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Hello.

I’m Anna – stepping into some very big shoes while Nat 
Woods temporarily taps out to birth new life into this 
world. While she adjusts to twins, I adjust to Paradiso.

Adjusting to monumental shifts seems to be the continuing 
theme of the past few months. With so much changing 
around us, exploring concepts like duality is one way 
to approach the lessons of our time. Where is the space 
between native and foreign, independence and belonging, 
self and other, dream and reality, or light and dark? What 
does it mean to find balance between seemingly opposing 
poles? Sometimes, it feels like life is an oscillation between 
extremes. Perhaps balance could be better thought of as 
a regular veering off course only to find your way slowly 
back again. Because how much time do we actually spend 
living the life of moderation? How much time do we spend 
towing the line straight down the middle?

In being thrown off balance, we’ve been given an 
opportunity to embrace the chaos of change. To listen to 
each other. And to practice returning to centre (over and 
over again). 

Anna Hutchcroft, Editor
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Paradiso is created on the land of the Arakwal 

people of the Bundjalung nation. We acknowledge 

and pay our respects to the traditional custodians 

and elders of this land. And we extend that 

respect to the traditional owners of wherever 

this magazine is read.

Contents

Cover photo by Layla Cluer  
& Lora Ward

Night Scenes
p.42

Good News
p.4 

Arts & Culture
p.6 

Community
p.24

Food & Drink
p.30 

Fashion & Beauty 
p.32

Wellbeing
p.38

Travel
p.42

Knowledge
p.46

WIN!

Sign up to Club Paradiso for your chance to 
win a Send Foodz Sock Pack from our friends at 
Socks Cowboy. thisisparadiso.com.au/club

Postcard from Paradiso

AN EVENING DIP IN NICE 
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She laid out a towel and arranged a few muslin 

wraps on the rocky shoreline. Unclipping the 

carrier at her front, the woman gently lowered 

a swaddled newborn onto the nest below, then 

deftly removed her dress revealing a red hal-

ter-neck swimsuit. With a quick glance at the 

baby, she stepped from one rock to another and 

into the water. Alarmed, my head whipped to-

wards the tiny creature then in the direction 

of the ocean where a cruise ship was slicing 

the horizon. The baby never stirred, and the 

woman returned, tiny droplets falling from her 

fingertips.  
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TWIN FLAME

Travel & Experience Almanac

Northern NSW, Australia No.02, 2021 – Coming Soon

BOOKINGS OPEN NOW
Advertising bookings now open for Take Away 2021 – visit the 
website for more information. 

A travel and experience almanac
Northern NSW, Australia

Brought to you by Paradiso 

Take Away is more than a travel guide book – it is an 
exploration of the unique creative consciousness thriving in 
Northern NSW, Australia and celebrates the experience of 
living, visiting or wandering through our community. Enjoy 
feature stories with local creatives and makers, experiential 
essays, fashion editorial, photo essays and a curated selection 
of the area’s best food, drinks, retailers, experiences and 
accommodation. 

thisisparadiso.com.au/takeaway
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Good News

OPPOSING  
SAMENESS

WORDS THAT MEAN OPPOSITE THINGS 
TO THEMSELVES

LEFT
meaning to remain or to depart

RESIGN
meaning to quit or to sign up to again

FLOG
meaning to punish or to promote

VENTURA BREWING

There’s a new craft brewery based in the quaint historical vil-

lage of Murwillumbah. Shaking up the craft beverage movement 

by launching Australia’s first artisanal, alcoholic kombucha 

range, co-founders Shanu Walsh and Dominic Hurley have their 

hands full with this labour of love. For the uninitiated, kom-

bucha is a fizzy, fermented tea beverage that you may have seen 

taking over supermarket shelves of late. It’s full of probi-

otics, antioxidants, vitamins, minerals and beneficial acids. 

Ventura’s Hard Kombucha is the same stuff except with a twist: 

alcohol, or should we say, some extra kick. But don’t be getting 

this confused with a spiked ‘buch. Ventura’s is made alcohol-

ic through a unique double fermentation process. Yum. Now, if 

you’ll excuse us, we’re off to find a deso to Mur’bah … 

www.venturabrewing.co

RIPL
We’ve reached a point where it’s not enough to simply stop using plastic – we 
need to actively remove it from our natural systems. Local social enterprise RIPL 
launched their crowdfunding campaign this month, and if you’re looking for a 
big-hearted way to tackle the plastic disaster, look no further. Profit from every 
RIPL product funds the employment of a Balinese local to collect plastic from 
beaches and waterways. Paying their collectors three times the going rate, RIPL 
has the power to lift them and their families out of poverty. Going one step 
further, the plastic that is collected is then used to manufacture water purifiers 
that are then distributed to remote communities in need. We’re not great at 
contending with all of the consumer choices out there, but finding a beautiful, 
minimal and sustainable water bottle has never been so easy.
riplgoods.com

Aperitivo Bar Honour
Welcoming European-style share plates 

and natural wines galore to Brunswick 
Heads, Honour is the creation of a 

former chef from Paris’ Septime. Now 
a firm fixture on the Bruns brunch 
scene, Anna Mortimer and Aymeric 
Albores have taken the reins and 
earned themselves even more of 
a reputation since opening their 
doors to new after-hours pursuits. 
A weekend-only natural wine and 
salumi bar, Honour attracts a steady 
stream of local hospitality talent, 
setting up stumps for aperitivo on the 

terrace as the sun goes down. This is 
thanks largely to Paris-trained Anna’s 

share plates, heaped in homemade 
cheese, pates, terrines, pickles and 

preserves. It’s simple, uncomplicated and at 
times a little indulgent. @honourbrunswickheads

Wide Open Road Coffee
Right smack dab in the middle of Byron, in an area often avoided by locals wanting to 
avoid being jostled around by tourist foot-traffic, sits a gem of a cafe serving up some of 
Melbourne’s finest roasted coffee beans. We toyed with whether or not to publish this, 
hoping to keep Byron’s best kept secret (secret) for just a little bit longer, but we really 
don’t want them to go … So, here we are. Just don’t tell ALL your friends, we like that it’s 
still a quiet sanctuary amid the holiday mayhem. 
www.wideopenroad.com.au

Natural ice-cream in Bruns
Wal Foster-Eyles has his trailer parked on the corner of Mullumbimbi Street and 
Tweed Street in Brunswick Heads and is serving up impeccable produce from local 
foragers and producers in the form of frozen yoghurt and ice cream. Open from 
Friday to Sunday, from 12–4pm, expect to see wares from all of your favourite 
food people in the shire including The Branches coffee, Playing With Fire Native 
Foods’ Champagne Fingerlimes, Al’s Davo Plums and organic Ecuadorian dark 
chocolate Bunyas Bananas bananas from Hungry Earth Agroecology. A true 
community-born business, Wal is an artisan of small-batch cultured ice-cream, 
naturally flavoured with Indigenous produce. It’s the healthy dessert we’ve all been 
waiting for.
@naturalicecreamaustralia

Supporting artisan makers.
Inspiring slow, mindful living.
Leaning back towards nature.

Concept Store | 8/1 Porter Street, Byron Bay
Online Store | www.shackpalacerituals.com

Instagram | @shackpalace
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The Original 

Thought

To tackle the concept of The Original Thought is 

somewhat of a sisyphean task. We modern folk 

might call it a ‘chicken and egg’ situation. What’s left 

to do but unravel, ponder, perceive and reproduce, as 

we each consider our ownership of tangible objects, 

imbuing them with our individual sentiments and 

histories? A conversation between Layla Cluer and 

Lora Ward.

Figure 16, Softedge – No.011.2 – Conversation Cup, pewter vessel (from Layla’s collection), books: Buno Munari: Design 
As Art (Penguin Random House, 1966), Soetsu Yanagi: The Beauty of Everyday Things (Penguin Random House, 
2019), vinyl (used in the production of ceramic slabs), bessa block.Arts & Culture Paradiso Issue Eighteen 76



LORA WARD: There’s a lot of things for us to talk about today, let’s start with your 
work. I love the amalgamation of sculpture and tableware/objects of everyday life found 
in the pieces you make. Have any specific life experiences directly influenced the form 
and design of a particular piece? 

LAYLA  CLUER: Thanks! This is hard to speak to in a concise way, there are 
so many reasons and experiences that led me to start making tableware in a sculptural 
manner. But one of the reasons I think the project has sustained my interest (so far at 
least) is the relational nature of tableware. I try to make my work robust enough that it 
can be used every day but also imbue it with sculptural qualities that might ask the users 
to think a little more deeply about how objects are made, how objects can be used and 
how objects relate to the body and memory. There’s only so much one can achieve within 
the space of a plate or a bowl. Yet, it is because such objects are connected to people’s 
everyday lives that they can be imbued with conceptual value and humour.

LW: I think a good example of this is my late uncle Ken Price’s understanding of 
the cup as a refined form within which exploration can occur. He says “As the cup is 
its own subject matter it doesn’t have to be about anything other than itself. The cup 
form presents a preordained framework that is flexible and lots of artists have used it to 
express their ideas and feelings”, (fig. 5, cover).

LC: I love that idea. I think my work straddles a similar line, but always with an en-
deavour to enlarge such a framework. I like to think of each design in terms of Umberto 
Eco’s notion of “the open work” – I’m always trying to create objects and forms that are 
open enough that they will be performed slightly differently each time they are used. For 
example, the Cup for Fingers, which has a pretty unconventional form, asks the user to 
choose their own way to approach the act of holding and drinking from a cup. Each nook 
and cranny of its sculpted surface will fit your fingers perfectly but there is no obvious 
choice, you have to find your own way, drinking becomes a journey … 

Actually, when I started, my hope was that the project as a whole would form an 
archive that speaks to the slippery nature of functional objects and the somewhat spong-
ey edges of their disciplines. This is where the name softedge comes from. I wanted the 
function of each piece to remain ambiguous or open to interpretation, having only a 
number as it’s identifier. But in the end, I softened and gave pieces names as well because 
it helped people access them. 

LW: It’s interesting this notion of the archive within your works. Do you think it 
stems from your earlier works which employed almost museological modes of display?

LC: Definitely. I’ve always been a collector of images and objects, but it wasn’t 
until I went to art school that I really investigated the way strategies of display are able to 
shift an object’s value and interpretation. For a time, I was really interested in the use of 
‘exhibition furniture’ and the work of artists like Carol Bove and Mark Manders, whose 
Reference Book (fig. 6, page 10) is part of the sculptures today. But over time, that shifted 
– I became more interested in archival research methods and how one might excavate 
the social and material histories of specific objects in order to tell new stories or conjure 
elaborate narratives. 

