "It's not the same. And I couldn't pay it back. But it's not the same."


  "You're right. It's not the same. Jive thinks he can sell this stuff?" "Yeah."


  "Well," said Flynn. "People don't appear to be getting any smarter."


  "That's what Jive says."


  A week of work passed quickly, broken only by the arrival of a low pressure system that brought wind, rain and flood. Drew had to abandon work at the river and return to the house by the sea, bringing with him a selection of tools and work in progress.


  


  The storm continued to build. As the day passed its stormy path Drew carried on with yet more madonnas. Nothing was safe, brooms, teapots, gumboots became madonnas. The wind rose from the north-east. The sliding wooden and glass doors rocked back and forth as the wind and rain buffeted against them. Rain had come in around the edges of the doors. Drew had to move some of his books. The sea was mountainous, breaking on the second reef out, the five metre reef, then the first reef and then struck the sand a heavy final blow. Drew could not see the mountains to the west, but between the torrents of rain he could make out the lights of the town.


  As Drew stood watching the storm, he thought the best things are here already; they are only waiting for a chance to display their nature, but under our close observation they lie as they are, lost forever.


  


  Late in the afternoon Drew drove down to his flooded boat shed. He had to wade in the water to make sure he had everything there stored high enough to avoid the rising tide.


  Arriving, he looked out over the golf course. It was covered in large pools of rainwater. It was a fine sight. All the sea and land birds that lived in the area were sheltering there: seagulls beyond number, pelicans, cormorants, terns, plovers, ibis, cranes, a few pink-legged jabirus, kingfishers and more. And in the midst of them all two children in a canoe were paddling and pushing their way as best they could across the flooded golf links. "My, my," Drew said to himself as he ran pell mell for the shed in the pouring rain, "ain't we got fun!"


  He was up the stairs in a single leap and pounded on the door.


  "Who's there?" came Ron's voice.


  "Virginia's wolf. Open up. I'm drowning in the shade of your leaky verandah. Help!"


  "Oh, it's you. Hang on," he said, then opened the door. "Thought I'd have some peace today."


  "No such luck, lad. Entropy is here. It's all thermodynamics from now on ... disruption, despair and degeneration. Read it all in the newspapers. Going to rain forever. Planetary alignment, tidal waves, volcanic effusions. We'll never survive, Ron, unless we have coffee immediately."


  "Go for it," he said, pointing to the electric jug.


  Everything was everywhere in preparation for the high tide. Ron had given all his valuables an extra few feet of clearance. The rugs were strapped to the walls, and the stereo was playing music by Goanna high up near the ceiling.


  "When's the tide?"


  "Tonight. You gonna stick it out?"


  "Try to." Ron said, polishing his thick lensed spectacles, round and round and round.


  "That's the stuff. Go down with the shack. Might be able to sail her to Fiji if the floorboards hold out ... How's my shed, Ron?"


  "Wet I shouldn't wonder."


  Drew went out to look at his studio. He had moved all his plaster, clay and other materials on to the top of the tables and some bunk beds at the rear of the shed. There was eight inches of water over the floor, flowing slowly towards the golf course. Drew moved a few things forgotten in the original panic before he drove home.


  The lightning and the thunder were becoming more and more intense. The house was rocked by the thunder and the rain poured in under the eastern doors. Drew worked silently into the night.


  In moving his books earlier in the day, Drew had dislodged a letter from Spanish Jack. He brushed it with his foot as he, tired and worked dry, made his way to bed. He picked it up and read it as he drank a cup of warm milk in bed.


  Imagination is the divine gift but its possession dooms us to depression and failure on this earth. Hie more imagination we have, the more insatiable our demands for fulfilment - for meaning - become. And since we demand absolute meaning, absolute fulfilment, what we are really demanding is union with the field of being - that which old fashioned fucks like me call God. And you can't get that union by diploma.


  This clawing at life for something beyond it - and the depression we suffer in failing to achieve transcendence (or even believe in its existence) - is the essence of what we call human and what separates us from the other animals. A dog, for instance, is content to be. In all creation we are the only creatures who are obsessed with becoming. Like Cleopatra we have immortal longings in us. In this sense life is a sickness, a separation, a coitus interruptus. Of death E.A. Toe wrote, "This fever called living is conquered at last". But this ain't all bad. Dissatisfaction, longings, frustration (all precipitating depression) is what made us haul ourselves out of the mud and sit down in 747s. If we were all as happy as pigs in shit we'd still be pigs in shit. The thought is father to the act. If we weren 't driven to transcend ourselves (and punished by depression for our limitations) we'd still be squirming around in the primordial ooze. The trigger for any becoming is dissatisfaction with whatever is.


  For those of us then who aren't clods, believers in the Gospel according to Saint Kronkite of The Boob Tube, suffering is the spur and depression is never far away because while our defeats are absolute our victories are never total. "Our reach always exceeds our grasp." (Browning). Hence, as Ecclesiastes pointed out, "All is vanity and vexation of spirit. There is no new thing under the sun". Therefore for the man who has a soul of any size - for good or ill, satanic or divine - frustration and depression are chronic.


  Spanish Jack


  


  There's a lot of Jack around at the moment, Drew thought. But that's him all over, popping out at you. Fathers and sons, sons and fathers. Trying to impress each other, playing a year's long game of one-upmanship. Silly old fart, Drew thought, should have wrung your neck years ago. Tossed you from the Fifty-second Street Bridge while I had the chance. Taught you a lesson.


  Still, Drew's mind carried on, driven by warm milk and nutmeg, he helped me enjoy some things, even when he was not there. A bit like garlic. A spice for life.


  Drew remembered that he felt like a kid on a bicycle who was riding for the first time with no hands, looking about for a witness to his proud and daring feat, chest puffed up, eyes shining, marvelling at his own actions. His own best hero he was that long ago morning, riding not a bicycle but a horse, which is a more insecure seat than a bicycle even if it was a short-legged, barrel-chested black pony. For Drew was no rider, even of short-legged ponies. But his companion had chosen well for him and the pony followed obediently the lead of the sixteen and one half hands thoroughbred gelding as he crossed the Sydney sandstone country that was covered in flowering wattles of yellow and red, heading first across the flat and then down to an estuary of the Hawkesbury River.


  Looking ahead Drew watched with interest Susan's flat wide horserider's backside move on her saddle. It was a typical female horserider's bum, Gluteus maximus flatus broadus, but a nice friendly comfortable appendage for all that. The sun beat on Drew's bare back, the cicadas were singing, the sweat and smell of the horse and the leather rose up to him and he dropped the reins across the small round top of the stockman's saddle and reached into his back pocket for his tobacco.


  The pony ambled along as Drew took out the shag tobacco and rolled one of the fat loose cigarettes he favoured. He put the cigarette in his mouth, tobacco back in his right rear pocket, had the matches in his hand ready to light up when it came to him in a rush. The woods, the water below, the woman up ahead, the flowers, the sun, Australia, the smells of horse and leather, the hand-rolled smoke, rushed in on him as if he had been a vacuum, an empty space waiting to be filled. He almost choked on the mystery of a life that had brought him to that spot, a life that had sent him spinning through time and space to land there, on top of a horse, following a beautiful wide-hipped horsewoman to a watery assignation.


  Drew lit the cigarette, thinking, if only Spanish Jack in New York could see me now, why the old fart would laugh. He looked down on the reins unattended across the top of the saddle, spread his arms wide and said, "Look Jack! No hands!"


  


  Drew's last thought before sleep wrapped her comforting arms around him was that it was just as well he had not thrown Jack off the Fifty-second Street Bridge. I wouldn't have enjoyed horseriding if I had.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  


  


  So long as I have legs, so long as I have eyes, wherever I go I am lord of the mountains and rivers and the winds and the breeze.


  Mr Tut-Tut


  


  The storm blew itself out in the exuberance of the thunder and lightning of the night. It was clearing to the east and a strangely multi-coloured ribbon of cloud remained on the horizon over the sea. The sun showed itself and warmed the earth. The valleys to the west were covered with a fine mist and the tops of the hills stood clear in the early morning light. Drew opened up the doors to air the house and dry the floors. Hey Boy and his band of avian brigands were waiting as he opened the eastern doors. They gathered round and raised a terrible racket until Drew fed them. They had had very little to eat during the storm. Drew fed them grated cheese as usuaL


  Drew walked up to the park at the headland a few hundred yards from his isolated house. The park was a fine place covered in paperbark trees. There was the occasional grey gum and bloodwood tree but mostly the park was a virgin stand of paper-barks. The high winds had brought down many boughs and limbs, and there was a great mess about.


  A great lump of a man approached, six feet and a bit tall, two hundred pounds, stoop shouldered, bald except for little tufts above the ears. He had bright feverish eyes, quick and acute. The old man moved fast coming towards Drew, a fierce blue heeler cattle dog running before him. The man was Will, caretaker of the park and the dog was Butch, caretaker of Will.


  The dog came up to Drew well before his master.


  "Butch, you've known me for years and you know I'm not going to hurt him, not for quids. Take a break," Drew said.


  But Butch became more excited the closer Will came. The dog nipped at Drew's hands and heels. Drew swore at him lightly and cuffed him on the head, hard. It was their usual greeting. Butch recognised Drew then and was content to play with T Bear a few feet away. Providing Drew behaved himself. Will's Butch was the best bodyguard in the southern hemisphere, and Drew had grown to like his savage charm after the first bites healed.


  Will was as soft as his dog was hard. He was a communist on compassionate grounds. He was a man of thunder, love and working man's charm. Will had been a wheat lumper and a meat hodder for most of his life. He had sold the strength of his back for whatever he could get. Earlier in his life he had built a home from sand-stock bricks he had made himself. He then laid each brick himself until they made a house. Things were looking good, but the Depression came and the bank took not only his land but his house and left Will to feed his large family by the strength of his limbs. Will's limbs never failed him as the bank had. His communism wasn't a party line sort of communism but an outward expression of his sense of fair play. A starving child in Cambodia was as close to his heart as his own children and filled him with rage and love.


  "G'day lad," he said. "Some blow eh?"


  "She was that, Will. Lots of rubbish down from the trees. Give you a hand later if you like."


  "Ta. In the afternoon then, in case she comes up strong again. I don't want to do the bloody job twice."


  Will rubbed his bald smooth cranium, fingers over his forehead, a habit of his when thinking. "When she comes, I'll be ready." Drew knew straightaway Will meant the Revolution, for Will was a radical of the old school. Will was one of those men who rarely sleep and in the early sleepless hours before dawn his thoughts were mainly political. By noon it generally passed, but any conversation held before lunch had the Revolution at its core.


  "When she comes, I'll be there, right at the front, and they can shoot me, the bastards, instead of a younger man with children. I'm old now, not much good for anything maybe, but I can save a younger man who can fight."


  "I don't think we'll see it this year, Will," Drew said.


  "Aye. They're all too tame now, the lazy buggers. They don't deserve the Revolution. Still, she's coming, mark my words and I hope I live to see it." Rubbing his head. "Well, can't stand here yarning all day. Come on, Butch."


  Drew went back to the house and worked well.


  


  Sitting back this came to his mind: when the moment stretches in my vision and an hour or an afternoon seems like the whole of my life and my being, I do good work.


  


  Jack wrote Drew:


  The difference between your generation and mine is time. You have, with luck, fifty years to fuck around with "means" and "ends". My end is NOW. I have only means. And of course now I can clearly perceive the fact that life is PROCESS. YOU ARE WHAT YOU DO. We live in an eternal present. Eternal, expanding, and hopefully definable as an immense journey the end of which is understanding, forgiveness, and divine love.


  Anyway, all either of us have is NOW. We are what we do. And our obligation is to grow - especially in love and understanding.


  


  Drew's concentration broken, he made coffee and sat in the sun. Australia, New York, madonnas, birds, oceans, his own selves, and Spanish Jack rumbled about in his head like the wheels of a poker machine, brief recognisable flashes, not staying anywhere. Drew took some deep breaths from as deep in his belly as he could draw them, low near the pubic symphysis, and stopped the wheels. And came up with Jack again.


  Spanish Jack did not like Doctor John the Night Tripper, known as the Gris Gris man. Drew told Spanish Jack that he, Drew, himself, had heard Bill Grahme, the rock impresario, say that this record was the best thing on wax he had ever heard, told Drew this before a concert of Big Brother and the Holding Company and the Crazy World of Arthur Brown at the Fillmore Auditorium in San Francisco. But Jack would not wear it. He shook his head and smiled and told Drew it had no beat, no rhythm and no meaning.


  "Pop," Drew said, "I honour you as my Ancient Elder, but you have got no musical sense. You are in fact a well-educated dunderhead, devoid of artistic feeling and racially prejudiced against the whites who inhabit our southern areas. I suspect you don't like fried chicken or the Colonel."


  "Up the Colonel," said Jack. "And up sons who have no respect for their parents, who being older, wiser, more experienced and tasteful can tell good things in this life from bad, and who, in the graciousness and consideration of paternal piety, try to educate and enlighten those ignoble savages who spring unbidden upon them in their youth and grow more unruly daily until there, in front of you, they dare tell you bitter is sweet and sweet is bitter and don't even speak good English.