LW: My interests in collections and objects very much stems from the work of 
Donald Judd (fig. 2, page 8) and his fascination with the everyday object. There was a 
certain intertwining between his own artwork and his everyday life through the objects 
he kept and displayed throughout his house. His intrigue with traditional Japanese ar-
rangement and his obsession with the order of collections is prevalent in all of his homes 
today, and serves as an example of the value these objects can hold in our life. This du-
ality between life, object and artwork is definitely evident in Ken’s work too, and is the 
reason I have been invested in learning more about them.

This book of Ken’s in front of me contains both cups and vessels (fig. 5, cover). It’s 
actually the catalogue from an exhibition that he worked on for many years. The exhibi-
tion consisted of shrines he put together; an assemblage of his interest in Mexican death 
shrines and Japanese Shinto shrines. 

LC: They are altars too! It’s interesting, I find that a lot of the books you collect, 
and the references you use, largely relate to Californian creatives – their homes, collec-
tions, journeys and crafts. I can see it heavily influences everything you do, particularly 
the way in which you curate books. It makes a lot more sense seeing this side of Ken’s 
practice, now knowing that he’s your uncle.

LW: Yep, for sure. I would say that it also stems back to my family, Dad having 
grown up in California. He left the US in the early ‘70s after finding a loophole that 
exempted him from the Vietnam War draft. He built a sailboat and departed with three 
of his friends to Tahiti, where he later met my mother. The pair of Levi’s jeans and the 
hammer that he used to build the yacht in 1972 is here with me today (hammer, fig. 5, 
cover; jeans, fig. 14, page 11).

LC: I think quite early on in our friendship we drew parallels between our fathers’ 
seafaring histories. My Dad still spends a fair portion of his time bobbing around the 
South Pacific on a leaky yacht in search of waves. And I grew up hearing stories of his 

Above: Figure 9, Silver Cup (won by Layla’s great-great 
grandfathers horse, Doncaster Agricultural Cup, England, 
1872), foam, rubber bands, timber, vintage books: Japanese 

Ceramics from Hagi (Hoikusha’s Color Books series, 1977), 
mould strap, slip casting mould, glass bricks, photograph 

(taken my Layla’s grandmother on Pemba Island, Zanzibar 
Protectorate, 1955). On the opposite page: Figure 2, Softedge – 

No.011.3 – Conversation Cup, dowels, kiln props, timber, glass 
bricks, vintage book: Art + Design: Donald Judd (Stankowski-

Stiftung, 1993), mould strap, cardboard crate.  

Layla Cluer and Lora Ward are two friends with their own respective art practices. Layla is the ceramic creator 
behind softedge studio and Lora is a freelance art director, designer and curator behind the Good Publishings 
book stand. Less of an interview and more of an exchange between artists, we’re invited to join them. What 
follows is not simply a conversation about objects and their histories, but rather an attempt to draw themselves, 
as both friends and collaborators, into a new set of relations through influences and ideas. The accompanying 
assemblages – made from Layla’s work, tools and materials from the studio, as well as items and books from both 
of their personal collections – are visual pieces or shrines created to unpack the meaning of their relationship 
to objects, personal histories and one another.

Paradiso Issue Eighteen 9



childhood spent in Africa, Papua New Guinea and islands throughout the Pacific, along with the 
equally nomadic decades that followed. But it wasn’t until my grandmother died that I discovered 
the logbook she had litigiously kept during those years along with the scrapbook (fig.6, page 10) 
and photographs (fig. 9, page 9) which we can see in these arrangements. 

LW: The world is so connected these days, it seems impossible to have experiences like these 
anymore.

LC: Exactly, I think that’s what first sparked my impulse to make. Feeling like nothing I 
could do would live up to these kinds of stories, so instead I had to travel in my imagination.

LW: Speaking of making, perhaps we can return to your work and the topic of cups.
LC: Yeah, I really like the cup typology because it is the most intimate and immediate of ev-

eryday ceramic objects. Coincidentally, almost half of my current body of work is cups. In fact, the 
longer we talk here, the more I think that I should exclusively make them. It would be interesting 
to have such a singular subject matter. 

LW: Yeah I think Ken touched on that a lot in his work. He once described in an interview 
why he chose the cup when there are so many other types of vessels. He said “What’s different 
about the cup? Well, for one thing, using one means you hold it to your hand and hold it to your 
mouth so you drink some hot coffee or tea from it. That’s a connection you cant have with a vase of 
a plate. So the cup is a universal symbol of nourishment and sensual life”, (fig. 5, cover). I see your 
pieces being very much symbols of nourishment.

LC: For me, there is a really direct correlation between cooking and ceramics – in terms of 
the processes. More specifically with baking. They both have rules and are based on science but 
afford the maker or baker infinite possibilities. Baking transforms small amounts of flour, water 
and yeast into bread which has vastly more nutritional value not to mention complex structure and 
flavour. Pottery turns minerals and water into stone, through the application of heat it completely 
alters their state and causes new chemical bonds to form – bonds that will stay in place for tens 

of thousands of years. And both have developed in tandem since the 
first cooking pots of the late Paleolithic period. I’m not sure you can 
really separate them.

LW: That’s true. Objects and vessels, in particular, not only 
hold food, but ideas, stories and memories. 

LC: And they can lead to discoveries. Like this cup which is ac-
tually a silver trophy won by my great-great grandfather’s horse, Miss 
Polly (fig. 9, page 9). It was given to me by my grandmother for my 
21st birthday along with a story which explained how a freak tornado 
had swept through the town where my family lived in Yorkshire. The 
tornado completely destroyed the family house and this cup, which 
presumably took pride of place on the mantle, was one of the only 
things to be recovered from the rubble, albeit in a slightly deformed 
state. Something about that story and the way this cup became the 
central protagonist has stuck with me and led me to follow the mate-
rial histories of other objects in more tangential and speculative ways 
like we have done today. In a way, these objects and their stories are 
just as important as any other materials or tools you might find in 
the studio – they could be seen as the building blocks of ideas and 
creativity.

Figure 5, (pictured on cover, page 1), Hammer (used to build Lora’s fathers yacht, 
1971), foam, mould strap, timber, glass bricks, vintage book: Ken Price: Early 

Cups and Related Works on Paper (Franklin Parrasch Gallery, 2006), concrete 
block, plastic sheet (used to slow ceramic drying), bessa block.

Figure 14, Softedge – No.010. – Cup for Fingers, Softedge – No.011.4 – 
Conversation Cup, cardboard box, timber, Levi’s blue jeans (worn by Lora’s 
father during the building of his yacht, 1971), glass brick, mould strap, vintage 
books, studio dolly, concert blocks, Softedge – No.009 – Fluidity Vase, Masai 

Spear (gifted to Layla’s grandmother between the Ngorongoro Crater and Arusha, 
Tanzania, 1957).

Figure 6, Yacht log book (charting Layla’s grandparents voyage from England to Mafia Island via the Suez Canal, 1954), 
collection of exhibition catalogs: including Mark Manders: Reference Book (Roma Publications, 2012), mould strap, best 
block, timber.

Figure 17, Hematite Iron Ore (found by Layla near Broken Hill, NSW, 2016), rubber band, circular 50 cent piece, 
1966 (purchase by Layla for $12.50 in 2016, these coins where only minted for a few months and were readily 

collected as their heigh silver content rendered them more valuable for their mineral contents than as money), dowel, 
stack of Softedge – No. 013 – Rolled Plates, aluminium Corinthian capital, studio dolly.

Arts & Culture Paradiso Issue Eighteen 1110



Big Leaf Man

We stand beside a Ficus dammaropsis, a tropical fig tree na-
tive to New Guinea where its name in Tok Pisin is kapiak. 
After searching for a year, Jony was able to locate and order 
five seedlings. On the day of the delivery, there were the 
100 palms he ordered, but the Ficus dammaropsis had been 
stolen. Eventually, the seller sent him three replacements. 
He planted the trees for his mum because of how rare and 
beautiful they are. He tells me about how on the day of 
his highschool exams, his mum, instead of taking him to 
school, took him to Spain for a weeklong holiday. Calling 
his dad from the airport to let him know, she said that Jony 
could do his exams later. It was only after her death, upon 
returning to her home in Belfast after travelling for months, 
that Jony found a book in his mother’s library about Ken-
neth Turner’s floristry.

After reading the book, he moved from Belfast –
where, growing up, the nighttime streets were filled with 
cars on fire and glass bottles flying through the air – to 
London, where he lived alone in a four-bedroom flat above 
Kenneth Turner’s florist in Mayfair. He told me about set-
ting up a church in the city for The Rolling Stones for a 
party they were throwing “making it chaotic and beautiful 
with hectic flowers, orchids and other wild stuff.” He told 
me about weekly flower installations at Elton John’s house, 
flowers for Sting and later, flowers for gay bars all around 

inner-Sydney. The flamboyance and playfulness that came 
with those jobs allowed for deep learning about flowers and 
experimentation with colours and form and scale.

When he was about eight-years-old, Jony liked to 
wear a long black cloak and his bedroom was all black and 
filled with 40 glass tanks and their cold-blooded inhabi-
tants. In Belfast, he was the head of the reptile department 
at his local pet shop. Each week he would go outside, col-
lect foliage and other things from the garden and rearrange 
new landscapes for his pets. Although still employing his 
creativity to work with botanical elements, his focus has 
pivoted towards cultivating, growing, arranging and in-
stalling flowers and leaves. His process is considered and 
slow. First he has to think about what the leaves will be like 
at the time of installation – if in two months they will be 
yellow, or burnt from no rain. Then, he visits the space and 
spends time drawing different designs. The night before the 
installation he gets no sleep, counting down the hours until 
it’s time to load the truck with his wife Jo. Together they 
might gently place some six metre-long leaves in the deliv-
ery truck, cushioning them with blankets and cardboard, 
and drive carefully slowly up their steep driveway so as not 
to damage them.

I asked Jony if he had heard of a poem called Les 
Etiquettes Jaunes by Frank O’Hara, about a big leaf that 

Jony Taylor is in the business of growing big leaves. Having spent a chunk of his professional career creating 
botanical installations for the likes of Elton John and the Rolling Stones in London, finding a home in the The 
Northern Rivers may seem like an unlikely plot-twist to his story. But after seeing his farm in Burringbar – a 
cultivated expanse of lush, prehistoric foliage – we couldn’t imagine him anywhere else. Interview by Sasha Rose. 

is picked up from the sidewalk and admired. He said he 
hadn’t and so I read it to him. The poem is kind of fun-
ny and when I finished it we both laughed. Jony said the 
poem was mad and that he liked it. My friend who initially 
showed me the poem wrote something recently. He had 
been looking at autumn leaves, thinking about the evolu-
tionary function of beauty – wondering what it is about 
decaying leaves that is beautiful to him, or if there was any 
biological purpose to the feeling he got when he looked at 
the reds and yellows of turning leaves. I asked Jony what it 
is he likes about the big leaves and he said he wasn’t sure 
exactly, but most probably their grandness. He said when 
he looks at them he is amazed at their brilliance.