  "Let me paraphrase for you the words of Mark Twain, you illiterate gumbo gris gris groaner: when I was seventeen my father did not know anything. But by the time I was twenty-one I was surprised at how much he had learned in four years. So, turn off the southern cacophony and tell me what you thought of Bartholeme's Snow White."


  Drew did not turn off the stereo of course but he did turn it down, a fair compromise. As "Walk on Gilded Splinters" came softly through the speakers Drew told John that he thought Snow White was a typically decadent piece of New York pseudo-literature, a statement he knew would make Jack livid, which it did, and then he told him he should read some good literature, like Richard Brautigan, Ken Kesey, William Kotzwinkle, Tom Wolfe or the Berkeley Barb. Drew was seventeen, back home again from California; the insults flew like flies in the Mojave and as Drew settled into his seat on the couch he attacked poor Donald Bartholeme as best he could, which was difficult because Drew actually enjoyed the book a lot (for the wrong reasons) but on Eighty-fifth Street no holds were barred, for to argue was Jack's delight.


  Their arguments started early and ran long through the day, slowly and painfully through the night and began again even before the first cup of percolated coffee in the morning. Drew was expected to make this and serve it to the old fart as he lay in his enormous bed. The coffee that Drew served was in a white one-pint cup with the Harvard crest on it in bright red lines. Spanish Jack's girlfriend, Marjorie, was often there, joining them late in the afternoon after a day's editing downtown. Blonde, tall, intelligent, willowy and quiet she was the perfect foil to Jack's being brown, short, stumpy and loud. Marjorie did not argue at all, but occasionally made observations. However, she enjoyed the noise, the insults, the provocations. She was a modest, demure person with a splendid giggle and a warming smile, who always had the sheets tucked up to her neck when Drew served coffee. Drew then sat on the foot of the bed and collected his wits for another bout with John, who jumped in and out of bed, a naked flash here and there, laughing at his body's chunky, paunchy lines, yet vain of those selfsame chunky, paunchy lines.


  Marjorie and Drew had normal cups and were modest as the rollercoaster of John's mind built new flights of fantasy and fact, bullshit and believables, to assault their poor senses. Mind you, Jack never wanted peace and satisfaction for he was, at rock bottom, a saboteur, a shit stirrer, a wise guy and a joker. He wrote Drew once:


  As far as your self-centredness is concerned, as your Grandmother O'Neil used to say, "You don't take it from the wall." The only reason I've never been really in love is that I've never been able to find a girl exactly like me.


  Drew tried to capture the moment again, get away from the assault of memory, and put himself into the madonna again. He had his modelling tool in his hand, a piece of work in front of him and still Jack would not leave him. He was becoming a bit of a nuisance. Be fair, Drew thought, nuisance or not, he has some redeeming qualities. Indeed he did, but it would be better if they showed when he wasn't doing something important. Like making madonnas. Couldn't he make appointments?


  But no, the man who read his twelve-year-old son Heller's Catch 22 and Miller's Rosy Cruxifixion is not one to stand on formality. Not the man who wrote Drew notes like:


  Hope Maria's hand is good as new again; and if it's not perhaps you can cure it by sticking a pin in her ass. Ol' Doctor Pincushion, the acupunctuator. Didn't I read about you in The Naked Lunch? Class mate of Three Fingers Schaffer, the Lobotomy Kid, weren't you?


  So Drew had to give in:


  Spanish Jack and Drew were walking around Houston Street, down below Greenwich Village. It was a dark night and after two in the morning. In the hallways and over the heat gratings derelict alcoholics, both men and women, huddled among their rags and newspapers, sleeping uneasily. The city of New York had a great deal of human refuse, of which these poor sods numbered, and what little decent clothing and food they received came from perhaps the last left wing organisation in the United States, the Catholic Workers, the fools for Christ. Spanish Jack had great interest in these brave and indefatigable workers and he and the twelve-year-old Drew had spent the evening talking and singing with a group of them in a tenement and were walking towards the subway to take them back to Eighty-fifth Street.


  It was a tough ugly neighbourhood. It was late. It was dark. They were both a little on edge from the starts and groans from the dark halls and alleyways. The little fear that is always there was growing within them both. Jack's emphysema was playing up so they were making slow progress. They crept along, man and boy, along those forlorn streets, each alone with his thoughts. Drew's own, he remembered, were of the basic survival kind: what would he do if "trouble" occurred. Jack was huffing and puffing and could not run, much less fight, and Drew was young, full of bloodthirsty imaginings. But the air was thick this night and Drew needed no imagination to see the shadowy figures lolling here and there on their route, or hear the drunken argumentative voices before, behind and on either side of them.


  John's huffing and puffing got worse. He had to stop and park himself for a few minutes. He sat atop a fire hydrant. Drew stood by him, looking left and right slowly, nervous, his hands clenched into tiny hard balls, expecting "trouble" and hoping he could deal with it. He was looking around for a brick or a bottle or a paving stone when he heard a low chuckle and he spun about expecting "it".


  Perched on top of his fire hydrant Spanish Jack was chuckling to himself. He reached up his arm and grabbed Drew's shoulder. "Kid," he said, "this is serious. This is like facing the proctologist. 'Bend over' they say, wreathed in smiles and then you know what trouble really means." And he looked at Drew and laughed, his eyes merry. Drew laughed too, and they both gave in to it and sat and stood there respectively, totally absorbed by this little jest for a few minutes.


  By that time Jack was rested, and in fact grandly improved. The rest of the walk was both relaxed and uneventful.


  


  Drew knew that something was up. Something was up with Spanish Jack in the Big Apple. There's just too much of him around and about, Drew thought. Maybe he's going to come visit. Good one, about time too. He's a nice old fart when he doesn't tell you what you think ... Be nice to see him again.


  There was a strong knock on the door. Drew jumped up andwith the half-formed thought in his mind saying, "It's him! It's Jack," went and opened the door. It wasn't Jack. It was Fey.


  "Let me in. You got anything to drink? God damn it. I've had it up to here. Part-time bloody musos. They give me the shits. Gimme a light."


  Fey spoke fast. His hands were trembling like leaves in the wind and would not stop. Drew knew Fey well enough to know the symptoms. Fey was a strong aggressive man who functioned best in crisis. Day to day living, however, could reduce Fey to eating his own stomach, to winding himself up as if he were a compression spring. He talked fast and furiously, swearing and gesticulating with his shaking hands about the bass player in his latest band.


  "So I told him I'd punch his silly face," said Fey smacking his enormous hand against the wall. The wall sounded empty. It was a good thing that the bass player was not there.


  "Here's some port Fey. Last of the best."


  "Ta mate. I should've smacked him, too. These guys with all their fancy equipment, p.a. systems and vans to haul them, all bought from the hooch money or their parents' money. They're not musicians, they're ego bloody merchants and dilettantes. Gaaaah, they give me the shits. Clout on the earhole would do them the world of good."


  "Make you feel better too."


  "Too right it would." Fey drank the port in a single gulp. "Any more of this? Jesus I need it. If they'd just play the songs through. That's all I want. Play the song from end to end. Drew, tell me what can you do if the bass player stops playing?"


  "Play solo?" said Drew.


  "You keep saying that but that's not what I want. I want the combined sound."


  "But Fey you're so particular. You want perfection and you're the only judge. If you play alone you only have yourself to blame," said Drew. "If you play solo then it's all your work. It's risky but it gets the work down to basics. Its faults are your faults. Its merits are your merits."


  "Don't give me the shits Drew or I'll bop you. I'm not in the mood. Got anything to smoke?"


  "No mate."


  "Just as well. What are you working on?" "Putting together a quickie show for Jive. Mostly madonnas."


  "Still on about that regeneration shit?" "Guess so."


  "God, it makes me sick. I thought you were smart once. You think we'll all be saved, don't you? You're a fool Drew. Saved! We're all going to die! That's it. Sleep forever. Good bloody riddance, too, I reckon. Bastard of a thing it is, this bloody life."


  "I can't live in a universe that small. I'd suffocate."


  "Yeah, well that's your problem isn't it? Got any more of this port?"


  Drew got the port and poured Fey some more. Then he went back to work. Fey rumbled and grumbled around and finally began to calm down. Drew didn't speak. It wouldn't have helped. A half hour passed in silence before Drew looked up to see Fey looking back at him with a merry eye and a steady hand. He walked over to Drew and tousled his hair.


  "Thanks mate. Don't listen to me. I just get fed up."


  "I never listen. Your moods don't bother me much Fey. I've seen both sides." Drew continued to work and the two men sat silently relaxed.


  


  After Fey left and the night moved its starry path Drew waited on not for money, not for fame, not for a house, not even for his work but for Spanish Jack.


  "I know you're out there. On a plane or a bus or a train. On your way to me. I can feel you out there Jack. You're in the air.


  Spanish Jack didn't come that night though.


  Soon after Drew got up the next morning, T and he went down to the beach to have a closer look at the damage caused by the rains and high seas. The sea was muddy brown from both the exit of the floodwater and from the sand that the huge easterly swell had dredged up from the banks that shaped the swell so well for surfing at other times. The waves broke many times before they reached the shore and the foam they produced ran before them. The foam was sandy and muddy, eighteen inches or two feet in height and it came into the beach quickly. Drew stood on a high piece of sand by a channel worn away by the waves near the lagoon overfilled with rainwater and watched the foam flow in. It was eerie and strange for the foam ran in silently. Drew watched a long time the patterns of exquisite things that he saw in the moving soft masses.


  


  The sky was clear in the afternoon, the muddy ocean still filled with mullet. From the house Drew saw two familiar waterfalls that flowed from the plateau to the hills below. They had been dry for many months and it heartened Drew to see them glistening in the sun. Hey Boy and the villainous avian crew ate like horses. The kookaburra had not returned yet but the hunting is always best after rain and Drew expected he was eating well. T Bear rolled in the good moist earth. She was pleased that the storm was over. She romped and frolicked like a pup, lovely to see. Mr Rastus lay lazily in the sun as he had lain lazily inside the whole stormy time. He was a consistent cat.


  Drew went to the river, back to his little shed on the River Kalang, not yet realising that change was upon him.


  


  The phone call late in the evening. After the call he scrounged around the bookcase and in paperfilled shoe boxes and in old wallets, collecting letters he had received from Spanish Jack over the years. Then he made a big pot of real coffee and sat in the middle of the floor and re-read the letters and thought his thoughts and read the letters again and the memories washed over him the long night, a cold night.


  "You're in the air all right old man, but you're not coming. You're not coming," said Drew. The big dog sat next to Drew and he scratched her ears. "He's not coming, T Bear. But maybe we can find him ourselves. Let's try eh?" The dog licked Drew's hand.


  


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  


  Had he but spar'd his Tongue and Pen, He might have rose like other Men:


  Jonathan Swift


  


  The night was long. The night was cold. Drew sat on the floor amid scattered papers, scattered memories, warm coffee and near a big dog who slept fitfully. It was almost as if Drew had fallen into a hole, a hole in time and space. He wouldn't have been surprised if the birds had spoken to him or if a lizard arrived to speak of Spinoza and the dichotomy of existence. But appealing as that may have been, it did not happen. There were just Drew, the letters, the memories and some sad cheer and some good cheer and a dog who did not speak.


  Jack would survive this cancer, Drew thought. For now the chemotherapy of the New York doctors would work. They will give him their toxic gris gris and it will slow the process of Jack's dying. It will do that and little more (that was a great deal) and there were many hollow days before this madonna maker and he must learn again that he cannot fight the evil of the world with the same evil within his head and heart. Hard lesson to learn; you think you have it, that it was there cemented into your being by the resin of experience and then ... pop ... you needed it and then the hollowness and evil was within and what you thought was solid, well made, engineered with skill and love, seemed a flimsy thing indeed and the days were dark and the light of the sun was no light at all, and the easiest thing to do was to stay in the darkness and plot your unhappiness with a sextant and sail a straight line to your own death, as if it would help. And it would not help, Drew thought, for you would bring the darkness with you and make your own hell. So now another stone, shore up the tower that has leaned in the emptiness of your mind, build it again, and better, and put it into your work which is also the stone that you lay.


  Spanish Jack was a strange man. Drew had the desire to do a portrait of Jack. He would not dwell any longer on Jack's mortality, for that was a small circle, but put forth other things from the blood that Rilke called memories and also some of John's words, for Drew had many from their ten years' correspondence.


  My father made me the fool that I am, thought Drew. Well, he had a little help, I did my best, but on the whole it was the few years I spent with him in the apartment on Eighty-fifth Street that turned what might have been a good civilised responsible citizen into a maker of madonnas living in the Antipodes, struggling to keep the family fed and trying to tear the curtain that surrounds the individual and separates him from the world and his fellows.


  Drew owed it to John that he did not live in a condominium in Manhattan and commute to a job as a lawyer, a modern bushranger loose on the streets of the Big Apple. Yes, Drew certainly felt that the turning point was then, after Jack's marriage to Drew's mother broke up due to mutual alcoholism. Drew's mother never beat the booze. It beat her and her guilt grew about her sturdy Irish frame and killed her with a slow throttling emptiness that she could only ease with the bottle and that was no ease at all.


  Drew's father was lucky. He had four jobs in as many weeks when at the hotel across from his club (the Harvard Club) the delirium tremens, the Aim flams, the heebie jeebies, got him by the scruff of his dirty neck and flung him up on the ceiling with no visible means of support. This upset the night porter and though he tried to get Drew's father down he could not do it, and the boys from Bellevue were called and with a device somewhat larger but similar in concept to an egg lifter (the advances of science!) gently scraped him from his precarious position on the ceiling. They took him to Bellevue where they already had enough rummies and while deciding what dark hole they could lodge him in for the night he was rescued by an unknown hero from that organisation of rummies known as AA. This man took John and his DTs to a farm in upstate New York where they gave him a drink if he wanted it and a little prayer to help him from wanting it. He stayed there many months with some of the finest actors, playwrights, businessmen, politicians, and drunkards in America at that time. He came back a man of good humour and strength. He rediscovered his mind which had been in the abyss for many years due to "telling lies for money", that is advertising. The world opened up again and Jack was reborn. He rented the apartment on Eighty-fifth Street and talked Drew's mother into letting him and his brother Terry live there and go to school. Terry had to leave after a while to return to Connecticut to care and love mother Bridget who really did need it. Drew was left in New York with a sober madman who gave him to the Jesuits.


  When Drew came home from school, a good strict Catholic school that tolerated no levity and no vulgarity, he would walk into the apartment and there would be his bearded father reading a book in his Eames chair running a hand through his thick dark hair, glasses above his head.


  "Come here!" he would say, "Listen to this ..." and he would read to Drew from the book. It was there, in his father's home, that Drew learned of William Burroughs, (Doctor Benway was among his father's heroes for a while), of Henry Miller (Drew had heard the Tropics at least twice before he read them), of Camus, James Thurber, William Blake, a host of Spanish and Moslem mystics, Hemingway, Steinbeck, Tom Wolfe, Dostoyevsky, Sartre, Butler, Shaw. Jack would talk all afternoon and then into the night. In the mornings Drew would return to school to learn Church dogma and Latin and return eagerly home to find out what had happened to Miller's painting in Black Spring or if Benway had truly gotten away in a helicopter from Interzone. Drew never stood a chance. He was only a kid of thirteen. Jack got Drew young and bent him. He knew Drew was not terribly smart and he knew that if he fell into the hands of the mass educators he was done for. He saved Drew. He ruined Drew. He made Drew breathe thin air and dream of places he could not go and things he could not do. It was great and terrible to do and he wrecked whatever good sense Drew had (which was not much) and made him try to see beyond his pug nose and Drew never forgave him (if he had any sense he would have throttled the old bugger in his sleep and become a corrupt but rich local politician, but Drew had no sense and enjoyed it), and if he were here in this room with Drew now there would have been laughter.


  Drew drank his black coffee and rubbed his eyes with his thumb and index finger. He sifted through the letters on working paper and others on blue aerograms. His eyes quickly read a sheet of paper. This stuck out at him.


  The two important things are these:


  
    	Don't confuse shit with shinola.


    	And never give up the dream.

  


  Drew smiled and was lost.


  


  "As happy as a clam in clover," said Spanish Jack reclining in his green moulded fibreglass and resin seat on the bus that moved swiftly down Fifth Avenue on a Sunday afternoon. He nodded his nut brown wrinkled face up and down in appreciation of his own well constructed phrase. Jack had the innate ability to enjoy his own conversation whether spoken or in its own unspoken home in his own eternal internal dialogue. He enjoyed himself, as company, immensely. He admired himself as a robust, handsome, urbane, and intelligent being and therefore someone whom it was good for him to know.


  "I couldn't say fairer than that, could I madam?" he said to the lady across the aisle at the end of the bus past the folding rear automatic doors.


  "No ... no ... of course not," she answered falteringly, abashed at being spoken to on public transport. She had been gazing intently into her brown paper sack filled with Hungarian delights,sausageand paprika. She had not the slightest idea of what Jack spoke but his polite manner and sparkling bright light brown eyes drew her away from her culinary contemplation into an assenting manner.


  "Exactly," said John emphatically. "Precisely how I feel." The flat As and clipped intonations revealed to any street proud New Yorker that Spanish Jack was a foreigner. A good ear might have recognised the cadence of a Bostonian.


  Equally Jack's faded madras shorts and woven cotton pullover might make the casual observer suspicious of a hasty judgement. Not quite right was John our lad. More a runaway type from a Berlitz school in Boston: an off-Broadway actor with an on-Broadway accent. The lady with the yellow hair and proud high cheekbones certainly did not care as she sat on her seat and nodded agreement to Jack's smiling wrinkled face, not truly hearing his continuing monologue on the subject of enjoying this best of all worlds from the vaunted position of a clam in clover. No, it was Spanish Jack's charm, his high spun, glorious, absurd people magic, that reached out in a cloud that first enveloped the woman and then began to spread to the other passengers at the rear of the bus as Jack felt his form to be good, to be tip top in fact. He caught the middle-aged negro workman with a quick aside. "Saw an old loggerhead turtle on the television. Big. Hard. Mean. Like the O. J. Simpson ... Shit, need a bulldozer to stop that man."


  "Need two and some good Navy chain," replied the negro, quick off the mark and well into his own stride, "Need eleven men with bazookas and no fear to get that there O. J. Man's hot. Very hot indeed. "There were other people in the bus and Jack sat there like a fisherman throwing a net of words and smiles and pulling them in, taking them out of their personal worlds and fitting them briefly into his here and now of a New York City bus rolling down towards Eighty-third Street on a clear May afternoon, a day so fine that the dirt and grime and penury seemed to have disappeared, swept away from the streets and buildings specially by gnomes, no doubt, for the benefit of Spanish Jack's continuing bus tour of the mind.


  He had them animated, talking and gesticulating at one another, as comfortable there in the bus as in their respective homes. He had given them ease, he relaxed them, and enjoyed them enjoying themselves, no longer laughingly forward, hands on knees, intent on their trail as he had been, but sitting back, injecting a word or a smile; a waved arm or a wide-eyed know-nothing grimace powered by those eyes, big brown soft laughing sparkling eyes, and the passengers knew that here, today on this bus an unusual event was taking place. New Yorkers were actually talking to each other, had come from their shells and revealed themselves to their neighbours. It was a pleasant but unsettling event for a breed of people taught by numerous newspaper reports and personal experiences to beware their fellows on the streets.


  Risky business is exactly what it was to get on a bus with Spanish Jack. Risky business indeed. Drew knew you just could not trust Jack in that sort of casual public situation. All those people he did not know, all those unsmiling New York faces, all that potential sitting there as expressionless as eggs in a carton had a remarkable effect on him. He could not bear it. He would squirm a bit in his moulded fibreglass seat, look around carefully at each of the passengers ...


  "Don't," Drew would say in a futile whisper, "please."


  But it would be too much for Jack. Inside of him he heard music, music loud and clear and no one was dancing. An audience of black, white, yellow, red, Jewish and W.A.S.P. eggies and music and no one was dancingl


  "Don't," Drew said but it was a lost cause. Jack put his weathered wrinkly brown hands on his bony little knees and leaned forward to speak to his mark, a black construction worker or a Hungarian woman, a woman of forty with strong high cheekbones of a princess and a brown paper sack of paprika and sausage, and started dancing and entertaining with words.


  His loud, very loud, speaking voice, with its rich thick Harvard accent would reach out and fondle something deep inside the mark, and the other marks, for everyone within hearing distance was a mark, fondle and caress that place, tickle it and yet be gentle with it, dancing for it. His words were total jetsam, thrown off any old how, who cared? Certainly not Spanish Jack.


  "Excuse me, but could you help me, please? I'm sorry to disturb you but you look like you might be able to help with a problem I have. You see, I've got this image I've been wanting to use in a poem I'm writing, it's a little strange, but it sounds so good, flows a bit like the cadence in Kipling's stuff, that I really would like to use it. Here, now listen to this, you look like an intelligent person, tell me if you like it ... 'As happy as a clam in clover' ... There. Now what do you think of that? Good isn't it? It's got the right feel, the right rhythm. Now this little nincompoop," he said as he pointed to Drew with his thumb, "reckons it's lousy. Clams don't live in clover, he says. They wouldn't be happy anyway, he says, because they are only molluscs and not renowned for emotional displays. I've tried to tell him that it's poetic licence, the arterial blood of the creative mind, sap in the tree of thought. He's a nice kid, but not too bright. But tell me, what do you think of it? Not bad eh?"


  And off he went dancing aloud to his audience of eggs, oblivious of the fact that he was not a poet, that Drew had never said any of the things Spanish Jack said he had. The earth was yellow and the sky was green and nut brown Spanish Jack took over the bus, the buccaneer from Boston, and within a few minutes had a whole group of humans talking around him, laughing people hatched from eggs in a big green GMC bus.


  Drew sat bored and looked out the windows at the passing show on the streets. Grandmothers robbed children. A middle aged businessman in a blue pin-striped suit was on all fours barking furiously at a chained chow dog. New York flowed by Drew's blue eyes as Jack wove his magic dance with a part of these people that was on a plane much lower and more trustworthy than the words he used superficially. It bored Drew because he was young. Also, perhaps, because through the average day this happened many times, in film queues, on subway platforms, anywhere in fact people gathered. Spanish Jack was full of the blarney and full of himself.


  Spanish Jack had a gift for urban expression. He had been plotting a book called But That Was Another Country about his own childhood, a book that he never wrote,and he had been telling his best friend, Jim Horan, about it. His reaction, according to Jack was, "His eyes lit up like his asshole was wired".


  Ah, Spanish Jack who limped when he walked and danced when he talked, give us another, just like the other.


  


  Drew was cold. He went and got a thick cable knit sweater and put it on. He reheated the coffee and sat down again. Another letter came to hand.


  Enclosed is the small cheque I mentioned. Apply it like a poultice to draw a little extra pleasure out of whatever pleases you most. If possible do not squander it on such banalities as food, shelter or clothing.


  Spanish Jack


  


  All along the sides of the immense throng huddled in the meadow of Central Park stood the tall men dressed in navy blue, representatives of New York's finest. Along the edges stood the radio and television crews reporting on the progress of the peace rally to their listeners and viewers across America and the world. The distinguished and the notorious rubbed shoulders in a brief union against the cruel foreign policy of their own Government. On the edges of that great crowd with the police and news crews was the small figure of Spanish Jack who was attempting to do the impossible: to observe and to participate simultaneously.


  Dressed to the nines was Spanish Jack, his long hair peeping from beneath his own New York City Police Department helmet decorated by a friend from The Catholic Worker with the peace symbol, beads around his dark brown throat, standing there talking to a big mick cop. The cop, like Jack, was proud of his Irish heritage and spoke with a brogue in spite of the fact it was his great grandfather who had hailed from Ireland's green shores. His grandfather and his father spoke the same west county brogue and so would his son. He was a large kind-hearted hulk of a man shifting from leg to leg to ease his feet as he and Spanish Jack exchanged pleasantries and whiled away the few hours of the rally, both hoping that the event would be a media non-event, a peaceful rally and early to home for all.


  As Spanish Jack told it later, he and the cop were still talking when a hard knot of people in the crowd pushed and bullied its way towards the camera crews and the cops. Once close, a stream of cans, bottles, rocks, and insults came rocketing through the air, landing indiscriminately among the police and the news crews, who busily filmed it all. There was a scream behind him and Spanish Jack turned to see a policeman whose face had been cut by a broken bottle fall into the arms of a comrade. He looked up at the tall mick at his side who watched the same scene. The policeman's eyes glazed over, his jaw clamped closed and he gripped the handle of his wooden baton.


  He then bopped Jack three quick ones on his helmeted head, smacked a couple of nearby newsmen for good measure, hiked up his trousers and waded off into the crowd dishing out blows left and right. From where Spanish Jack sat on the sidewalk nursing his sore head, he saw hundreds of police doing the same.


  Later that day as he told the story laughingly to Marjorie and Drew, he was still amazed at the behaviour of this one particular policeman who in the space of a few seconds was transformed from a pleasant conversationalist into a hopper of familiar aged heads. To Jack it seemed that there, in that one instance, was the meat of weighty matters pertaining to man and violence. It puzzled him for years, and though he often told the story he never resolved the problem to his own satisfaction. Drew, who had been in many marches in California, knew the answer, though Spanish Jack never accepted it. The answer was that he was there.


  


  Drew was standing in his brother Liam's office, forty storeys above Broad and Wall Streets. It was good to be back in the Big Apple again with its noise and activity. In Liam's busy office, Drew wandered around playing the brother of the boss, sticking his nose into busy cubicles, testing the hot and cold taps of the water dispensers, trying to look important while feeling insignificant.