We sat beside a little dam with lily pads, flanked at 
the far side by Licuala peltata sumawongii, the water a blu-
ey-green lustre. I asked Jony why it looked like that and he 
said the water was just always that crazy, beautiful colour 
and he could not explain it any further. I am reminded of 
Maggie Nelson’s Bluets. She writes about an object’s ca-
pacity to emit, reflect, absorb, transmit light and how that 
interacts with an object’s various surfaces, elasticity, vol-
umes, degrees of solidity and how that interacts with our 
perception. Fifteen days after humans are born, eyes begin 
to discern colour within what is essentially a shimmering 
mass of light. But when Nelson asks a biologist, who is an 

Photography by Ben Douglas.Arts & Culture Paradiso Issue Eighteen 1312



I had recently cut my hair into a bob with 
a fringe, which was a tremendous mistake 
seeing that the sweat almost permanently 
licked it to my forehead. Finally sitting 
down we had a cigarette, a coffee and a 
few glasses of prosecco – followed by a few 
more glasses of prosecco and Aperol spritz. 
She had a green and red scarf in her hair 
– she wore Italy well.

expert in guppy menopause, why it is that a male guppy 
looking for a mate is orange, the scientist responds simply 
“in the face of some questions, biologists can only vacate 
the field.”

In a story that is vaguely reminiscent of Noah and his 
Ark: in an effort to preserve rare and beautiful palms and 
plants – after Crystal Creek froze over and all his agaves 
and succulents got burned and two major floods – one, 
where in the space of an hour, eight months of work rushed 
past him – Jony now lives on the side of a mountain in up-
per Burringbar. There are waterfalls across the ridge deeper 
into the forest and sometimes there are landslides, but wa-
ter (if it flows) can run wild and strong without destroying 
his symbiotic and scattered planting. In a journal, he wrote 
“Valley of the Giants” and spent a year researching and 
thinking about how and what he would like to plant. 

It is a balance of extremes. There are soft leaves the 
colour of radioactive waste called ‘lime zingers’ and small 
shrub-sized bromeliads with red flowers. There are hun-
dreds of palms, some with single leaves as tall as trees and 
others with leaves wide as Range Rovers. There are small 
things and rare things, a plant with a stem up to my hip 
with a layered, oval-shaped flower he calls a green grenade 
and native ginger with green and blue marble-sized seed 
pods. Right next to these plants is one of Jony’s favour-
ite palms, a marojejya darianii – native to Madagascar and 
considered critically endangered – and we have to turn our 
necks all the way up just to see the entire length of one leaf.

Jony is the creative director of Big Leaf Boutique. Specialis-
ing in tropical botanical installations for weddings and events, 
their family farm in Burringbar supplies all of the foliage for  
their work.

Top photos by Anna Hutchcroft. Bottom photo by Ben Douglas. On the opposite page, photo by Ben Douglas.Arts & Culture Paradiso Issue Eighteen 1514



“The thing is Max, you probably won’t make it.”
I wasn’t going to argue with him. For one, he was the skipper of the ship, two, he 

and his wife had just loaned me four thousand dollars and, three, (given the odds) he was 
right. It was the summer I decided to pursue writing as a career and by the second week 
of June, drunk at the stern of a sailboat bobbing in the Mediterannean, I’d encountered 
my first hurdle. It wasn’t disparagement coming from the captain’s mouth, nor reverse 
psychology, but a sober characterisation of the path before me. I was riding high on the 
fumes of my first published short story, a submission the editor described as “Victorian 
flash porn”, set in the Devonian countryside. That’s not to say I didn’t consider the 
skipper’s words, it’s just that it’s hard to be clear-eyed about your life choices, drunk at 
the stern of a sailboat bobbing in the Mediterranean. Had I known of the years that lay 
ahead in this idealistic undertaking, I might’ve googled “tattoo removal Corfu’’, and 
prepared for a life of short back and sides. 

My newfound venture began not long after a failed visa attempt had ejected me 
from the literary epicentre of London and plonked me in the second-best city for an as-
piring English-language novelist: Amsterdam. And so, it was there I went, sunburnt and 
full of pluck, impatient to prove a certain sailor wrong. I donned my version of employ-
able attire (galaxy tights, pastel Docs, a purple silk Commes des Garcons shirt) and went 
knocking on the door of every production company and publication office in the city. A 
pattern soon emerged wherein an employee would open the door slightly, revealing half 
an apathetic face. “Hi! How are you?!” I’d squeal, transmitting a gaiety I’d hoped was 
infectious. After suffering my succinct Girl Scout pitch, they’d take my CV with a limp 
hand and shut the door before I could finish a “thank you.” It wasn’t long before the 
overt eye roll of a dejected Dutch receptionist held the same affection as a French kiss. 

When my phone never rang, I decided to turn to emails which, upon review, went 
a bit too far in their attempt to stick out of the pile. One application was sent in the for-
mat of a scripted monologue that included the line “when unemployed, instant noodle 
induced diarrhea is a constant state of being.” I followed up another with “... should my 
candidacy have been considered and decided against, Kathy, let slip the dogs of war to 
have their way with me and I shall repack my entrails and continue on.” Eventually, I 
gave up. But the diarrhea line was genuine, so I took a job at a vintage shop, chipping 
away at my writing in between fits of self-righteous indignation at having to fold cordu-
roy flares for €9.25 an hour. 

Dilma Rousseff endured weeks of torture in a Sao Paolo prison by telling herself 
she could take it in morsels of time, for two minutes, then five more minutes, because: 
“you can’t fathom enduring a whole day, that’s an eternity, so you trick yourself.” Look, 
my feet weren’t being electrocuted, but I was living my life by fragments of the clock, 
assured that this was temporary, because to fathom that it wasn’t meant I wasn’t good 
enough. As months turned into a year, the slow trickle of “no, thanks” from editors and 
literary agents to my manuscript became my Chinese water torture, the droplets ringing 
in my head, wringing out my sense of self. I’ve read Naked Lunch and Just Kids, so I knew 
going into this there’d be a bit of smack and despair, but it’s hard to remind yourself how 
cool missing rent will read in Helvetica when you’re defecating blood.  

Another fruitless year passed and the swell of failure that once churned on the 
horizon of my ego was now cresting close to shore. It was the depths of winter and my 
partner and I had €18 between us with weeks to find a flat (having broken the lease early 
on the one we could no longer afford). We were doing the tight-lipped, twitchy-cheeked 
pantomime of placidity couples do for each other mid-crisis. While on another feckless 
job hunt, I broke the pedals of the rickety bike she relied on to get to work and pushed 
it creaking to the nearest shop. The pleasant pot-bellied mechanic quoted the perfectly 
reasonable repair cost of €20, then gave a quizzical smile as I excused myself, turned on 

a dime and dashed for the cold air in an effort to stem the tide. My face felt hot when I 
pressed the phone to my ear, only becoming aware of whom I was calling once I heard 
my father’s voice. And the wave broke. I went to speak, but the air was thumped from my 
chest, causing me to suck in desperately, my diaphragm contracting a primal staccato. 
“I don’t ... know ... what to ... do, Dad” came out in the spurts my lungs allowed. It’s 
a dyspneic state I’d been in only once before, two decades previous, gasping beneath a 
mosquito net in Mengwi, after learning of my parents’ divorce. As I sobbed on the snowy 
streets of Amsterdam, my father did what my mother had done then: soothed in the tone 
only those two can coo. I had hit rock bottom, and it was only February 2020. 

It’s uniquely difficult to stave off insanity under lockdown when your art-student 
girlfriend is hand-tufting a carpet the size of The Night Watch by Rembrandt in your liv-
ing room. It’s not that getting to watch the woman I love fulfil her creative promise to 
this world one thread at a time isn’t majestic, it just means I must enter a polyarmorous 
relationship with her and the carpet. I must be there to commiserate with her when 
the carpet’s slackening canvas rebuffs her yarn advances. We must dissect the meaning 
of her carpet dreams over morning coffee. I must stroke the carpet when it becomes 
embittered by all the poking and prodding. This union between man, woman and rug 
has been a welcome distraction from what I should be doing. After two years, I’ve been 
rounding the final bend on this manuscript for a bit too long now – a delay made all the 
more indefensible given the world itself stood still for me to finish it. To endure a period 
of such personal anguish that I liken it to torture, then be nursed back to health by the 
salvational bosum of the Dutch welfare state and not have completed the next Normal 
People, feels like a transgression against ... well … everyone. 

And God no! I don’t mean the literary world is suffering unawares for not publish-
ing my take on heartbreak, bulimia and soft boi doctrine – I mean everyone that props 
me up in my pursuance of it. I mean the sister that covers my bond, the brother that 
flies me home, the mother that answers me from within, the father that shields me from 
without. I mean the best friend that burst into tears at a dinner party just envisioning the 
paperback sitting on a shelf. I mean the girlfriend that puts up with something infinitely 
worse than the temperament of a starved struggling artist: an entitled aspiring writer. 
And I think more than anyone, I mean that bloody skipper.  

I’d been under the smug impression that since I’ve decided what I want to be, I 
was owed a kind of affirmation from the Universe. I was confident that by uncovering my 
true passion, I’d done the heavy lifting and my id would take it from there. I’d autopilot 
through the onerous odyssey of failure and refinement then take control in time for book 
signings and royalty cheques. But after a while of waiting for intergalactic ordination I 
began to panic – and as I’m approaching my thirties I purchased the requisite Master-
class subscription.

As snowstorm ‘Darcy’ (who the fuck’s in charge?), pummels my bedroom window, 
a lisped essayist lectures from my laptop screen, cautioning against pop culture refer-
ences or building an article around a laugh. The course is full of comical, teaching an-
ecdotes, but when you’re scouring the internet for answers, it’s hard to chuckle through 
gritted teeth. Like any artist, there is within me a crushing, sadomasochistic self-doubt. 
So when he gives me permission to be harder on myself than anyone else in my writing, 
I conveniently misplace the safeword for my psyche. It’s quite something to be left in the 
silence of this endless downtime, only to learn what fills that quiet is inaction, anger and 
the voice of David Sedaris. 

That anger has dulled in recent times, as the Universe doesn’t have a PR guy to 
spit it at and any catharsis to be had in beating my effigy is lost to the uncanny valley. 
What now takes prominence are not the guttural yelps of insecurity, but the mature bari-
tone of cynicism, reciting the life where things don’t quite get there. Where I learn it takes 

Through Hell 
& Helvetica: 

A Writer’s Wail In writing about writing, Max Favetti excavates his own creative process – inadvertently offering scraps of 
solace to the other ‘head-banging-against-wall’ creatives out there. Illustrations by Steve Bachmayer.
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36 months to put a pipe dream to bed. Where I 
consider Sally Rooney a peer in my head alone. 
Where all I have to cheer is the return to a fi-
brous diet and reclamation of a healthy stool. 

Forging onward down this path has 
troughs that sink deeper with the slow-rolling 
treacle of time. My exasperation has been com-
pounded to the point of desperation, leading to 
manic attempts at breaking the banal subsis-
tence of paycheck to meagre paycheck. In one 
such episode, I entered my own microcosm as 
the Wolf of Me Street, with less suppository co-
caine and more sedentary sweating. I tried to 
ride a rising cryptocurrency with my three digit 
savings, only to see it obliterated in a crash 48 
hours later. 

“You’re so privileged to be a writer,” Se-
daris says to me from the boujie backstage set, 
“because normal people, something bad happens 
to them and there’s nothing they can do with it 
except feel bad, or complain, or press charges.” 

After a consummate mope over my bank 
balance, I inspected the wreckage wrought by 
my gamble in the hope of unearthing one re-
deemable lesson. I ended up finding two. I did 
it because I was petrified of another nervous 
breakdown triggered by a bargain bike bill. 
And I did it because I was looking for a short-
cut through life. Don’t get me wrong, shortcuts 
can be superb – take dry shampoo or Valium 
– but we know deep down when we’re taking 
the shoddy kind, like alleviating loneliness with 
chronic masturbation. Instead of realising my 
potential, I expected the Universe to affirm it 
for me. How grateful I am now for the mute 
indifference that I have been met with instead, 
and the pain I know in its place.  

Now if you’ll excuse me, I still have to 
prove a certain sailor wrong (and should you 
be a literary agent interested in my manuscript, 
you can reach me at max.favetti@gmail.com).  

I’d been under the smug impression that 
since I’ve decided what I want to be, I 
was owed a kind of affirmation from 
the Universe. I was confident that by 
uncovering my true passion, I’d done the 
heavy lifting and my id would take it from 
there. I’d autopilot through the onerous 
odyssey of failure and refinement then 
take control in time for book signings and 
royalty cheques.

FIND THE LATEST ARRIVALS TO  

NORTHERN RIVERS CREATIVE

FIND OR BE FOUND
northernriverscreative.com.au

@nrcreative_ _

Showcasing regional artists to global audiences, the northern rivers creative 

directory is connecting the region’s thriving creatives with new clients and 

opportunities. The directory includes; creative services, visual arts, design, 

indigenous arts, literature, music, performance and screen.

APPLY NOW TO JOIN

Holly Ahern Brent Hallard
Mastering soft sculpture, collage, painting, 

assemblage and contemporary art theory, Holly is 

a jack-of-all-trades, multidisciplinary creative who 

focuses on investigating collaborative art practices 

during an unstable and mostly isolated 2020. 

Holly’s work takes on otherworldly qualities that 

construct narratives around otherness, femininity 

and the honest struggles of an overactive mind. 

Brent Hallard is an internationally recognised 

visual artist whose abstract, geometric works 

dissolve the picture plane into bold, flat areas 

of colour, creating open-ended and structurally 

perplexing images. His shaped canvases, made 

from honeycomb aluminium, create optical 

illusions of space and time which challenge 

traditional conventions of painting. 
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Lean in closely with 

Tim Nathan

becoming an adult, his father just has no idea. I just wanted to delve into how people 
would act in certain situations and also explore feelings that I’ve been obsessed with. I 
tend to write on grief – how grief feels, how it is to fall in love for the first time, how it 
feels to feel heartbroken for the first time, exploring young people getting hit with big 
emotions. Lately I’ve tended to circle back to those feelings. 

Are there any personal influences in this film? 
Yes. It was a weird realisation. It wasn’t until after the film was made I acknowl-

edged that their relationship is very similar to a relationship I had with someone when I 
was younger. I’d subconsciously projected it into the film. There’s no direct rite of pas-
sage into manhood. This blokey culture that is age-old here. Men don’t talk about their 
feelings, you just toughen-up-and-get-on-with-it type of attitude. The first draft came 
through very quickly. Parts of it were topics that I wanted to delve into that I hadn’t 
personally experienced. The feelings and energies in the film might be similar to stuff 
I’ve personally experienced, but Vinny (the son, played by Otis Pavlovic) is experiencing 
them through different events. A real coming into manhood. It definitely reflects the 
father and son disparity that I have witnessed with so many of my friends as well. 

You had a pretty impressive team of people working with you. Tell me about the collective effort 
behind the film ... 

Chucky Boy Blue was by far the biggest project I’ve done. In the initial stages of 
development, it was just the co-producer Poppy Jones and myself working together, fi-
nessing the script. I wrote the first draft in a week. Poppy really helped drive the project. 
I said to her “You need to give me a date to get a first draft in.” She was like, “All right, I 
want it in a week.” We brought on another co-producer, Emelyne Palmer, and it was just 
the three of us for about a month leading up to when we officially shot. We were all huge 
fans of Adric Watson’s work, a Director of Photography from London who just happened 
to be in Sydney for two weeks. So we approached Adric, it was pretty cool. “Man you’ve 
got to read this script. Can we please get this script over to you?” Adric was like, “Sick. 
I like it, I’ll do it.” Adrian shoots a lot of work on film. He has his own 16 mm camera 
and a lens kit. We also got Kodak on board as a partner so this supported the film aspect 
in both product and processing. Otherwise, Chucky Boy Blue was basically self-funded.

What does using film add to the feel of the work? 
I actually found shooting on film quite difficult from a directing point of view. 

You only have a couple of takes on each shot to get it right so you rehearse scenes more 
and you feel more pressure. The digital split you have on the monitor is usually terrible 
quality. Think of the first video mobile phones that came out … it’s basically like that. 
Unless you’re looking through the viewfinder of the camera, you really don’t know what 
the shot looks like. We actually lost the split on one of the scenes we shot, so we ended up 
just kind of freestyling that one with Adric taking the reins – which he did a damn good 
job of! But it certainly adds an aesthetic that you don’t get with digital. Actors and crew 
behave differently on set and really respect the fact that time is limited – it feels a little 
more real. I’m not sure if that’s just from growing up watching movies shot on film but I 
do love the look of it and the feeling of seeing it for the first time is wonderful.

You make both narrative films and music videos – do you prefer one over the other? Where did 
the passion for making films come from?

I always wanted to shoot narrative and shoot stories based on different human 
emotions. I’m just fascinated with people and things that people do and how they act in 
certain situations – I think people are fucking crazy. Ever since film school, I’ve wanted 
to make music videos. They are super fun and I love trying totally different effects. I 
didn’t want to have just one style. I don’t think a director should have just one style. I 
think you should try and shoot in different ways, try to do completely different colors 
and narratives. I want to be free to ask “Okay, what suits this project? How should it be 
shot?” But film moves me the most. Even when I was really little I’d watch movies and 
just always cry! 

Tell me a bit about yourself, where did you grow up and what makes your day complete? 
I grew up in Margaret River, West Australia. Lots of surfing with mates. My dad’s 

actually a dentist, but he would do all kinds of crazy stuff! He was a race-car driver and 
a surfer. I grew up watching my dad race his car. I also love scaring the hell out of myself 
doing really risky things. I’ve always been into surfing big waves, spear fishing, doing 
stuff that really gets me going.

Do you get back to Western Australia often?
All the big waves are over there. I need that catharsis every year. It’s like an emo-

tional cleansing. After doing that, you just feel completely empty and ready to be filled 
up again. Your whole body and brain is just done, there’s so much serotonin and adren-
aline that just needs to be brought back.

Do you think that that risk-taking and that wildness in you comes out in your directing? Is there 
a bit of a parallel there?

It’s become part of my identity. I’ve thrived on doing wild stuff since being young--
to be confronted with experiences that bring me closer to danger. You feel like you’re liv-
ing more because you could die. It makes you more confident, it feels like you could do 
anything. It gives you a bit of an adrenalin high that I bring into directing. I like to think 
spontaneously and take risks. I love when people just put out all completely different 
stuff that’s not trying to be a certain thing. I think that’s raw and cool. You feel different 
all the time. If you feel like a different person one day, whatever! Go and be that. Go and 
wear some weird shit or act different, whatever you’re feeling, just get it out. Your energy 
changes all the time and your emotions change all the time, just go with it.

To get a taste of Tim Nathan’s incredible work and preview Chucky Boy Blue visit 
www.timnathan.work

Tim Nathan is a young Australian director 
with a background in photography. His short 
film, Chucky Boy Blue, won an award for Best 
Byron Film at the Byron Bay International Film 
Festival in 2020. Shot on 16mm film, Chucky 
Boy Blue’s narrative explores the kaleidoscope 
of human emotions from a raw, honest and 
deeply touching perspective. Tim Nathan 
himself is incredibly soulful – he is candid in 
a way that is both refreshing and intoxicating. 
He chatted with Leana Rack about Australian 
filmmaking, the catharsis of risk-taking 
and the freedom to explore different styles. 
Photography by Jordan Kirk.

Tell me a bit about being an independent film maker in Australia.
It’s a roller coaster. You don’t know when big opportunities are going to 

come up or you might get a project and be like holy shit, I’m set now. This is 
it.  Then you make it and it’s great but then the phone doesn’t ring for months 
afterwards. It’s hard to tap into.  

Is it hard to get the recognition?
I think with the narrative film pieces it is. It can be quite niche and hard 

to secure funding. I’d love to see a wider range of films produced and funded 
here (in Australia), particularly short films. I’d love to see people taking more 
risks. I’m still learning about how the whole narrative industry works within 
Australia, but I feel as though you have to get into Cannes or Sundance and 
then people will be like “Oh, he’s good. He must be good.” A lot of the films we 
are making are Australian culture based which would maybe prevent us from 
being understood overseas. I recently watched Babyteeth, an Australian film, 
which I thought was amazing. I was like “Bang, there is an amazing Aussie 
film.”

What was the creative motivation to make Chucky Boy Blue?
Initially I had this idea about a father. I wanted to make a film about a 

father and son dynamic. There’s so often a disparity between male relation-
ships, particularly in father and son relationships, where they don’t talk about 
their feelings at all. They bottle things up. They get bigger and bigger. I was 
like ‘Okay. The father should have something that he’s basically put in the 
place of his son,’ which in this film was his car. He’s obsessed with his car and 
everything’s about that. Meanwhile, his son is begging for communication and 



Tais Rose Wae shares her art and her stories.

Weaving and poetry are my homage to this eternal spirit of Country. Both mediums seek to tenderly 
hold elements from the world around me and to carry their stories with respect. This plays an 
enormous role in reconnecting me to my Aboriginal ancestry and to that knowledge and culture 
whose ties were disrupted through the ongoing process of colonisation. 

One thing I discover over and over again through this process of creation is that our 
connection to Country and to culture is never lost and cannot simply be oppressed out of us. It is 
passed on through blood, there is something so sacred in that. The ancestors are always with us and 
it is this very sentience which I try to capture in my work. 