  When he was free Liam and Drew talked. They were close to a large window and watched below. Drew asked Liam about Spanish Jack because he and Jack never saw eye to eye, which had nothing to do with their respective heights. Liam was Drew's mother's first child and Jack was not his father, yet he was very much a part of their family. Quite wealthy due entirely to his own ceaseless efforts, Liam was still just another cheerful sentimental mick.


  "No," he said looking down on the activity below, "John and I never agreed about all this ..." He waved his hand at the streets below, meaning life in general.


  "He is so terribly smart, but you know he has no common-sense, no street craft. He wasn't bad to me. I don't hate him but I could never get close to him without him getting angry at my view. We saw things so differently, it was like we lived in different countries."


  Liam lit a cigarette and Drew noticed the noise of the office: ticker tapes, telexes, the loud hurried shouting of selling and buying. He dropped Drew a big smile.


  "It's Theo I love most. From the day I got ofF the aeroplane Theo helped me and tried to make things easy for me. What sticks most though, was he loaned me two hundred dollars once when I needed to pay school fees at Villanova. Pop was broke, as always, Mom was drunk or angry at me, and I thought it was all over. I'd been selling hero sandwiches all summer but I made almost nothing. Theo was about fifteen and he found the money for me. I think it was everything he had. Jesus ..." He shook his head. "I'll never forget that. He gave me everything."


  "But you see what I'm getting at: John never had the money. Same thing happened to Terry ten years later and he got his ass thrown into the Marine Corps. Only luck kept him out of Vietnam. Pop is a long way from being practical. Not exactly the perfect father figure.


  "Yet ... yet ... I owe him a great deal. I do. As much or more than Theo. And it was because of the very things that made him a terrible father ... It was his heart, his incredible sympathetic heart, and that belief that the future would work itself out. Jesus, it's still not easy to speak it out loud. Look Drew, when you were still in Mom's womb, her fifth child to Jack, she finally told him about me. I was in Ireland, you don't want to know about that part. But Jack was looking at his fifth child and she told him about me and he never thought a moment about the consequences, he wanted me in the family too. Just like that. Wouldn't hear of anything less. He brought me to America and set me free. I was fourteen. We know it didn't work out the way he wanted or hoped it would ... maybe I destroyed their marriage, I don't know. Jack did that for me, or for himself, or for Mom, who cares? He did it. And I still can't see the world as he does and he still gets angry at me. And I can't help loving the scoundrel.


  "Enough," he said emphatically. "Come on, I'll buy you lunch."


  Lunch was a piece of pizza and a cup of black coffee, the fuels that run America's financial institutions. Drew enjoyed them.


  


  Drew could almost taste the oil, cheese, tomato and oregano. Sitting on the floor of the house at the beach, he picked another letter at random and lay down next to the warm dog to read it.


  But first, those lines I quoted you - at vast expense - on Ma Bell's transoceanic rip-off hookup, have run through my mind early every spring as far back as I can remember. Maybe it's a distillation of April in New England. It's Robert Frost of course, and the poem is "Two Tramps in Mudtime":


  The sun was warm but the wind was chill. You know how it is with an April day When the sun is out and the wind is still You're one month on the middle of May. But if you so much as dare to speak, A cloud comes over the sunlit arch, A wind comes off a frozen peak And you're two months back in the middle of March. Anyway, spring is here in full force, and I'm ambling back and forth to the park and the chess pavilion every day the sun is out. First things to bloom there are the Imperial Cherry Trees - a gift from the Japanese Emperor some fifty or sixty years ago - and they bring back another evocation out of my youth. This from A.E. Houseman's "Shropshire Lad":


  Loveliest of trees, the cherry now Is hung with bloom along the bough, And stands about the woodland ride Wearing white for Eastertide.


  


  "Ah Jack," said Drew gratefully.


  


  Spanish Jack gazed down from above and considered the situation very carefully. Even for him in those lost drunken years it was a serious if not positively alarming state of affairs. It was not warm on the third storey ledge, and then there was the crowd down below, at least thirty of them and some of them were shouting up at him, but the light wind carried away the sound. He wondered what happened to Winnifred. He was sure Winnifred had been there with him. He crossed his legs and saw, as if for the first time, his bare knees. He looked at them closely, sure that they were trying to tell him something. But it was too hard, so he leaned his back against the cold brownstone wall. Where is Winn, he thought to himself. What time is it? His bare arm did not have his watch on it. But it, too, was trying to tell him something. He looked down at the hairs and freckles. They were mute. Jack could not figure it out. It was right there, right in front of him and then nothing, hairs and freckles, bare knees. The crowd below was trying to tell him something as well. He looked down on their upturned, shouting faces. The sound came and went like the roaring of the sea. Spanish Jack creased his brow and cocked his head to hear better. They were saying "lump" or "hump" or something.


  Fools, thought John, they should speak up if they want to be heard. Like Winn, Winn always spoke up. Good old Winn. Winnie Winn Winn. Where was Winn?


  It flooded back. Winn was in the Navy. They had been drinking at Dempsey's on Times Square. Serious drinking. There was a war on and it was a serious time. Men took their whiskey neat to show how serious they were. Once they had a dozen or two Spanish Jack and his cousin Winnifred marched over to the all night recruiting stands for the military. After a brief medical the serious faced men slapped Winn on the back and marched him away to four years of war, and broke the news to Spanish Jack as gently as they could that due to his club foot he was not good enough to be shot at by strangers.


  "Scram!" they said. "Wasting our time, ya little cripple! Go on, get outta here!"


  They threw his clothes out after him. John threw them back. He took off his shoes and threw them. They threw them back out again. He threw them again, shouting insults back. A combined services operation consisting of a marine, an able bodied navy seaman and an army infantry man rushed from the door of the recruiting booth and chased little John six blocks downtown.


  The unfairness of the whole situation brought tears to his eyes as he leaned against the brownstone wall sitting there on the third floor ledge. Winn would go to war, win medals, command ships, have his picture in the paper, but not me, not me. He shook his head in disbelief.


  The murmur of the growing crowd came back to him. He looked down on them again, saw his knees, looked at the upturned eager faces, went back to his knees, his thighs, his pudgy penis in its sheath, his black hair leading to his belly, his ...


  "Oh my God," said Spanish Jack, "I'm naked!" He stood up quickly, nearly overbalancing on the two foot wide ledge. The crowd's voice surged.


  "Where are my clothes? What's going on?" he shouted back.


  He heard them then.


  "Jump! Jump!" was what they were saying. Spanish Jack looked at them, appalled. Jump? Did they think he was a fucking idiot? Jump? He'd be killed. Even he knew that.


  "Jump my ass!" he screamed at them. "Murderers! You're a pack of murderers!"


  The crowd roared back, murderously merry. Most had never seen a man jump before. They wanted to see it, not read about it in the papers tomorrow.


  "Try to kill me, will you? I'll show you! I'll show you!" He was really quite upset that this group of total strangers wanted to see his blood on the sidewalk. He knew he had not lived a perfect life, but surely it was not so bad that he merited dying before this crowd of, of, of... "Ingrates! Thieves! Murderers!"


  So, without the aid of his imagination, Jack found the solution. He showed them his bare bottom. Then he bolted into the nearest open window and guided only by that light which guides rumrnies after they do those terrible things that they do, he escaped to tell Drew the story much later in answer to one of those "What did you do in the war, Daddy?" questions.


  "That was my only offensive action," he said as he lazed back in his Eames chair. His glasses were back off his forehead, his right hand raised to his face, thumb well below his eye, index and middle finger above the eyebrow, last two fingers curled neatly into the palm as he spoke.


  "Poor Winn spent four years in the Navy. No medals, no command, no pictures. Your mother just about killed me when I got home. Typical woman. No sympathy for the naked man at the door at four a.m. Broke my poor little Bostonian ass. It was her fault though. She got a job at the Department of Defence. Not even an American citizen. Her uncle was a defrocked priest who ran money into the IRA so they make war on the British and harbour German submarines. She worked for Defence for three years. Enemy alien, damn near.


  "Jesus," he carried on, shaking his head in pleasant wonder. "I admired that woman. She could steal your thunder. She was that good. Do anything."


  "But I thought you and she didn't get along. I thought that was why you got divorced," Drew said.


  "Of course we didn't get along. No one could get along with your mother. She was crazy," he said, peering down his nose that ended in a big red Irish blob. "I didn't like your mother, you fool. I loved her."


  


  Dear Drew,


  The moments of "clarity" you describe in your letter and your question about "grace" both light me up.


  Remember when first we moved in here at 400 and I had the door for a desk and was reading Freud and in the middle of my do-it-yourself psychoanalysis? Almost every morning at three or four I'd wake in a flood of revelation, the music of the spheres ringing in my ears and all the gloriously harmonious secrets of the universe on the tip of my tongue waiting to be proclaimed. Bare ass I'd run to the typewriter (remember, the original IBM electric?), but by the time I got there, the Holy Spirit would have left me and I'd be dumbly tearing again at the veil that separates us from "reality". Funny, but this apprehension of reality seems always accompanied by a sense of return, the feeling that one has been there before.


  Wordsworth's "Ode to Immortality": Not in utter nakedness Not in complete forgetfulness But trailing clouds of glory Do we come from God who is our home.


  Now for your second question: Is this "claritas" the state of grace from which we fell? More and more of the new theologians -and we're living through a wonderfully exciting religious revolution right now - think of "the Fall" metaphorically. That is to say: Man has a vision of what he "might" be, "could" be, "should" be. His "fall" is not living up to that vision. And his sins are his specific failures to love.


  Teilhard de Chardin's central idea "hominogenesis" (the thought that man is in the "process" of becoming human and that true humanity will be reached when body and spirit unite at what he calls "the omega point") in one form or another goes all the way to Plotinus and the golden age of Greece. T.S. Eliot sees God as an "infinitely gentle, infinitely suffering thing". This definition implies that in some mystical sense God is creating himself and sharing our sufferings as he creates us and helps us to fulfil our potential.


  This thought of God sharing in our own struggle for fulfillment is at the heart of the whole transcendental movement - Emerson, Thoreau, et cetera. In summary then, the vision of ourselves before the fall is actually the promise of what we may become if ever we purge ourselves of the evils of nothingness.


  Spanish Jack


  


  Drew found another letter with this one. He drank some coffee and stretched before he sat down to read it.


  J remembered that as a young boy, particularly at my first communion, my faith was probably as solid as my body. And that reminded me of a remarkable poem by Lorca which goes like this: And I will go Beyond the hills, Beyond the seas, Very far beyond the stars To ask Christ, the Lord, To give me back My ancient soul Of a child.


  Spanish Jack


  


  Spanish Jack danced, danced his days away, from so high to so high, danced to please, danced to entertain, danced to dance, bypassing his education, intelligence, and perception to two step to three step, a fox trot, a waltz and even some boogie woogie, danced from Boston to New York, danced through his booze (well, that was a broken step), his marriage (another foot not quite right), danced to a tune his mother would know, danced his mother's tune, his own melody, a rhapsody of New York streets and New York sounds, punctuated by streams of steam blown up from the subways and shouts of taxi drivers in their yellow Checker cabs, counterpoint from hot dog vendors and the stammer of the irnrnigrants, taps on the shoes of the high heeled boys made the background to his own unique dance that started so hard as a club-footed kid in Boston and continued along his roads and paths and tracks and concrete sidewalks, got easier as he went along, gathered momentum through a stormy marriage and the terrors of everyday existence, a bop and a boogie a banged out consistent be boop be doop that took it all in and ground it into the dance, John danced for Drew and applauded every other dancer with his own feet and feeling and encouraged the rest to stand up, stand up and move those feet, move them here, move them there, move them move them any old where. Who cares? All God's children got rhythm, especially you he would cry, and especially me he said and shuffled off again into the song and the dance and can't that kid prance and do you, do you, do you wanna dance and yes indeed he did and yes sir he dud, he dud danced and danced he dud through advertising agency lunches and eye openers at the Hotel Commodore before nine in the morning as he got from the commuter train, (it was the closest place) danced even then to the sad song, slow stuff, but feet were moving and inside never died the desire for a better number, a little lighter a little faster, for the little dancer from a quiet street and the ivy walls of Harvard, 'cause even when he had been down so long it looked like up his little feet shuffled, moved here, quick set of toe heel, toe heel, looking always for the right feel that turned his head away from all the rest, why man this is soft shoe we're talking about and an artist on the wing through sorrow and joy like a great albatross with half a wing without feathers, falling and trying and soaring and sailing wind currents and thermals going through it all and out to the streets look look look it can't all be bad because I'm dancing still he said and who is that over there, I'm sure he is a dancer let's try him on and up he would go and do a few quick steps, de dum bom, and wo ho there'd be two dancers and a laugher and a scratcher and you'd have to nod, its assent a confirmation in quick time that painted out bag ladies and winos on Second Avenue and Fourth Street and left you tapping away looking for another dancer, laughter to paint over those things there inside that needed painting, dance the walls away, dance the silly suckers down, sky is the limit and he danced that down and danced down Madison Avenue and danced down Fifth, dance away brick, ooh he was short and he limped but one thing he could do our Spanish Jack and he did it well and he did it long and he did it as best he knew how in hollow canyons where trumpet players play for pennies using tall buildings for sounding boards and he danced the dance.