The endless strength that I discover in the bodies of water that our old people birthed in, 
which nourished my own human body before I birthed my first child. Of the breaths of air that our 
ancestors breathed that now fill our lungs and carry us forward. Of the ancient songs that echo in 
lyrebird calls.
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Dreaming of 
dreaming

Acacia all black
from the bone cup
 and a daughter born
 with a blue quandong
 sucked to the stone
 between her lips,
 
the shadow 
of a camphor laurel leaf
  red bellied and
  heavy at the surface,
its branch eaten smooth
by a current of pearls
 
 and the velvet
 at the heart of a banksia
 broken under a foreign heel.
 
Lomandra’s new shoot
ripe for basket weaving
and a tongue
speaking language

and something else
for those of us 
who can’t remember how,

  with words wilted
  that don’t touch the ground,
  too bitter in the mouth
  for the familiar heartbeat
  of bush:

   lo
         man
      dra

   and other plants, uncommon, 
  whose seed need burning
 and knowing hands 

and then the blood
resilient and resinous like sap
falling inward,
 beating for country
 I do not know
behind eyes open,
dreaming of dreaming
and undreamt too.

Under ashen silt
and the grey in between,  
a quartz casting light
through muddied waters
alive with freshwater grayling

 and if you listen closely,
 you can hear the gold
 in the riverbed.

From a Place, 
Unknown

Tweed Regional Gallery & Margaret Olley Art Centre is a Tweed Shire Council Community Facility

Victoria Reichelt 
After (books) (detail)  2013 
oil on linen, 130 x 91cm 
Collection of Paul and Diane Howarth 
© The Artist 
Victoria Reichelt is represented by Jan Murphy Gallery, Brisbane 
and This Is No Fantasy, Melbourne.

Archive
Victoria Reichelt

4 December 2020 – 10 May 2021
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DOBELL AUSTRALIAN DRAWING 
BIENNIAL
Presenting eight contemporary 
Australian artists who create 
extraordinary new worlds in drawings. 
Fantastical, complex and inventive, 
these works conjure diverse ways of 
seeing and making sense of the world. 
Until 25 April, Lismore Regional 
Gallery, Lismore.

SIDNEY NOLAN – NED KELLY 
SERIES
Sidney Nolan’s 1946–47 paintings 
on the theme of the bushranger Ned 
Kelly are considered one of the greatest 
series of Australian paintings of the 
20th century. Nolan’s Ned Kelly series 
is a distillation of a complex, layered 
story set in the Victorian landscape 
and centred around a 19th century 
bushranger and his gang who were on 
the run from the police. This is a ticketed 
exhibition.
Until 22 August, Tweed Regional 
Gallery & Margaret Olley  Art 
Centre, Murwillumbah.

AWARDS

OLIVE COTTON AWARD OPEN 
FOR ENTRIES
The Olive Cotton Award is a $20,000 
biennial national award for excellence 
in photographic portraiture in memory 
of photographer Olive Cotton. The 
exhibition is selected from entrants 
across Australia and is a significant 
opportunity for established and 
emerging photographers. The winning 
work is acquired for the Gallery’s 
collection.
Entries close on the 2nd of May. 
The finalists will be displayed at 
the Gallery from 16 July to 19 
September. The announcement of 
the winners will be on 17 July.

WORKSHOPS

WINE & SIGN
Giddy Up books and record store, in 
collaboration with Michelle Maguire 
(with more than 30 years Auslan 
interpreting experience) and her sister 
Jenny Rozsa (beautiful local Deaf 
woman with a lifetime of experience 
communicating with Auslan), present 
an immersive and interactive Auslan 
learning experience with a glass of Vino 
included.
Six-week course, beginning 20 
April. Every Tuesday evening from 
6–8pm.

FEMHOOD’S CREATIVE 
WORKSHOPS
From contemporary dance, to voice, to 
writing circles and sound immersions, 
Femhood is a local womxn’s space to 
explore your creative potential in a 
safe environment. With new workshops 
coming out on the reg, keep an eye on 
their website for more information.
www.femhood.com.au

THEATRE

NORPA, POETS OUT LOUD
Come along to a very special night of 
word-loving, hosted by award-winning 
poet Sarah Temporal. Poets Out Loud 
is a community arts initiative, which 
empowers people of all ages through 
the spoken word. Poems, raps, rants, 
stories, we want them all! Please bring 
one piece, around two minutes long. 
You can sign up at the door from 6pm.
Sat 27 March, Lismore City Hall, 
Lismore

Arts Guide
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And so, we listen

You’re no stranger to going out into the bush to listen. Can you describe how the 
way you listen to natural landscapes may be different to the way you listen to 
man-made ones? 

In natural landscapes, you must allow yourself time to adjust and 
immerse in the environment. It isn’t the case of just standing still for a 
few minutes, it’s sitting and listening for long periods of time and trying 
to focus on the sounds that otherwise might pass you by. Urban or city 
soundscapes, while interesting texturally, just lack the ability to ‘open up’ 
to the listener.

Music has the paradoxical ability to allow us to escape and connect or remember 
and forget. As individuals, we each bring a different set of experiences and mem-
ories to audial triggers. For you, who began writing atmospheric music more 
seriously during your time as a PhD student, what was it about this situation 
that sparked a leap into your art more fully?

I often think about those days of writing music during my stint as 
a PhD student. It was a combination of me using my music as a diary 
or journal for how I was feeling and as a form of escapism from both 
the PhD experience and living in the city environment (I missed having 
easy access to nature). Reflecting on my discography, you can see I was 
conflicted with which career pathway to choose. Track titles like Who We 
Want To Be, Crossroads, New Beginnings and My Last Year were all written 
in the peak period of my PhD experience. 

You’ve recorded and produced music to accompany footage of wild, austere, and 
beautiful landscapes. The creation of the album for Bank Australia followed 
almost the inverse process: you were giving voice to the inherent score of the 
landscape – allowing nature an opportunity to compose her own soundtrack. 
It seems that not having formal musical training has allowed you to listen and 
create without the kind of inhibition that may come with a desire to create music 
‘correctly.’  What’s it been like forging your own path into the industry? 

Being paid a small stipend during my PhD was such a blessing 
now that I look back at my musical journey. It allowed me to have enough 
income to pay the bills/rent/food, etc. but more importantly, it allowed 
me to take a risk and change the direction of the music I was writing. I 
felt I was in a cycle of trying to write the next dancefloor hit and use that 
as a catalyst to break into the industry. Deep down, I knew that genre of 
music was not what I enjoyed writing so being able to clean the slate and 
start fresh with something I could call my own was a pivotal moment 
in my career. Not having any formal training has its drawbacks in that I 
cannot comfortably play on stage, cannot easily communicate what I’m 
actually playing and at times can feel quite isolating since I haven’t been 
part of a ‘scene’ as such. 

In saying that, there are also aspects I like; that is, I feel quite free in 
my approach to writing melody and progressions. I also use lots of other 
textures and tones to tell the story as opposed to traditional instruments. 
There is only so much you can learn in books; the rest is just translating 
those feelings and ideas down onto paper (or Ableton in this case!).

When you went out to the Bank Australia Conservation Reserve, you did so 
with less of a plan, and more of an intention to spontaneously capture what 
emerged from the landscape. What were some of the first sounds you noticed and 
how did the environment around you influence your creative process? 

The Wimmera region of Victoria is quite arid and sparse, so I 
wasn’t sure what I was in for when I visited the reserve. Traditionally I 
gravitate to areas that feature lots of rich sounds (moving water, rain, 

thunderstorms, dense forest) so I was worried I would not have much to 
record. Those worries quickly melted away when I came across an old-
growth yellow box (Eucalyptus melliodora) which is located at the center 
of the reserve. That tree was sustaining so much life for ant species, native 
bees, birdlife and with it, a rich array of sounds (heard in Life in the Yellow 
Gums). 

That tree alone became a focus of the trip because I felt like it 
captured the essence of the area. Another sound I was keen to try to 
capture was the whistling sounds the native Buloke trees (Allocasuari-
na luehmannii) made during wind gusts. Unfortunately, this turned out 
harder than anticipated with blown over tripods, too much distortion and 
hence unusable recordings. We plan to return in the coming months so 
that recording is something that may feature in the next EP!

Sometimes the gratitude that is felt for our natural world is accompanied by 
a pang of sadness in knowing it’s likely we won’t see the same natural abun-
dance that exists today. Do you think that music and field recordings have 
the capacity to communicate important issues surrounding climate change and 
conservation?

I hope so. I think a big part of why we are in this mess to begin with 
is because we have forgotten our roots to nature. I often get feedback 
from listeners all over the world saying the inclusion of field recordings 
helps them re-centre and escape the daily grind. I hope subconsciously 
that also means they are re-establishing some inherent connection with 
the land and environment around them.

For those who slow down enough to listen, time’s passing is marked by changes 
in the sonic landscape. Different sounds accompany sunrise, or rain, or the turn-
ing of the seasons. How would you describe the sounds you recorded at different 
times of day? Do you have any plans to return to the reserve to capture it in a 
different seasonal phase? 

Nothing beats that golden hour just before sunrise when the bird-
song is at its peak. I often set my alarm for when it is still dark so I can 
position my microphones and have everything recording long before the 
sun surfaces on the horizon. Similarly, I also love setting the microphones 
up to capture the transition from day to night as you capture the first 
sounds of the nocturnal animals leaving their burrows or nests to begin 
their night out and the insects and frogs that become more active in the 
dark of night. 

I’m really excited to return to the reserve during the colder seasons 
as the first EP was recorded in the peak of summer. The land has sea-
sonal wetlands and dams so I’m sure there are a lot of aquatic species to 
capture as well as some nice rainstorm/thunderstorm sequences.

What is it you hope people connect to when they listen to the album Sounds of 
the Conservation Reserve?

I hope they connect to something I feel is inherently found in all 
of us – a deep personal connection to the land that has sustained us and 
many species for hundreds of thousands of years. I hope it reestablishes 
this connection and reminds us that we need to do everything in our 
power to protect and regenerate areas that have been decimated by hu-
man activity.

To tune into the sounds of the Wimmera Region on Barengi Gadjin Land, 
check out Sounds of the Conservation Reserve on Spotify. 

When Tom Day created the album Sounds of the Conservation Reserve, he handed the microphone over – to the 
residents of the old-growth Yellowbox tree, to the howling wind (that nearly claimed one of his tripods!), to the 
insects, and to the birds. Artists everywhere draw on nature as inspiration, but it’s another thing altogether to write 
music in collaboration with her. The sounds you hear are transmitted directly from Bank Australia’s Conservation 
Reserve, a customer-owned, 927-hectare swath of land in Western Victoria. Home to 225 native plant and 270 
native animal species, Bank Australia customer and artist Tom Day was commissioned to sonically communicate the 
wild cacophony of the reserve in hopes of reminding us of our roots in nature. We had the pleasure of listening to 
Tom reflect on what it means to listen to this planet, and the value of sound in connecting us with the land. Words by 
Anna Hutchcroft. Photography by Tom Day.