  The brown-eyed black-haired kid with the calipers on his leg reciting Homer's Odyssey, in Greek, in the dimly lit front room of the timbered house on Bernard Street in Boston was Spanish Jack. He was six years old and had a club foot. He could not run and hop so his mother, who so many years later when Drew too was a child in the same house used to ascend the straight stairs, farting delicately at each step, powered Drew was sure by those same petite puffs, puff powered, a deaf old woman in long dark clothes whom Drew watched from the bottom of the steps trying hard not to surrender to his own early laughter, this unusual university educated mother that Jack had back then in the early 1920s when Colonel House was shanghaiing thousands of naturalised American citizens, untried, unconvicted, on to boats waiting to steam forever away from the American Dream, taught her crippled son, Drew's father John, alias Spanish Jack, Greek and Latin from the age of three. And with the Latin and Greek she taught him to dance without once using his legs. He danced Homer, he danced Julius Caesar, he danced the Mass, he danced into the Boston Latin School and he danced into Harvard. Ultimately he danced into advertising in the mid thirties. After that he "told lies for money", and stayed drunk for twenty-five years. Drew met him consciously about the time he sobered up.


  And yet, besides what Drew felt or knew about John, independent of the images he actually had, John was there, in the room at Bernard Street, learning to take words from here and words from there, learning about his best toy and sharpest tool, learning that by saying these few words, he could make those proper long dressed matrons in the dimly lit front room laugh and clap and say nice things about the short crippled kid, the poor dear, isn't he clever! Yes indeed, taught to take a deuce and, quick smart, turn that lousy little sucker into an ace all in the space of time it took to open his mouth. For this Drew thought, more than any other single reason, Spanish Jack loved his mother with a steady hot blaze that never grew dim. All through the years after Jack and Drew rode to Massachussets in the red M.G.T.D. to her funeral, that glow of devotion was there. He took her rosary, dark brown wooden beads and a finely modelled silver Christ whose left arm had disappeared between Hail Marys, the one with the holy relic in it, from her still wrinkled hands in her coffin because she had loved it so much she had died with it, took this rosary and kept it close to him and, like a mullah, fingered it frequently. Later, they talked about this woman, and other women, Drew's mother the wild red-headed Irish rose from Dublin, who was jealous, with good reason, of this dancing teacher mother, of Spanish Jack's other love, a tall willowy graceful girl from Wesleyan, of the wives of Drew's brothers, of Drew's wife, Drew's girlfriends, night long, long night they talked to bring out the love.


  In the false dawn light they watched the helicopters lifting from the pad at Sixty-third Street and the F.D.R. Drive and finally John had had enough and Drew tucked him in and kissed his rough scraggy chin. He rolled away on his side to face the window, was fitful for a minute or two, then faced Drew again.


  "You know, shithead, I've loved women all my life, loved my mother, loved your mother, loved women I've seen on the street. But I have never understood them. I think," he said very seriously, "I think all women are crazy." He looked Drew right in the eye and smiled and nodded his head once, and turned over. He was asleep a minute later.


  Keep dancing, Johnny, keep dancing, Drew thought in the cold false dawn of the southern hemisphere. Keep dancing.


  


  The morning came and it was a chill brisk morning. Drew put away the letters and walked down to the beach. The sea, the great Pacific, was still unsettled and brown. Drew looked at it for a long time while The Bear ran to and fro chasing seagulls from the shore. Drew didn't say anything. He stood and the morning light passed through him unnoticed and the light south-west wind passed through him too. He thought it would be good to be a post or a rock. The inanimate held a fascination for him because the inanimate didn't have to feel and not to feel seemed good at that time.


  Drew stood still there and the wind swept through him and the light of the increasing sun shone through him and his eyes open to the great ocean saw nothing. A tremor began in Drew's legs and crept slowly up his body and shook him and shook him. Drew did not try to stop it. He stood and shook a long time until the shaking passed.


  "I'm coming Jack. Hang on, I come as I may, pell mell and too late, but I'm coming." And saying this he turned and walked slowly to the empty house that was his home and Drew thought that hell wasn't such a bad place if you didn't have to think about it. Then he thought about it some more, because that's what hell was ... the inability to stop thinking about it.


  So Drew shut down the shutters in his own mind and refused to look at it. He hoped it might help.


  


  


  CHAPTER NINE


  


  It has seemed to me that there is no greater human happiness than two things, freedom from sickness in the body, and freedom from worries in the mind.


  Su Tungpo


  


  The phone was ringing as Drew entered the house. He looked at it and walked to the cupboard and took out a half-full bottle of port. He took the cork out and drank quickly and deeply. Then he answered the telephone. "Yank? Yank? Is that you?"


  "Sure Jive. Who'd you think would be answering my phone?"


  "I've been trying to get on to you for hours! Where have you been?"


  "At the beach."


  "Bloody layabout! Look Drew, I want you down here with whatever stuff you have managed to do so far. Quick smart. We have got to take advantage of the media. You can work in the basement at Pigfaces' while I arrange interviews and such like. But if we are going to pull this off we need to have you down here now. Have you got that?"


  "Sure, Jive, sure. No sweat."


  "Is there something wrong Yank? You don't sound so very good."


  "No I'm fine ... Hey Jive, can we really make some money out of this?"


  "I should bloody well hope so. That's why I'm doing it." "And you promise me that I'll get a couple of thousand dollars?"


  "Well, I'll try. But if it goes, if it takes off... a thousand will only be a tithe, a fraction of what we will do. You are not going to bail out on me are you Drew? 'Cause if you do I'll see to it that you never sell another piece in this town." "No Jive. I just need the money. Fast."


  "You and a million others. When the hell will you be down?"


  "I'll get a truck today and drive down tonight. Okay?"


  "Spot on. I'll see you in the morning."


  "Right."


  Drew hung up the phone and pulled hard at the port again. Then he worked on the manikin madonna for an hour. Drew was pleased his hands were steady so he drank the rest of the port as he worked. When he finished the port he stopped working and went outside.


  The sun was shining strongly and the ground was drying out fast. Drew stood in the sun with his eyes closed. He heard Captain Goodvibes the cockatoo in the paperbark tree nearby. Drew climbed the shaggy tree and sat in a fork and talked to the parrot. The parrot said nothing but clambered on to Drew's lap, happy to be gently scratched.


  From his perch in the tree Drew saw a car approaching a long way off. He watched as Flynn arrived and got out of his car and walked into the open house calling Drew's name out loud. In the tree Drew said nothing. Flynn came out of the house and was about to get back into his car when he looked up and saw Drew.


  "What are you doing up there?" Flynn asked.


  "Sitting."


  "Oh," said Flynn. "Any particular reason?"


  "No. I just felt like sitting up here."


  "Fair enough. Can I come up?"


  "Suit yourself."


  Flynn quickly climbed the tree. The parrot put up his crest and hissed at Flynn who paid no attention to it. Once settled, Flynn rolled two cigarettes and lit them. He passed one to Drew.


  "You've got a nice view from here," said Flynn.


  "I do. Gives me a feeling of space, of personal distance ... That's one of the things I love most about Australia, the feeling of personal space. It's good," said Drew. "You doing anything?"


  "No. It's too wet to work on the farm. The ground is soft and I don't want to get the tractor bogged."


  "I've got to rent a truck and load up the pieces. Jive wants me in the Big Smoke by tomorrow. Give us a hand?"


  "No problem."


  "I'll buy the port."


  "Too right you will," said Flynn, "and the rest."


  Flynn and Drew loaded the manikin madonna into Flynn's car and drove to town where Drew rented an enclosed Nissan truck. Flynn got some money from Drew and bought a bottle of port from the local hotel. Then they drove separately down to the river.


  The big sculptures were hanging by ropes from the hardwood rafters of the shed. The shed floor was covered with the debris left by the high tides and floodwaters but a quick visual sweep by Drew revealed no damage. After a coffee and port with Ron, whom Flynn had pressed into service, the three men untied the twin-tub madonna, the wheelbarrow madonna and Lin from the ceiling and carefully loaded them into the truck. Then, fortified with port enthusiasm, they loaded in the great stump which had floated on the flood tide a few yards on to the golf course.


  "Finish it in Sydney," said a breathless Drew.


  "It would make better firewood," said Flynn.


  "You have no artistic feeling Flynn. Can't you see it? I'll carve a hollow just here and scrub the whole thing with steel wool, then a bit of clear lacquer, a wax madonna in the hollow and ..."


  "And it would still be better as firewood." "Flynn!"


  "And look at that poor washing machine! It was fine till you got your hands on it. It was good utilitarian engineering. Now look at it!"


  "You've got Newton's vision Flynn."


  "I guess that's better than a stump in a truck."


  "Ron," said Drew exasperated, "you tell him."


  "Well," said Ron, "it would make splendid firewood."


  "Hah!" said Flynn triumphantly.


  "But," said Ron, "it does have potential."


  "See!" said Drew. "This is a man who can see. He is, in fact, Australian. Not a blind flightless Kiwi who doesn't have the imagination God gave him."


  "God," said Flynn, "is another of your problems."


  


  It was getting dark by the Kalang River when Flynn, Ron and Drew finished loading the truck. They also finished the port.


  "See you in the Smoke, Flynn?" asked Drew.


  "Absolutely. I wouldn't miss a show by you for the world. I'm going to make sure no one there is fooled by you or that rip off merchant Jive. I'm going to get me a megaphone and expose you to the righteous indignation of the trendoid classes. I'll give you more coverage than the female orgasm." Flynn said happily. "Indeed I am going to get me a camera just in case that someone, somewhere, is silly enough to buy one of these. Nobody up here would believe me if I didn't offer photographic evidence."


  "Ron?"


  "For certain," said the mild Ron, "if I can scrape up the train fare."


  "Good. Thanks a lot. Both of you. See you in ... what's today? ... Monday ... Wednesday ... See you in a couple of weeks. That Saturday night."


  Drew got in the cabin of the two-ton truck and drove off. Ron and Flynn watched him go, shaking their respective heads.


  "How do you reckon he'll go Flynn? Do you think he'll do well?"


  "With that load of old rubbish?" said Flynn. "He'll kill it. He'll clean up. I have no doubt about it. He'll get enough to live for three or four months. He'll do well, though I must admit that I don't know why. Just plain lucky I guess."


  "Do you know what Flynn? I'd really like to see what he would do with chicken wire and feathers."


  


  Drew drove to the house and stopped to get some clothes, a toothbrush and a razor. He threw a half-filled twenty kilo bag of dried dog food into the back of the truck. The Bear, the big fluffy dog, was going along as navigator and friend. Hey Boy the magpie got a four-ounce piece of cheese and Captain Goodvibes got a pound of sunflower, millet and corn seed. Drew looked quickly through the house and then closed the big sliding doors that faced the ocean without locking them.


  "Hey Boy will deal with intruders," Drew mumbled to himself. "Nothing worth the effort of stealing anyway." He climbed into the raised cabin of the truck and sat next to the dog who gazed happily from her position in the passenger seat. The truck started easily and they headed south.


  The main highway to Sydney was a narrow sealed road. In no sense could it be described as a well-made road. It wasn't. It was a pot-holed, winding, thin ribbon that was used by too many big trucks and too many too-fast motor cars. But Drew loved the road. The difference between the great highways of America and this thin country road charmed him. Alarmed him too on occasion, but the drive south was never boring. The night gathered around Drew's truck as it sped south and it was nearly midnight when he was forced to stop.


  Drew stopped because there was a woman standing in the middle of the road. She was waving her arms and had her mouth open. Drew downshifted and pulled up slowly. The woman ran up to Drew's window.


  "G'day mate," she said in a rich flat drawl. "How's about givin' us a lift south, spunky? It's important. We're on a mission."


  "A mission?''


  "Too right we are. A mission from God."


  "From God?"


  "You bet, Blue. Give over and open up the back. Come on now, quick smart. Don't want to keep God waiting ... You know how She gets when She gets the wind up Her."


  "How many are you?"


  "Just the two. Come on now. It's against my principles but I'll bite your nose if you don't." And to illustrate her point she reached through the window and grabbed Drew's nose. Then she growled. Drew's head recoiled and the woman laughed.


  "Go on, sport. Do you a world of good." She looked hard at Drew and said, "It's for the kids."


  "Okay. You can both sit up here."


  "No way. You don't want a cow in the cab. We'd get too flaming hot. 'Sides I don't think there's room." "A cow?"


  "Well, what's that then?" she asked pointing into the gloom. Drew peered into the darkness and there by the side of the road was a great black and white dairy cow. "I don't ..." he started. "Yes you do," she said.


  By the time Drew had argued the point both the cow and the woman were in the truck and together they were heading south once more.


  "What are you going to do with a cow in Sydney, Beth?"