“I think a big part of why we are in this mess to 
begin with is because we have forgotten our roots 
to nature. I often get feedback from listeners 
all over the world saying the inclusion of field 
recordings helps them re-centre and escape the 
daily grind. I hope subconsciously that also 
means they are re-establishing some inherent 
connection with the land and environment 
around them.”
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First Nations peoples have known for millennia that sitting in cir-
cles allows us to learn from one another, build respectful relation-
ships, and better receive cultural and ancestral knowledge. Based 
on your own work around guiding people into honest conversa-
tions with themselves and others, what do you think it is about 
this practice that has allowed it to stay so relevant throughout  
the ages?

Femhood: A circle is infinite, there is no hierarchy 
and all is equal. Sitting in circle creates the space to share 
our stories, connect and meet each other as equals. For 
this reason, this practice is a key element to the womxn’s 
work at Femhood in order to weave strong threads of 
connection, healing and knowing. We must know where 
we come from to know where we are going. Embracing 
each other’s backgrounds, cultures, identities and the 
stories that have shaped and defined who we are as wom-
xn today, allow us to create a future that represents a 
well-woven tapestry of rich diversity, mutual respect and 
reciprocity. 

Narayan Wallace: There’s something simple and 
powerful about connecting in this way. The combination 
of creating a safe space and using communication to meet 
our basic human needs ... it’s accessible and the outcomes 
are usually immediate. When witnessing friends sit around 
the dinner table and dialogue in a comparable format to 
the way groups once sat together in various ancient cul-
tures to process their lives, it becomes clear that this cus-
tom still has a foundational and meaningful place in to-
day’s world.

How do you prepare yourself as a facilitator to accommodate 
what arises during this more intimate group work?

Femhood: As facilitators, we prepare ourselves by 
maintaining a daily practice, cultivating deep listening, 
learning from our elders, embracing uniqueness, expand-
ing our tools as facilitators through trauma-informed 
NVC practices, compassionate language and foremost 
leading from our heart. We are dedicated to working in a 
matriarchal format and feminine way, for us this means 
we allow and surrender to the journey that presents itself 
and the knowing that the feminine has its own time to 
unfurl and blossom and that we do not wish to push an 
intent, rather, create a space in which to receive, nurture 
and welcome. 

NW: It helps to curate the environment to ensure 
anyone present can feel a certain base level of comfort. 
This might mean considering the space itself or the dy-
namic between the people who will attend. Most of the 
work occurs in the present moment, and the work is in 
staying there – connected to what people are sharing. Vul-
nerability begets more vulnerability and I often find it only 
takes one person to share something personal to then set 
the tone and unlock a similar in-depth response in others 
present and it continues on.

It feels like now is a particularly pertinent time to heal the 
social fabric we live in – to wonder together at how we got here 
and from that place begin to approach the trauma that deepens 
our separation. How do you see circles as healing some of the 
wounds we carry as individuals living in our current social and 
environmental climate?

Femhood: By creating safer, trauma-sensitive spaces 
we can allow braveness to arise and healing can happen 
from there.  Suppressed trauma can have a space to be 
held and nurtured. Connecting to our nature allows us to 
witness our reflections in each other. It is important that 
we have spaces and circles to navigate the past, decolo-
nize toxic structures and work together to move forward 
stronger for the future generations. For us, gathering as 
womxn in a female-identified body allows us to heal, grow, 
learn and celebrate our experiences.We base Femhood on 
a structure of four pillars which are Embodiment, Com-
munity, Expression and Nature. We believe these pillars 
form the foundation of how we can return to wholeness 
and balance as individuals and in community. Our classes, 
workshops and events are all based upon these pillars. 

NW: I totally agree. I think that as a society we’ll 
need to get creative to provide an increased level of sup-
port for humans – particularly in a post-pandemic world 
– and with a lot of us feeling more isolated and challenged 
than ever. As the human spirit rises with resilience to meet 
the new set of challenges we are facing, we’ve also got to 
consider what additional tools we can develop at a micro 
level. These safe spaces can be a tool to provide a place 
for support and for an array of human needs to be met 
which might otherwise go unmet. The potential positive 
outcomes here are limitless, starting at the individual level 
and rippling across society as a whole.

Can you share any hopes you may have for the way this work 
can impact society as a whole?

Femhood: As womxn, we have an important and 
unique role in the chain of events that could heal our so-
ciety and begin to bring it into balance. We truly believe 
that the world needs to shift into matriarchal values and 
leadership to unify. By connecting through sisterhood and 
reclaiming our power, we can heal our connection to dis-
torted patriarchal structures by recognising, embracing, 
and valuing each other’s gifts. 

NW: I always love to revert to the fact that humans 
are 99 per cent biologically identical and we also have a 
myriad of basic needs that often overlap between each in-
dividual. If we focus more on these points, we might be 
encouraged to collaborate more and assist one another. 
Using circles to focus intently on meeting basic human 
needs and finding healthier ways to communicate with 
one another could really be a turning point in our devel-
opment as a society, ushering in more empathy and com-
passion at a time when it is arguably most needed.

Listen: 
Sitting In Circles
In beginning to approach our own healing, many of the threads lead back to the social fabric 
in which we live. Which stories and relationships govern our lives? How does our experience 
of community create or mitigate stress? The womens’ or mens’ circle, so ubiquitous in this 
health-conscious region, allows us to experience the kind of healing that happens through 
storytelling, intimacy, vulnerability and accountability. Here, Anna Hutchcroft talks to 
Narayan Wallace and Femhood (collectively) about these ancient ceremonial practices and 
their capacity for transformation. Words by Anna Hutchcroft. 

Founded by Karina Christie 
Manning, Belu Tellez and 
Manuela Tommasone, 
Femhood is the only womxn’s 
space in Byron Bay dedicated 
to celebrating the journey of 
the feminine. An inclusive and 
accessible sanctuary for all 
female-identified persons.

Narayan Wallace facilitates 
Men’s circles in the Byron area. 
He is a band manager and 
founder of LUSTRE, a music 
company based in Byron Bay. 
He likes drinking tea, napping, 
and surfboard riding.

Where Are  
We Supposed 
To Go?

As a graduate architect I’m interested in who public space is really for. As an 
artist I’m interested in what it means to belong. In 2017, during my masters 
thesis in architecture, I began to consolidate these two subjects – what does 
it mean to belong from the point of view of those who don’t live in a house? I 
approached the topic the best way that my studies would allow, surveying and 
then creating floor plans of different camps in the nature reserves around Byron 
Shire. I have learnt two things relating to these ontological and overlapping 
themes. Firstly, public space is for people who can afford private space and 
we defend it as such. Secondly, our sense of belonging is innately tied to other 
people’s perception of us. Ironically, the conclusions marked the beginning of an 
investigation that has driven my art practice since. The question of belonging, to 
me, provides the most direct route into understanding how we can improve our 
quality of life. 

On my way into the Brunswick Nature Reserve in Bundjalung Country 
one morning about five years ago, I happened upon a community breakfast 
hosted by Liberation Larder. I was immediately attracted to the humble outreach 
program for the grassroots support it provided this community. When Liberation 
Larder was unable to provide this service anymore, a group of volunteers 
and I formed The Brunswick Heads Breakfast Club (just the Bruns Brekkie to 
those who know it), a not-for-profit, to ensure the continuation of this valuable 
service. Excess food from local restaurants, cafes and bakeries is ‘rescued’ and 
distributed to those in need. We also accept donations from individuals and 
organisations, resourcing our twice-a-week community breakfast.

I remember one morning we had a new guest arrive and one of our 
volunteers asked for his name. After repeating his name back to him, he said 
that no one had said his name out loud in four years. This biweekly gathering is 
about something beyond the exchange of food – it’s about fostering community. 
This starts with saying each other’s names. 

Over the years, I’ve had the privilege of getting to know the regulars 
who attend our breakfast and they are an integral part of our social fabric. To 
see first-hand how these members of the community are continuously made to 
feel like they don’t belong reinforces the polarising social construct that I’ve 
witnessed exists in Brunswick Heads – those who live in public space and those 
who complain about them. I’ve seen our entire homeless community condemned 
for the actions of a few. I’ve seen the broader community lean into their 
assumptions, particularly in relation to the treatment of the bush. 

It’s these blanket statements that are dangerous and a slippery slope to 
social division. It’s in the best interests of all of the community that we support 
and attempt to understand those who live unconventionally. There is a direct 
correlation between our sense of belonging and how we care for our personal 
environment, so if the community is concerned about the state of the bushland in 
which these people live, then we must start by asking for their name. 

In an increasingly polarised climate, assumptions and stereotypes are the 
driving forces that deepen the divide between us. Instead of approaching the 
unfamiliar with fear, I hope to foster a kind curiosity – one that I have seen fuel 
my art practice and inquiry into the human condition, public space and who this 
public space truly serves. I would like to think that my art attempts to break down 
assumptions. I use it as a tool to talk about the uncomfortable, even if it’s me that 
has to sit in the discomfort. 

This work has made me question my own belonging – a big one for me 
was acknowledgement that a lot of my success is born off the back of a systemic 
racist and classist country in which I benefit from but some others don’t. That 
was certainly not a pat-on-the-back moment but rather a reminder to keep 
moving into the uncomfortable and be a better ally. I keep my work completely 
transparent in this way and discuss the uncomfortable openly. 

I’m currently working on a show that is about putting a face to members of 
the community that are continuously moved on and made to feel as though they 
do not belong. I have spent many years with these nature reserve inhabitants 
digesting the question “Where are we supposed to go?”. I think before we 
answer this, at a base level we need to address the concerning gap within the 
community. I’ll say it again – our sense of belonging depends on other people’s 
perception of us.  

See Verity’s work at Lismore Regional Gallery, showing until 15 April. 

For most of us, it’s a pretty clear delineation 
between public and private, inside and 
outside, familiar and foreign. But for those 
of our population calling the public nature 
reserves home, the line between those 
distinctions begin to blur. Words by Verity 
Nunan. Photography by Clementine Bourke.
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There is an English-language saying that goes “there’s no such thing as a free lunch.” It was popularised 
by conservative economist Milton Friedman. Friedman is known for influencing a generation of politicians 
and economists – from Margaret Thatcher to Ronald Reagan and beyond – to practice economic 
individualism. His saying implies that sharing is impractical. Nothing, according to Friedman, is free. 
However, Milton Friedman likely had never experienced langar. Words by by Noah Dow.

A Free Lunch: 
Langar, Sikhism and 

Immigration
On a recent trip to Arrawarra with 
a group of friends, we continued 
south to Woolgoolga. We had heard 
rumors of a free lunch. We parked 
our respective vans across the street 
from the Guru Nanak Sikh Temple. 
We knew it was appropriate to cover 
your head before entering the tem-
ple, so each of us dug in our bags 
to find anything that could serve 
as a head covering. Then, apprais-
ing each other’s attempts, nodding 
and realising we looked in no way 
sophisticated, we made our motley 
way across the street. 

As penal labor in Australia 
decreased in the 1830s, the British 
sought laborers from elsewhere in 
their empire. This included the In-
dian state of Punjab, the historical 
birthplace of Sikhism. The first Sikh 
in Australia, Dobee Singh, arrived in 
Queensland in 1844. Singh, along 
with twenty-three other Indians, 
worked as an indentured servant at a 
sheep station. Through the 19th cen-
tury, Sikhs in Australia often worked 
as hawkers, cameleers and harvesting 
sugar cane. This agricultural founda-
tion continues to today. 

In the 19th and 20th centuries, 
the Australian government effected 
strict immigration criteria for entry 
into the country. The Immigration 
Restriction Act of 1901 was one such 
measure. It required immigrants into 
Australia to pass a language test in 
any European language. For exam-
ple, an Australian immigration offi-
cer could ask a Malay man to write 
fifty words in German. If that Malay 

man could not do this, he might be 
barred from entering the country. 
This immigration policy has also 
been known as the “White Austra-
lia Policy.” By the late 1940s, non-
whites made up only two per cent of 
Australia’s official population. This 
included Aboriginal Australians. It 
was only in 1975, with enactment 
of the Whitlam government’s Racial 
Discrimination Act, that it became 
illegal to evaluate immigrants based 
upon their race. 

Immigration policy slowed but 
did not stop Sikhs from establishing 
themselves in Australia. Throughout 
the 20th century, Australian Sikhs 
had worked to secure their own 
rights. In 1919, Australian Sikhs pe-
titioned the British to bring domestic 
partners into Australia. In the fol-
lowing decade, Australian Sikhs were 
granted the right to vote and were 
given pensions. Sikhs eventually es-
tablished communities around Graf-
ton, Maclean, Tweed and Lismore. 
In the present day, Sikhism is the 
fastest growing religion in Australia. 
According to the Australian Bureau 
of Statistics’ 2016 Census of Popu-
lation and Housing, Sikhism grew by 
74 per cent between 2011 and 2016. 

My own experience inside the 
Guru Nanak Sikh Temple in Wool-
goolga was one of entry into a new 
culture. I was there for maybe an hour, 
eating and talking to my friends. But 
my time there felt immersive beyond 
that. There was the ambient buzz of 
a community gathered. Children ran 
around under foot. Elders chatted in 

groups. The smell of food and the easy 
sounds of conversation wrapped me 
up. Upon entering the gurdwara (the 
Sikh place of assembly and worship), 
I had not known how to act politely, 
what the cultural symbols and the 
appropriate gestures were. Shoes off, 
over here, head covering on. Is it okay 
to sit here; what about over there? 
How do I approach where the food is 
being served? Despite my somewhat 
wide-eyed presence, the gurdwara 
volunteers were overwhelmingly ac-
commodating, patiently describing 
the food to me as well as circling back 
several times offering more chapatis. 

In Sikhism, the word langar 
refers both to a gurdwara’s commu-
nal kitchen as well as the practice of 
offering a free meal to any visitor. 
Langar began with Sikhism’s first 
guru, Guru Nanak, who advocated 
strongly for the equality of all peo-
ple. The design of a gurdwara reflects 
this – there are no raised platforms 
and strangers are meant to sit side 
by side. Amritsar, a city in Punjab, 
is the site of Sikhism’s holiest tem-
ple, the Harmandir Sahib or Gold-
en Temple. At the Golden Temple 
in Amritsar, langar is given daily to 
50,000 people. 

There is a Sikh saying that “to 
feed a hungry mouth is to feed the 
Guru.” This saying appears to harken 
to a strong social orientation in the 
religion. On my visit to Woolgoolga, 
the museum guide emphasised to 
me that Sikhism is of the lived world. 
Sikhs are asked to contribute a por-
tion of their earnings to their com-

munity and have no monastic order. 
Sikhism’s practical worldliness is 
evident in langar, where community 
volunteers provide food to whoever 
may need it. Langar, my guide point-
ed out, was also practiced during the 
bush fires last year when Sikh volun-
teers gave food and assistance to fire-
fighters and affected communities. 
Food may not often be thought of as 
religious – but if a part of religion is 
seeking what is human in the broad-
est possible sense, providing food 
seems relevant. 

During the third Sikh Guru’s 
time, Emperor Akbar, who ruled 
much of what is now India, came 
to visit. The Guru insisted that the 
emperor sit in langar with the com-
moners as part of the visit. Akbar 
acquiesced. The story goes that Em-
peror Akbar was so moved by the 
practice and experience of langar 
that he offered a large tract of land 
to the Guru for langar to be prac-
ticed upon. The Guru gave the land 
to his son-in-law who turned it into 
the city of Amritsar.  

10,728 kilometers to the 
southeast of Amritsar, in Woolgoolga, 
Sikhs are continuing their practic-
es of inclusion. There are two gurd-
waras in Woolgoolga, the First Sikh 
Temple of Australia and the Guru 
Nanak Sikh Temple. On my visit to 
the latter – which was brief but rich 
in gustatory and cultural consider-
ations – I discovered, contra Milton 
Friedman, that there is such a thing 
as a free lunch and what a delightful 
notion it is. 
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I’m saying hello to a group of friends at the Mid-
dle Pub in Mullumbimby when a loud, raspy 
voice cuts through the busy Friday-night din. 
“Oi! Where ya from?” I look over to see a short 
middle-aged man in a singlet. He’s talking to 
me. I continue to greet my friends. “Oi!!! YOU! 
Where ya from?” I wince this time, despite my-
self. I turn towards him and ask him why. He 
ignores the question and guesses instead. 

“Are ya Chinese?” 
“No.”
“I know! You’re Filipino.” 
“Yup.” 
“Knew it.”
I’m filling up my petrol tank, trying to get 

to $50.00 exactly, when the lady at the other 
bowser startles me. “YOU’RE BEAUTIFUL! 
WHAT ARE YOU?” she yells. The display says 
$50.01. 

“Human.” 
“No, but what kind?” she laughs.
“Ah. I’m half-Filipino, half-American,” 

speaking in tangible ratios.
“A bitzer,” she decides.
I’m mid-sentence, telling a customer at 

the cafe how much his bacon-and-egg croissant 
will cost. He interjects. 

“Where are you from?” 
“The States,” I reply, thinking he’s refer-

ring to my accent. 
“No, where are your parents from?” 
I realise he’s talking about my skin. “Oh. 

Um, my Mum is from the Philippines. My dad 
is from The States.”

“Told ya! You owe me ten bucks,” he yells 
to his friend.

I have a question: why does guessing the 
contents of a brown stranger’s DNA make one 
feel so astute? 

I’ve never witnessed a white person ap-
proach another white person with the question: 
“Let me guess: half-German, half-Scottish?” 
There’s a girl in this town: same-ish age, same-
ish skin tone, also half-Filipina. We’ve been mis-
taken for twins on multiple occasions. Perhaps 
whiteness affords privacy – the capacity to move 
through life without explaining yourself. For me, 
being asked the question of where I’m from flags 
a difference which  could refer to any number of 
things: my nationality, my birthplace, my current 
address, or where I choose to spend my Christ-
mases. Some answers are more complicated than 
others, but it makes me aware of being assessed. 
I feel a tension between myself and a perception 
of myself, prompting my own question (ques-
tions I rarely ask out loud): does this question 
presume that what is being asked is public busi-
ness? Does it presume I have an easy answer? My 
relationship to the question of ethnicity and race 
is inchoate; at this stage, complete resolution is 
neither necessary nor important. 

In various forms and severities, I’ve been 
asked questions of this sort too often to consider 
them novel. I recall Rebecca Solnit’s essay, The 
Mother of All Questions, recounting her frustra-

tion at being pressed on the issue of whether she 
was having kids: “Just because the question can 
be answered doesn’t mean that I ought to an-
swer it, or that it ought to be asked.” 

Usually, the question of where I’m from 
is followed up with another question: “No, but 
where are you really from?” And it’s at that 
point that I realise that the question is precluded 
by an imagined answer. Solnit, again: “We talk 
about open questions, but there are closed ques-
tions, too, questions to which there is only one 
right answer, at least as far as the interrogator is 
concerned. These are questions that push you 
into the herd or nip at you for diverging from 
it, questions that contain their own answers.” 
Overwhelmingly, I’m asked the question in a 
white patriarchy of unaddressed privilege. I’m 
asked to accommodate the dominant culture, 
commend it for its curiosity, share personal de-
tails about myself and my family, and willingly 
teach its members about their own marginal-
ised cultures (without offending them). I myself 
am privileged in more ways than I’m able to 
recount here. For starters, I’m young, socially 
supported, financially secure, exposed to differ-
ent cultures and able-bodied. But I do not fit 
within the norm that exempts me from personal 
questions about ethnicity and heritage. 

One of my white friends sent their spit to 
a DNA-tracing website to see where their ances-
tors were from. When the results didn’t include 
something “exotic,” they expressed disappoint-
ment. To cross their fingers for something “eth-
nic” means also to deny that being English is an 
ethnicity. To be “ethnic” has taken on the mean-
ing of being not-white. This ignores the truth that 
we are all from somewhere. It’s an interesting du-
ality, though, wanting to define where others are 
from and refusing the question for yourself. 

My parents and their friends referred to 
my brother and I as “Third Culture Kids’’ – a 
term coined by sociologist Ruth Hill Useem in 
the 1950s. I never really questioned it. A part of 
me was comforted by the idea of belonging to a 
group of people (despite the fact that the only 
thing we had in common was the experience of 
feeling on the outside). During my research for 
this essay, I came across a study in the Inter-
national Journal of Intercultural Relations called 
Confused or multicultural: Third culture individuals’ 
cultural identity. In the first few pages, I read that 
third culture individuals are “defined as people 
who lived outside their passport country during 
their developmental years.” I’d argue that all of 
our years are developmental years, but truthful-
ly, I’m contending with the fact that I have two 
passports (and that I’m not a Third Culture Kid 
after all). I honestly don’t know how I’ve lived 
this many years without knowing that. 

I migrated to Australia just after high 
school and I’ve lived in multiple international 
cities in my adulthood. In every location, I’ve 
found an easy affinity in the places I’ve called 
home. But with each move, I grappled with my 
sense of belonging, sense of self, and my place 

in various cultural identities. With each move, I 
turn the question back on myself. Where am I 
from? Where is home? When identity is attached 
to a sense of belonging, one’s compass is set to 
find bearing through family ties, deep emotional 
connections, and attachment to place. 