  "She's going to feed kids. I'm taking her to Redfern and she's going to graze in Moore Park and she's going to help feed fifteen kids. Nina is the first of our herd. We need at least thirty, I reckon," said Beth. "But I best nick them from different places."


  "The cow is stolen! You've put a stolen cow in my truck?"


  "Well, Marx said that property is theft, but being sort of a Catholic animist I'm not sure that I agree. What I do know is that without milk there are going to be deformed kids, kids with rickets, and I for one and Nina for two are not going to have it happen. You want to be responsible for a tribe of deformed little koori kids?"


  "No."


  "Then keep on driving and leave the morals to me," said Beth with confidence. "I don't believe in apathy. So then, what do you do for a crust?"


  So Drew told Beth about his sculpture, about madonnas and about the show Jive was arranging.


  "Hey, you want a demonstration on opening night? It's sure to get you in the papers. I'm sure I could get fifteen bodies and a camera crew to show up. We could put on a little chanting, a little shouting, a little dancing. There might even be a fight if the wallopers show up and if you're black it's always being up the nose of some copper. Do you think that would help you any? I mean, you're helping us then, aren't you? Least we could do for you helping us like you are establishing the herd."


  "Don't know," said Drew, "but I'll ask Jive. He's in charge of the publicity."


  "She'll be right, mate. If he wants we'll bring painted dancers, feathers, spears, the whole road show. He provides the wine and we'll provide the riot. Fair deal?"


  


  Drew dropped Beth and Nina at the corner of Moore Park Road and Cleveland Street. Then he drove the truck to Pigfaces' in Paddington, Paddo of the small winding streets and parks, home of one-way street signs and terraced houses. Drew wheedled and wrangled the truck to get to Pigfaces' back door. It took a lot of doing. Still, it's Sydney and I love the old girl, he thought. Too bad it's so damn cold. Drew laughed briefly to himself as he remembered how warm Sydney was when he first came from New York's cold, New York's real I-ain't-make-believing-son-of-a-bitch-it's-cold cold and how he had slept that first winter with only a sheet over himself, that was until a German girl, what was her name he mused, wait for it ... a seamstress, made patchworks, ah that's it ... Anne was her name. And she had made Drew a patchwork quilt, because she got too cold when she spent the night with him.


  "Ach," Anne said. "Jeder man eine kleine dumbheit gemacht. And du ist mine, honey."


  Drew parked the truck. The galley-way doors to the basement were closed. A rickety flight of wooden steps based on good Sydney sandstone ran up the right side of the building. Drew and T Bear raced up the steps. At the top was an ornate cedar door with arabesque hinges and knocker. A leering pig in a pork pie cap was painted on the door. Drew ignored the knocker and pounded the door with his fist. Then he ran in place to keep warm.


  A long minute and two more poundings of the door brought the familiar crash and stumbling of feet. The door unlatched and Jive's six foot three inch frame filled the doorway. Jive was the better part of fifty and beginning to bald in a serious way, and his belly wasn't getting any smaller either. He was wearing striped flannelette pyjamas, the tails of which stuck out. Jive was putting on his glasses as Drew's short form, made to appear even shorter by the lambswool boots he wore beneath his khaki working shorts, pushed its way past Jive's belly and went into the kitchen.


  The apartment above Pigfaces' was bright and clean, full of formica and simple-lined furniture. Jive's own taste in the arts at that time ran to the gaudy, and there was gaud all over the walls and floors, heaps of it. Drew was filling an electric kettle in the shape of a woman's breast when Jive followed him in.


  "Coffee Jivey, me boyo?"


  "Hungh? No. God, is it you then? Just my luck ..."


  "Here, hang on." Drew went behind Jive's impressive bulk and pulled open his striped pants and stuffed the shirt tails of the pyjamas into the pants. "Can't bear talking to you like that. That's better."


  Jive looked around amenably, absent-mindedly, and shook his enormous head. "Artists, God I could do without them. Snivelling vile little egoists who get upset at trivialities. Still, we all have our crosses to bear, I suppose. I will have a coffee now that you mention it. Help me recover my perspective. Then again, no. No. Too much rough red at Robyn's opening last night."


  "Good work?"


  "I can't remember to be honest. I was trying to sell a Nolan to some Canadian dentists. "Kalgoorlie!" they'd cry every few minutes and down their wines. Me too, of course, didn't want to let the side down."


  "Of course," said Drew, handing Jive a coffee. Jive seemed confused by the cup but he decided to keep it. "Any luck?"


  "Hmm," said Jive. "No, no luck at all. They passed out, the lot of them. There were dead dentists everywhere. Some people don't have any self-respect. Look Yank, I've got something I've got to talk to you about."


  "Sure. Fire away."


  "But not now. I can't remember now. Later," said Jive moving away shakily. "I'm going back to sleep. Jose will help you unload, if you can find him. I'll see you in a few hours. Help yourself to what you want."


  "No problem. Thanks."


  The yawning Jive left Drew to finish his coffee. As soon as he heard Jive shut his door and climb into bed, Drew took his coffee and went to the small store room where Jive kept his personal collection of goodies, not the pieces he sold, but the ones he kept. Drew went in and turned on the lights and wandered around as he drank his coffee. He found a small bronze Matisse, a panel of a crying woman. There was an Ernst, a Giocometti, a Marini, a Moore, and even a Degas, but the Matisse held Drew. He didn't look at the paintings, there were too many stacked against the wall.When finally released from the magic of the French panel, he looked at every sculpture. In a far corner of the room he made a discovery. One of his small lead madonnas.


  "And he told me it had been stolen ... didn't even pay me for it. The bugger ... still it shows that his taste is improving. At least he liked it enough to steal it. There must be something in that I suppose. Lot of money in here Jive. I wonder where you got these? Consignment? Probably. Or the gunrunning business is on the upswing," said Drew merrily. "It's good work."


  Drew washed his cup and went down the external stairs to the rear of the building. Jose, Jive's right-hand man, shadow and servant, had opened the great doors to the basement and stood inside struggling with a twelve foot papier mache phallus which seemed to have the advantage over Jose's five foot fineboned form. Drew helped Jose move the huge surplus organ to a convenient corner.


  "Iss good, eh?" said the little Philippine "Makes alls the ladies cry. Yess? Cry cry, drink drink, cry cry. Very good. Nice for party time. Never sells. Your truck Drew? We unload? Okay. More mothers? More babies?"


  They unloaded the truck after first clearing out the manure left behind by Nina, the cow. (Jose took it for his vegetable garden on the roof of Pigfaces'.) After offloading Jose looked at the pieces. He laughed.


  "You talk to Hive too much," the dark little man said.


  "Think so?" said Drew defensively.


  "Know so. Look," Jose said pointing to the pieces. "But him, he got good man inside him. Don't lose him. He wants to get out," said the Philippino pointing to the huge one-eyed Lin Yutang. "You should let him out."


  "You're right too. I've been fighting him a long time. He's a stubborn bugger."


  "He's two buggers. Two men there. You decide nothing. Man inside coming out soon. You see." Jose put his hand on the plaster Lin. "Your friend. My friend." He walked over to the stump. "Good firewood," he said with a giggle. Drew swore and chased Jose up the stairs.


  


  Sydney has bones. The land is hard and bony with sandstone and the people and the land have evolved into a unique softness and harshness that no other city Drew knew had. The stone headlands shoot out squatly into the sea, buttresses for the city behind on its gentle harbour. There are bodies of water everywhere in Sydney, ocean, bay, cove, lake, lagoon, all surrounded by intensely flammable scrub and forest. The water and the fire, the dichotomy of the city, of the land, of the people, of life itself, ran a never-ending tape loop through Drew's mind as he drove the truck from Paddington to Manly across the harbour. Manly was a small peninsula, the South Pacific joyous, dangerous, elemental to the east, the harbour quiet to the south and west. Water and water and water again. Drew found comfort, pleasure, solace, joy, terror, and occasionally grace from water and therefore felt strongly about Sydney. The fullness of it roared through his brains, filled him up and overflowed.


  "I love this place," Drew said halfway across the Spit Bridge at Middle Harbour.


  


  Drew drove to the southern part of the seaside suburb, out to Addison Road where he parked. The Doctor's house stood on a knoll looking up the mile long beach to the next headland, Queenscliff. The Doctor's house was a two-storey sandstone, brick and wooden structure built in the twenties or thirties, well built as it had to be to accommodate the flow of the Doctor's friends, fellow travellers and chance-mets who never ceased to take advantage of the Doctor's good nature and open spirit. The Doctor could afford it, it was true, but it was amazing to see, none the less, the way the house kept running like a wooden clockwork. Mind you Drew knew that the Doctor's partner poured her not unsubstantial profits from the mail-order business she ran into the house and it was she who provided the food and the booze. But it was the Doctor who kept the doors open and selected the port. Drew sauntered down the hill to the Doctor's door, smiling at the idea of working and sleeping there for a while, working and ferry rides home, port and good working, the joy of Sydney and working well, splendiferous working and a successful show, a world of light and fiery work, knocking on the door and work like ...


  "I'm pissed off. I really am. It's been stolen. God damn it, that really gets up my nose," said the Doctor. "From my own home. Imagine that! Christ, is there nothing sacred, any more?"


  "Imagine what? What did they steal? The Mercedes? Call the cops!" said Drew.


  "No, not the Mercedes. The marijuana!" said the Doctor, shaking his head sorrowfully. "They came here into my house and stole my three plants! The bastards! Imagine that? Stole them. Shit. I only grow it for friends and visitors. Hardly ever have a joint myself. It's expensive. Guests in my own house and they stole it! When I find them I'm going to, I'm going to ..." . "Murder them!" Drew prompted. "Rip their heads off! Nail their heads to bird cages! Tie them between crossed saplings!"


  "No no no," said the Doctor with a mean look in his eye. "I'm going to talk to them."


  "Oh my God, Doctor! Not that!"


  "That's right mate. I'm gonna talk to them," said the grim householder, "and I'm going to tell them."


  "Shouldn't we kill them first? It'd be kinder that way." "No. I am. Really. I am going to tell them." "Who are they?"


  "A British homoeopath and a lady herbalist. I thought I could trust them, Drew. She said she just wanted to pick some yarrow."


  "Never trust a herbalist or an astrologer Doctor. I've told you before."


  "But I thought they were okay. I really did. She didn't even try to lay any calendula on me or anything. I thought she was all right."


  Later, after looking at the newest of the never ending house repairs and renovations, Drew and the Doctor were sitting in the conservatory sunroom filled with palms, monsteras, bananas, and flowering epiphytes, watching the long swell rolling into the beach from New Zealand having a drink. Without warning, something broke in Drew and he started to cry hard little tears, and then strong copious ones. The Doctor continued looking out to sea and was quiet. Drew slowly recovered and composed himself, trying not to look at it.


  The Doctor said, "If it happens a lot Drew I can get you something for it. Blur it a bit for you."


  "No. I'll take it sharp. It's just, just that ... it isn't always funny, is it? Sometimes it's not a bit funny at all."


  "No," said the Doctor. "But it's not always serious either Drew. More port?" After a while he went on, "I don't know what it is. I don't need to know, but if you want to talk about it ..."


  "No. I don't need to ... not yet. I'd sooner not."


  "Yeah, you always looked like a grief hoarder to me.Too bad. I guess I'll see it in a sculpture one day."


  Drew smiled and nodded his head. "Indeed you will. Right there where it belongs."


  "You're lucky. You know where to put it. Most of us don't know where to put it. It generally ends up under the bed with the dirty laundry. But it never fits. We just walk around with it, sort of lost. You're lucky you've got a place to put it."


  "Yeah," said Drew without feeling. "I'm lucky."


  


  Rabbit reverently espoused the idea of nationalism in art, which was natural enough, seeing how his flat glass work, his cast glass work, his plates, goblets, and prisms all had Australian flags etched on them somewhere. The only pieces that Rabbit didn't put flags on were the huge church windows he was occasionally commissioned to make. Rabbit was a devout atheist and thought that telling someone who didn't exist about a good place like Australia was a waste of time.


  "Nah," he said, drawing on a cigarette held in lead blackened fingers, "I give them what they think are underwater pieces, soft rolling masses, dull thick fingers of colour. They love 'em. But what I don't tell them is that it's not underwater, that in fact what it is, is sludge. The primordial sludge, full of ozone, methane, carbons, nitrogen. Sludge just waiting for that freak bolt of lightning to make! to make! to make a protein! One protein, that's all. It only has to happen once. I call them all 'Genesis'. It ain't much but it's a living. Hey Drew?"


  "Mnnn."


  "I've got a casting I want you to look at. It was meant to be a huge glass urn, thirty inches, but the gas gave out during the firing and the damn thing folded. A total disaster. Or so I thought. But on closer inspection I saw that what it had folded into was remarkably like one of your madonnas. I'll bring it over to the Doctor's so you can have a gander at it. I'll bring it when I come over to measure up for the neon."


  "Yeah ... What neon, Rabbit?"


  "The neon frames for your pieces. Didn't Jive tell you?" "No."


  "Typical. Jive asked me if I would frame your work. I tried to talk him into holography, but he's a slack ass and wouldn't fork out the dough for the lasers. I don't know, Jive's idea of 'now' is thirty years ago. The man's got no forward sight. Still, I got him to sign on for some sweet neon, tasty stuff. I'll throw in a few electrical gee gaws, timers, flashers, strobes, that sort of stuff. We'll knock their damn eyes out, son. Pop 'em in the solar plexus. Look, I gotta go. Flat glass class at Balmain. Catch ya later and we'll fix it all up."


  "But ..." said Drew, but it was too late for buts. The Rabbit was gone.


  


  Drew was worried about the neon framing and had decided that he didn't want his work so decorated. He'd made up his mind. Absolutely. Until he saw the failed glass casting when Rabbit brought it over to the Doctor's the next morning. Rabbit liked to melt and meld different glasses together in his furnace, and this piece was no exception. What was exceptional, however, was its shape in failure.


  "Rabbit, I couldn't have cast better myself ... It's perfect," Drew said.


  Rabbit preened visibly. "Glad you like it. Think you can use it?"


  "For certain," Drew replied as he handled the glass casting. The casting, now a madonna to be, had an opening in the bottom, that had originally been the top, but otherwise closely resembled Drew's favourite image.


  "Fifty-fifty?" asked Rabbit.


  "Done," said Drew.


  "Well, that calls for a drink," Rabbit said and produced a bottle of scotch and poured whiskey into two paper cups. "Now about the neon. I was thinking of purples, apricots and violets. Sort of transcendental colours."


  By the time they had finished discussing the neon frames the bottle of whiskey was empty. Drew felt grand. He wanted to go to work. First, however, he persuaded Rabbit to go for a swim with him at nearby Manly Beach. Rabbit muttered something about a strike but Drew was committed to a wet head and a good work in the basement of Pigfaces'. They wandered out of the Doctor's and headed down to the beach. Drew had the large glass urn under his arm.


  The beach spread wide and long before them as they walked down the sandstone stairs and on to the beach. Drew lay the casting down carefully on the sand and starting with his high tattered lambswool boots began to strip off. Rabbit sat down in the sand and shook his head. He tried to speak more than once, but it was too hard. The eyes would focus, the lips form, concentration lining his brow and then ... nothing. He would smile to himself, and nod again, a happy, content, and drunk man.


  Drew looked at Rabbit and thought he looked good, then ran down the sand into the water, alcohol thundering through his brain.


  The water was cold, much colder than the Kalang River. Drew gasped and puffed when his head broke the surface. But the metamorphosis was total. His vision changed. He was seeing, in spite of the cold, the goosebumps and the booze. And the first thing Drew saw with this crystal clear vision, this profound vision to which he had become addicted, was a, it was, big, floating right next to him by his right shoulder, then his grand vision brought in the rest, all of them, surrounding him in the water like an army of sea slugs, sort of like, exactly ...


  "Shit!" Drew screamed.


  Drew bolted from the water and ran up the beach to the Rabbit who sat smiling happily at the near-hysterical Drew.


  "There's ... in the water! It's everywhere!"


  "I tried to tell you," said the Rabbit, "but you wouldn't listen. There's a strike. But it's been getting worse for a long time. It's a disgrace."


  "Do they do that? Don't they know what's out there? Do you know?"


  "No."


  "The Pacific Ocean, that's what. The almighty Pacific bloody Ocean! You can't do that to the Pacific Ocean ... It's elemental," Drew said. " Too much like cursing God. It'll pay 'em back, and the rest. Wait. Wait ... I've got an idea."


  Drew picked up the glass urn and ran down to the water again. He filled the urn with seawater and floating faeces. He walked back to the Rabbit and placed the casting carefully on the sand so that none of its precious contents would spill.


  Then Drew ran to the surf club and had a shower.


  


  Later Drew sealed the bottom of the glass casting, creating the "Manly Seawater Madonna". He worked hard and stayed drunkish most of the time, refusing to look at the dark spaceinside him. It grew anyway, building itself. Different things happened to him as he tried to work fast and flashy.


  He found an abandoned Volkswagen beetle on the street and with Jose's help pushed it into the basement and turned it into a madonna. Actually it came out better than it had any right to, and also occupied a lot of space, which pleased Jive.


  Jive left every morning at eleven with two flagons of rough red wine under his arm "to talk to the media". Later in the day he would descend into the huge basement where Drew worked and often slept. He wanted Drew to try a few "gags" as he called them.


  "How about you walk around naked as a protest?" "Protest against what?"


  "Whatever you like, I don't care. Any publicity is good publicity. Don't you forget that. You've got to be seen."


  "I don't particularly want to be seen naked. Maria would kill me."


  "Okay, okay. How about jumping from the Harbour Bridge? You like water don't you?"


  "Jive, I'd break my neck!"


  "I'll get you a parachute."


  "I'd drown with all that cloth around me."


  "God," said Jive in disgust. "Some people just don't want to be helped. Did I tell you we may well take the show to the Philippines?" And so on.


  


  But Drew did want to be helped so he worked hard and beneath his fingers everything he touched was turned into a madonna of some sort. It was as bizarre and pleasant, probably too pleasant, a group of recycled madonnasas ever gathered in one basement of one building at one time in the southern hemisphere.


  And of course there was Lin. Lin did not progress in spite of the fact that Drew spent much of his time, and all of his heart, on it. Drew knew that the rest, everything else, was hype, kitsch, crud. It was nice maybe, but not the stuff that exposed his heart. Lin was to Drew the reclamation. He wanted the piece to have the sincere power and emotive effect that Rodin and Matisse and Houdan had on him. It looked so easy, so effortless. Drew battled with Lin. At one desperate stage he took a great cross-cut saw and cut off the huge nose and the fanged amphibian snout. It was back within a day. However, there was movement, the eyes became binocular and the hair started to flow, the ears and other parts were working well. But they didn't work together. Jose was nearly killed by a hard-flung lump of plaster that Drew threw at Lin in frustration. Lin had moved, Drew was sure, and the lump sailed across the room to catch Jose unawares at the door from upstairs with fresh-made coffee for Drew. The plaster lodged in the door at precisely Jose's head height. And even that didn't help. The fast stuff hung together. It worked in its own perverse way, but Lin didn't, wouldn't, or couldn't.


  


  Drew received this letter from Jack one day:


  Despite any rumours you may have heard to the contrary, I have never had it so good. I have been so inundated by love - and love is what it's really all about - in the last few weeks that these are, in a very profound way, the happiest days of my life. A few small cancers is little enough price to pay for living a life that seems more worthwhile than ever. Extending into a meaningless routine future, life has value only in terms of the moments as they go by; but under the gun, every moment becomes precious and every moment becomes highly enjoyable, if, as in my case, people are treating the liver as if he were Mrs Astor's plush pup.


  


  Spanish Jack


  


  The show grew near and Jive, Jose, Rabbit and Drew moved the pieces into the gallery where the doors were shut and the curtains drawn. Jive mounted everything on special heavy white boxes with which he took great care. The men grunted and gasped as they arranged them. Rabbit cut, arranged, bent, and tilled the neon frames. The big room was bright, flashy, throbbing, electric and gay. Even Lin was brought up though Drew kept working on him surrounded by the glittering flattering neon. Lin looked almost human. But not quite.


  "A Luna Park of the Mind."


  "The eye of success."


  "Pig in a poke."


  "Godzilla."


  "A Rastifarian's nightmare." "The total dog." "Egg and chips."


  But Drew didn't need to listen. He knew there was something wrong with Lin. Or was it something wrong with him, Drew? It didn't seem to matter much, the only solution was work. Only work wasn't working and Lin seemed little better from long efforts. For Drew, the piece held a sensitive, exquisite potential that he was unable to identify or to liberate.


  And the black within still grew. Drew didn't look at it. As if it would go away if he didn't pay attention to it.


  


  "I've done it!" said Jive hanging up the telephone. "Done what?"


  "Got the show to the Philippines! All of us on a free vacation to the land of sun and smiling faces. Not bad eh?" "Great!" said Rabbit.


  "I don't know Hive, I don't know," said Jose shaking his dark head. "It's not careful."


  "Who cares not careful! Ah, it will be lovely to see Negros again."


  "I don't know Hive. Will it?"


  


  CHAPTER TEN


  


  God Appears and God is Light To those poor Souls who dwell in Night, But does a Human Form Display To those who Dwell in Realms of day.


  William Blake


  


  "Come over here Drew. I've got something to show you," the Doctor said.


  "A new toy?" asked Drew.


  "No, a new tool."


  "Bullshit," piped up Rabbit. "Bullshit. It's a new toy to help the Doctor avoid the perils of self-discipline. He's too damn lazy to learn how to meditate so he bought an infernal machine to help him."


  "Quiet, ingrate. You shouldn't concern yourself with the affairs of your betters. Keep silent or I'll cut your supply of port."


  "Don't drink the vile fluid, as you well know."


  "Right then, no more griff. I'll hide the smoking stash."


  "Hah. You gave it to me and I've hidden it so you'll be in a bit of a bind as to how to hide it from me." Rabbit smiled a dry smile. "Go on then, show your new toy off. But I'm telling you it's no better than meditation."


  "And no worse," said the Doctor, leading Drew down the stairs to a cubby-hole under the overhanging set of stairs. The Doctor turned on the lights and Drew saw a bright yellow submarine shape centrally placed in the small room. To it and from it ran water pipes to an electric water heater. There was a small shower in one corner of the room and a small stereo set up on a specially built shelf.


  "All right Doctor, you got me. What is it?"


  "It's an isolation tank. A sensory deprivation unit. You climb in and blood temperature water flows around you in an absolutely dark place that is also soundproof."


  "Better you than me. But what is it supposed to do?"


  "It lets you communicate with the universe. Lets you explore your inner spaces, the last frontier. Sounds good eh?"


  "No. It sounds bloody awful. What's the stereo for?"


  "In case you want to listen to music. It's piped in to stereo speakers built into the unit. Ripper. I did the Brandenburg Concertos last night. Today I'm going to listen to Pink Floyd's 'Dark Side of the Moon'. Do you want to have a go?"


  Drew looked at the unit carefully. "No, not today. The show is tonight and I think I'll keep my wits with me." Drew patted the yellow plastic tank thoughtfully. "But tomorrow is a different day. I'd like to then."


  "You're on."


  "I am?"


  "You are."


  "I am," said Drew, with absolutely no confidence. The idea of being alone at this time scared the hell out of Drew and he wouldn't look at the reason why and couldn't look at it in the company of others. The bright yellow plastic tank looked as friendly as a white pointer shark.


  


  At Pigfaces' the curtains were up and the lights were on outside, flashing in the early evening twilight."The Kalang Madonnas" glowed in four colours of twinkling neon. Rabbit was fiddling with his gee gaws and electrical gadgets while working his nervous way through a cask of rough red wine. Jive and Jose were having yet another argument in Spanish, a frequent occurrence over the past few final hectic days before the show opened. Drew, still dressed in his khaki working shorts and ragged and torn sheepskin boots, was working on Lin with a hammer and a chisel, but no matter what he did Lin steadfastly refused to improve. But Drew couldn't give up. He didn't know how.


  At eight o'clock the groups of people started to arrive.


  There were trendoids, hippies, yuppies, mud people, politicians, academics, reporters, free-loaders by the score. A covey of nuns with three priests arrived, followed shortly after by Beth and a crew of feathered and painted kooris from Redfern. The people milled about quietly, peering at this, poking at that. Nobody bought anything but everybody stood about eating and drinking. Drew kept working at Lin. He grunted equally at compliments and jibes. Flynn, Ron and Fey arrived together and sat on the floor next to Drew and opened two bottles of port and made encouraging noises and small talk. Jive ran about moving small red circular dots from one piece to the next making it appear that things were selling and sold. Jose and the catering crew tried unsuccessfully to make sure everyone had enough to drink, but there was no bottom to the art crowd's alcoholic pit.


  By nine-thirty when the Doctor arrived the place was beginning to rock. The troupe of dancers that Beth had brought along were dancing, not traditional dances but upfront disco and rap dancing. Most of the people in the room were as lit up as Rabbit's flashing neon frames. Raucous laughter came from the nuns and Jive was beginning to feel the sensation that success was just a few more drinks away.


  Drew worked on Lin and tried not to become distracted. Ron sat near Drew.


  "He's going to be good," said Ron. "The best you've done."


  "Hope so. What do you think of the rest?"


  "You don't want to know."


  "Yeah," said Drew, surveying the room filled with his fast and flashy work and the humming, milling crowd. "Still, if it sells ... I need the money Ron. I need it soon."


  "Well, I'd say you got a pretty fair chance of coming out with a packet. This crew will buy anything if they drink any more. It's like Guy Fawkes day. You can feel the expectation, the anticipation. Something is going to happen. It's one of those nights."


  Jose came up to Drew and Ron. "Phone call for you Drew. It sounds urgent. You come, yes?"


  Drew put down the hammer and chisel. "Okay Jose ... Be right back Ron. Hang about."


  


  "Hello "Drew?"


  "Is that you Maria?"


  "Yes. Oh Drew ..." Her voice broke into sobs as the emotion came pouring through the telephone line.


  "Okay. It's okay Maria. Take a few breaths and tell me what it is. It's okay."


  "It's not okay. Oh Drew, he's dead. He's not okay at all. He was so little. Drew?"


  "Who is dead, Maria? Jack? Is my father dead?"


  "No. No. Oh you don't understand! The baby. Our baby. He died. He died inside me and I felt sick and he came out and I saw him. Oh Drew, he shouldn't be dead."


  Drew stood at the phone. His head hurt. He had no air. Jack, well sure ... he was dying ... he was old ... but the baby? Maria wasn't sick. She never looked better. The two lives, Maria's and the growing baby's, merged and glowed. But the image came ... The madonna with the dead baby.


  He took a deep breath. "Where are you, Maria? Do you want me to come? No, I understand. Look, go home. I'll come up tonight or tomorrow morning. It's all right Maria. Don't worry. It's all right."


  But Drew didn't understand, and it wasn't all right. The madonna with the dead baby.


  


  Drew walked back to the gallery rooms. He walked through the happy drunken crowd alone trying hard to keep his face together. His eyes were glassy and the smile was taut and forced. No one noticed of course. Drew walked back to the neon surrounded Lin Yutang and picked up his mallet and chisel and worked as best he could. It was small fiddly work he did, no good at all on a monstrosity the size of Lin, but he needed the repetitive mechanical activity to avoid thinking.


  All around Drew the opening was ecstatic. Jive arranged for Rabbit to neonise various pieces and parts of the building. Beth and her Redfern feather dancers led the crowd in simple frenzied disco steps around the "Volkswagen Madonna". Academics, politicians and newspaper reporters disgraced themselves with young women. Academics, politicians and newspaper reporters disgraced themselves with young men. The priest and nuns and a group of right wing trade union officials disgraced themselves with whiskey.


  Jose, drunk and happy and speaking Spanish, broke open wine casks and smashed glasses with alarming frequency. The Doctor and Ron and the Manly push occupied a smoke-filled corner and laughed a lot.


  Drew worked with his whole mind on the tip of Lin's great amphibious nose. He knew if he broke his concentration he would ... he would ... he would ... and he did not want to do that. He was delicately widening the pores on Lin's nose when Jive swayed across the room towards him.


  "Seven thousand! Hear me? Seven thousand dollars for the Volkswagen! We've hit! We've done it!" Jive bellowed. He was flushed with wine and success. He felt great.


  Drew couldn't look up. He smiled a tight smile and nodded his head as he worked.


  Jive was disgusted. "Artists! Jesus," he said, shaking his huge head, "might as well talk to the wall. Put 'em up against the wall I say. Pack of ratbags the lot of 'em. Artists!" He looked around belligerently at Drew expecting a fierce and fulsome response. Drew nodded. Jive, full of success and plans for the Philippines and red wine leant down to Drew's ear. "Hubris, mate, it's all bloody hubris." He winked at Drew cheerfully and roaring loudly stumbled across the packed room.


  After Jive left Drew began to feel better. He suddenly saw what had happened. It was an exchange. God had worked a deal. He would take the baby, take Maria's tiny baby, and in return He would leave Drew his father, Spanish Jack. It was a fierce bargain.


  Drew saw it, recognised it and knew he had no active part in it. And the recognition of it, the pattern of it in the tapestry of his life seemed immediately obvious. Drew was surprised he hadn't seen it sooner. It was as big as a house and right in front of him. Of course, of course. Drew felt better. It all fitted. He accepted the deal.


  "Drew," said Ron happily, "here's a telegram. Congratulations no doubt. Great show. I haven't been this pissed for years. Terrific stuff."


  Drew got to his feet to accept the small envelope. He opened it. The telegram read "your father john died 5:15am stop


  joel was with him stop no pain stop letter follows stop love liam".


  Drew's legs gave way. He sat heavily on the floor. Suddenly his belly hurt. But it did not make any difference. Spanish Jack was still dead.


  Spanish Jack was dead. Maria's tiny baby was dead. Drew felt dead. His body got up from the floor but he had no idea of how or why. He was only aware that God had betrayed him, had gone back on His deal. They had a deal. Drew was sure of that. But Jack was dead and his son was dead.


  Drew walked through the celebrating crowd. He did not see them. He did not hear them- All he saw was Lin at the far end of the room. Drew suddenly knew that God made no deals. Okay. Fine ... but I must do this. Drew saw now what was wrong with Lin. It was obvious.


  Drew chose a large flat chisel and the biggest mallet he had. He looked at the plaster mass for a long moment.


  "Goodbye Lin," he said softly. "Maybe another time ..."


  Raising the mallet to the top of his reach, Drew uttered a piercing wail that attracted the whole room's attention as he brought the mallet down to strike the chisel. Eighteen inches of Lin's crocodilian proboscis dropped to the floor.


  Four students from the West Australian Institute of Technology started what happened next. They shouted "Participant Art! Participant Art!" They had had several lectures on the subject and one of them had read a book on art as action. They began by breaking glasses and then neon frames and rapidly gaining courage, they attacked the Volkswagen Madonna. It spread like a bushfire. The crowd was drunk and joyful enough to do anything. At first hesitantly but with quickening confidence, the crowd began destroying the exhibits.


  The Volkswagen Madonna was rolled out through the plate glass windows. The papier mache phallus was dragged up from the basement and set alight on the footpath. The only piece to survive the onslaught intact was Lin, which Drew defended with his mallet as he continued to work.


  "Hurray!" Drew shouted.


  Jive was frantic. "Drop it!" he yelled at two students taking one of the display stands for a walk. They did. The heavy white box crashed to the ground and broke open. Two dozen armalite rifles spilled from the case.


  "Wow!"


  "No!" cried Jive.


  "Hurray!" called Drew without looking up from his work. "There are no deals!"


  Other cases were broken open and ammunition and firearms covered the floor. Everybody but Jive and Jose thought it was great. The best opening they had ever been to. Then they streamed out en masse.


  Soon only Drew, Jive and Jose remained. Drunk, stoned, scared or stupid, the crowd knew that, everybody knew that, a twelve foot flaming phallus on the sidewalk would have to bring the police.


  Jose was packing away the ammunition and the rifles that lay scattered on the floor with the shattered neon glass tubing and bits of plaster and glass and red wine.


  "You bastard!" said Jive glowering down at Drew who still worked on Lin, or what was Lin Yutang.


  "Yup. It's all right." Drew said that. His head was spinning like a top.


  "It's all right! Artists! You king hit me, you little bastard. How will I get these guns to Negros? You! You don't care!"


  Drew was in another world. He wouldn't look at the real world. He couldn't look at it. He was slipping. Part of him was still talking to Maria.


  "It's all right," Drew said. "I made a deal with God. It's all right."


  Jive looked down on Drew with profound disbelief. The place was a wreck. Jose was working as fast as a human could to hide the ammunition and the armalites.


  "You made a deal with God, did you? Now listen mate," Jive spat out the words low and dangerous, "I was a bloody priest and I thought I made deals with God. Sure. All the time. And then one day I began to count the missing. I didn't have enough fingers and toes. I asked too many questions, didn't I? And then one day I returned to my parish, my village and I found five of them dead. They were shot in the head, hands tied behind them, in my chapel. Five dead. All men I knew, friends, faithful. It was a warning from the army."


  "It's all right Jive ... You can make a deal too."


  "Deal! Deal! Make a deal! You're too right I made a deal." Jive seemed enormous to Drew. He towered and shouted as Drew continued to work fast and sure.


  "The local military commander was a Colonel de Silva. He had a little puta, you understand? A whore he visited in the parish. I refused to confess her until she told me when he would next visit her. And when he came to her, I was there instead. I throttled the bastard with these hands Drew. Until his eyes popped out and he lay there like a beautiful broken doll." Jive stopped to look at Drew closely. "That's the sort of deal you can make with God. I know."


  "No. You can make deals. It's not all bad."


  "Sure. Right Yank. Absolutely. Too bloody right you can. Of course. After I left the Colonel I ran to Manila and got back here. I thought at first I would want to confess, to regret and to be forgiven. But I didn't and I don't. It was the best work I ever did. And I'm going back with these guns and Jose. Because after I left the army came back. They killed sixteen. And they'll come back again. And again. God makes no deals. Heaven helps no one but the powerful."


  "But there is love, Jive. Forgiveness. Moderation."


  "My love through these strong hands. Moderate murder moderately revenged. Forgiveness in death. God is harsh for me." Jive turned and yelled at Jose. "Hurry up, damn you!"


  "But Jive ... Why can't you be content with life as it is ...with waterfalls and mountains, rainbows and fish, days and children, conversation and the passing of the seasons, elephants and the desire of the senses ... Jive, there is so much good!" Drew said this in the clarity of his madness. He would not look at it.


  "Go make madonnas, fool! I am the Prophet of Plutonium! I am the Messiah of MIRV! You cannot escape the Fusion of Life. You cannot shake the Technological Tutor! You have no base, no legs, no support and no strength!" Jive bellowed. Jose had almost finished packing away the ammunition. The papier mache phallus burned fiercly on the footpath. Jive looked at Drew who had not stopped carving at Lin, who was no longer Lin but an occidental bearded man with a mischievous eye, and Jive laughed lowly in his chins.


  "You have nothing, no power at all and you, you ratbag, reckon you can make a deal with God! Phbbbbbbb ..."


  As Jive finished his raspberry of derision the police siren could be heard faintly in the distance. Jive hurried to help Jose. Drew worked surely and calmly and the Lin went. Something very like his own face appeared.


  The face of Spanish Jack glowed merrily and benevolently out of the plaster. The piece had realised its full potential at last.


  Drew stood to look. It was right. It was finished. And knowing that, he knew instantly that Jack was dead. That Maria's little baby, his unknown and unknowable son, was dead too. He looked at it.


  "You're right Jive," he said, "there are no deals." Drew was catapulted back to sanity and clarity. It was there. As the police siren became louder and more insistent in the background and Jose hurried to hide the last of the automatic weapons and ammunition, Drew emerged from his cold bath with life. He was there with the baby, Spanish Jack, Maria, Jive and himself. He felt sad. Very sad. But he knew it was over. That was it. It couldn't have been worse, couldn't possibly be worse.


  "There are no deals," Drew said.


  "Too right there aren't," Jive said without pity.


  Drew stood there. He knew the police were coming to take Jive away. He felt sad for Jive too.


  "They're coming to get you, Jive. For the guns. What will you do?"


  "I don't know. I don't know. Look what you've done, you useless bastard!" Jive moved quickly to hide the last remaining scattered rounds of ammunition from the floor. He picked up a loose M-79 grenade launcher and put it into the root cradle of the stump madonna as the police walked past Jose, busy with a fire extinguisher on the burning phallus on the footpath, and into the gallery.


  The police sized up the situation in a flash. They arrested Drew and took him away. He did not struggle. He did not try to make any deals.


  


  By the time the police gathered their interviews and notified the Federal Police who rushed over to Pigfaces', Jive and the guns were gone. They didn't know what to do with Drew so they released him in the dark night. Ron, Flynn and the Doctor were waiting for him outside the police station.


  


  "Where are my tools?" was the first thing that Drew said when he woke up in the back of Flynn's car heading north in the early morning light.


  "I told you he would be fine," said the Doctor.


  


  They took him home and there waiting for him was a letter. It was from Spanish Jack, written with the knowledge of his imminent death, and what it said was this ...


  As you left that Sunday morning long ago, we embraced, kissed, and I think we were both crying. Ever since I've been haunted by a line of Shakespeare's Julius Caesar. Brutus and Cassius embrace and say goodbye as the day dawns on the battle of Philippi. Of their sentimental excesses Brutus says: If we do meet again, why we shall smile; If not, why then, this parting was well made.


  Anyway, for the last couple of weeks, I found myself bursting into tears for no apparent reason. Weird. Not forsaken, not lonely, not even sad. Just totally overwhelmed by the beauty and transience of life.


  


  Go well, and do not wait to be happy.


  EPILOGUE


  


  I saw Jose last week at his immigration hearing. I spoke on his behalf and I expect a positive outcome. The panel seem to understand that Jive was the principal, not Jose. He hopes to open a restaurant and is trying to get his wife and children from Negros to join him here.


  Jive? That's a good question. I heard that he was in South Africa. Or was it Chile? The Federal Police would like to have a talk with him, but I think it's too late. His chances don't seem good to me, living on the razor's edge as he is, but then again I've been wrong before.


  The Doctor found his volcanoclastics, sapphires I believe, and I can say without doubt that his cellar has improved markedly. He says he is going to give up fortified wines. I don't believe it.


  I got a call from Drew up on the Kalang the other day. Since the papers got hold of the story his work seems to be much sought after and his living is much better than before. Good on him I say. Maria is pregnant again and well pleased with herself.


  Drew went to Boston to see Jack after the show. He planted chrysanthemums for him, red for passion and yellow for joy. It seemed appropriate.
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