In Australia, I’m Filipino. In the Philip-
pines, I’m American. In the US, I’m Australian. 
None of those things are who I am, and I think 
that the impulse to sort people into the binary of 
“foreign” or “native” is not only myopic, but dan-
gerous. We sell ourselves short, settling for sim-
plification. It breeds fear, misunderstanding and 
loneliness. To simplify the other, we are negating 
the complexities that exist within ourselves. My 
mother’s parents were instances in the difficulty 
of classing somebody as a single ethnicity. Each 
of their respective ancestries included parts of the 
Philippines’ colonial history. My grandmother had 
descendants from Spain and my grandmother 
some from Japan. Both carried in their blood a vi-
olent colonial past. My father is from the United 
States, a government that also colonised the Phil-
ippines. I’m often told that I should appreciate the 
“unique” mix of “exotic” elements I have. 

Fact: there are post-colonial descendants 
living in former colonies all over the world. Re-
gardless of the colour of your skin, it is not “exot-
ic” or “unique” to have ancestors from different 
geographical locations. Dylan Moran, an Irish 
comedian, joked about some of the strangeness 
of people with British constitutions inhabiting 
this content: “It’s a totally inhospitable place, 
you shouldn’t be here. The sun… you live about 
three quarters of a mile from it. You fling your-
selves into the sea when you’re not actually 
walking around audibly crackling in the heat, 
but you persist.” And yet, it is a stretch of the 
imagination to consider white people in Austra-
lia “exotic” or “unique.” The threads that tie my 
selfhood together are not so much “unique” as 
they are a story of a post-colonial world.

I believe that significance is often found 
through story: the story we tell ourselves, the 
stories other people tell us, and sometimes our 
own stories told by  other people. In her essay, 
Age, Race, Class, and Sex, Audre Lorde discusses 
the importance of individuals reclaiming their 
differences and reflects on how we can begin 
to understand each other better: “To examine 
Black women’s literature effectively requires 
that we be seen as whole people in our actual 
complexities – as individuals, as women, as hu-
man – rather than as a stereotype provided by 
society in place of genuine Black women. And I 
believe this holds true for the literature of oth-
er women of colour who are not Black.” Man, 
woman, black, white, other. I don’t know what 
it takes to not let our differences drive us apart. 
But I do hope for this: to let each of us tell our 
own stories in our own time and be heard. To re-
sist the urge to create simple narratives by which 
to understand the world. To know the questions 
in life that are truly worth asking and to listen to 
the answers.

An essay by Anna Hutchcroft

On looking ‘exotic’ and 
other assumptions

Dear Paradiso reader,

Are you looking for inspiration? 
Are you yearning for more stories 

of hope and change?

Join our community through Dumbo Feather 
magazine and the Dumbo Feather Podcast and tap into 
conversations with today’s leading thinkers, activists, 
artists, writers, ecologists, entrepreneurs and more.

Subscribe at dumbofeather.com
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The Sky  

Through  

Orange Silk
Photography by Jessie Prince. Styling by Max Bell.

Pierce wears vintage suit sourced from EMPIRE REVIVAL, SALT MURPHY shirt. On the opposite page, Lucas wears MADISON 
GOODRIDGE shirt, mesh tank and pants sourced from RETRO METRO.Fashion & Beauty Paradiso Issue Eighteen 3534



Top, Pierce wears vintage safari suit sourced from RETRO METRO, SALT MURPHY tank, VERMEER STUDIO necklace. Lucas 
wears vintage safari suit sourced from RETRO METRO, CARRERA sunglasses, ETRO Scarf. Bottom, Lucas wears PALMA 
MARTIN shirt, pants stylists own. Pierce wears MARINE SERRE embroidered shirt, SALT MURPHY pants, ÉLIOU pearl 
necklace. On the opposite page, Pierce wears RAEY pants. Lucas wears vintage pants sourced from RETRO METRO.Fashion & Beauty Paradiso Issue Eighteen 3736
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Top, Pierce wears vintage suit sourced from EMPIRE REVIVAL, SALT MURPHY shirt. Lucas wears MADISON GOODRIDGE shirt, mesh tank and pants 
sourced from RETRO METRO. Bottom right, Lucas wears vintage safari suit sourced from RETRO METRO, ETRO Scarf. Bottom left, Pierce wears MARINE 
SERRE embroidered shirt, SALT MURPHY pants, ÉLIOU pearl necklace. Lucas wears PALMA MARTIN shirt, pants stylists own. On the opposite page, 
Top, Pierce wears vintage safari suit sourced from RETRO METRO, SALT MURPHY tank, VERMEER STUDIO necklace. Lucas wears vintage safari suit 
sourced from RETRO METRO, CARRERA sunglasses, ETRO Scarf. Fashion & Beauty Paradiso Issue Eighteen 3938



Imagined Identities

So, is it really ‘true’? The story you 
tell about your life, the collection 
of experiences that brought you 
to this point – how you came to 
be you? 

Have you told it so many 
times – to yourself, to others – 
that you no longer need to think 
about its twists and turns, the 
route from ‘a’ to ‘b’ so entrenched 
that you follow it blindly, a marble 
in a pinball machine hurtling to the 
finish line? 

How far do you really trust the 
veracity of your memories, and what 
they tell you about yourself? 

The matter of memory

There is no way by which the events of the world can 
be directly transmitted or recorded in our brains; they are 
experienced and constructed in highly subjective ways, 
which are different in every individual to begin with 
and differently reinterpreted or re-experienced whenever 
they are recollected … Frequently, our only truth is nar-
rative truth, the stories we tell each other and ourselves 
– the stories we continually recategorise and refine. 

(Oliver Sacks, 2013)

We tend to think of a memory as something static. 
A moment, preserved. A jar of summer fruit, stored on a 
shelf, ready to be pulled down, held up to the light, exam-
ined and returned in precisely the same condition.

Memories are often presented as facts (consider the 
importance placed on eyewitness accounts in courts of 
law) and we construct our personal stories using memory 
as the scaffold, without stopping to question what materi-
al it is really made of. 

The process of remembering was termed ‘imagina-
tive reconstruction’ by the cognitive psychologist Fred-
erick Bartlett to illustrate the fact that (as neurologist 
Oliver Sacks also highlights above) memory doesn't faith-
fully play back our experiences. Instead, it ‘reconstructs’ 
them imaginatively. And that act of reconstruction  
has consequences.

As psychologist Daniel Schacter puts it: “Some-
times, in the process of reconstructing we add on feelings, 
beliefs or even knowledge we obtained after the experi-
ence. In other words, we bias our memories of the past 
by attributing to them emotions or knowledge that we ac-
quired after the event.” 

The same point, with a little more steel (from a fa-
vourite passage in Cormac McCarthy’s The Road): “He 
thought each memory recalled must do some violence to 
its origins. As in a party game. Say the word and pass it 
on. So be sparing. What you alter in the remembering has 
yet a reality, known or not.”

Our memories mutate. They are an inherently un-
reliable record of our past, made of porous material, ab-
sorbent of both internal and external influence. In fact, 
research has shown false memories can be planted into 
otherwise healthy people through suggestion and memo-
ry-retrieval techniques, with one study resulting in 70 per 
cent of (innocent) subjects believing they had committed 
theft or assault.

I experienced my own minor version of the mutable 
nature of memory, after writing a story set in a place called 

Bowen Island. Bowen (situated 
just off the Vancouver mainland) 
is a place my friends and I spent 
a weekend while I was living in 
Canada, a long time/a different 
life ago. Nothing dramatic hap-
pened that weekend, but the 
image of the island stayed with 
me. 

The stretch of the arbutus trees 
against the bleak winter sky.

The gravel road giving way to dense 
bush.

The night sky stippled with a row of 
lights from across the bay. 

The damp smell of moss and rotting leaves 
underfoot.

As the writing project grew, so too did Bow-
en. The island became pliable, made from the same soft 
matter as memory itself, able to be moulded in service 
of my story without being constrained by fact. What 
strikes me now when I draw on my memories of Bow-
en is that not only have many of them mutated, they 
are also entangled with images from my creative work 
–  there is no delineation in my mind between ‘truth’  
and ‘fiction’. 

The bear on hind legs, breath misting in front of her in  
the damp air of the early morning. 
Rows of sun-bleached headstones at the gravesite atop  
the island. 
A half-built log cabin nestled at the foot of the forest.

Of course, none of these things existed during my 
weekend trip all those years ago, but I lived all of these 
images in the construction of the manuscript. The fact 
that I can recognise, on an intellectual level, the cognitive 
process at play here doesn’t actually change how I now 
remember that island. The memory has swelled – it is an 
expanded version of itself. And as silly as it may sound, 
this new memory of the island, in its reconstructed 
form, feels more ‘real’ than any other version. 

The duality of memory and self

That there is a relationship between 
memory and self is something we inher-
ently understand (and pointing it out 
is close to cliché). What feels infinite-
ly more interesting is what we can 
discover about ourselves when 
we start to question the flu-
id, constructive character of 
both our memories and our 
identities. To hold up a lens 
to their shifting, nebulous 
nature, their capacity to both 
transform and be transformed by  
each other. 

Memory’s primary concern is 
for substance over surface – only what 
matters most to us (at the time) is re-
tained. We remember the gun, not the gun-
man, the story, not the sentence. But what 
matters most to us may not be what matters 

most to the person next to us, which means every mem-
ory is a representation of our own values and emotional 
landscape at the time of encoding.

I once had a conversation with a family member 
about an event that I hold as a defining point in my life 
and thus in the story I tell about myself, to myself. Their 
memory, as a bystander, included none of the menace or 
dark fury that mine did. The event, on their retelling, was 
almost innocuous. I recall feeling betrayed by the wide 
chasm between our memories, but even now, I can’t tell 
you whether the betrayal is theirs, or mine (both things 
are probably true).

What’s clear is that ideas of selfhood wield just as 
much power over the shape of our memories as our past 
does over our sense of self – it’s a deeply reciprocal rela-
tionship. Not only do we colour our memories each time 
we reconstruct them based on our current concept of self, 
it’s also been shown that we recollect memories that align 
with this sense of self.

This process has been coined the ‘congruence ef-
fect’; memories congruent to our present mood are more 
likely to be retrieved than ‘mood incongruent informa-
tion’. In other words, we remember things that made us 
feel then the way we are currently feeling now – a continu-
ous loop determined both by our current mood and what 
kind of person we hold ourselves to be. 

This operates in a similar way to confirmation bias 
– we always find the evidence we’re looking for. Think 
you’re a universally loved joker? The memories you rec-
ollect will (most likely) confirm this self categorisation. 
Think you’re a bumbling screwup? Same scenario.

However, a rupture in that sense of self can lead to 
long-buried memories being released. Perhaps you (the 
‘screwup’) are confronted with irrefutable evidence that 
forces you to reframe that perspective. Because you now 
view yourself differently, memories that had previously 
contradicted your world (and self) view are now able to 
be accessed. Pockets of air, rising to the surface. 

Imagined identities

It was Joan Didion who said, “I’ve already lost 
touch with a couple of people who I used to be.”  

There’s a (very Didion-esque) air of melancholy 
to that, but we know precisely what she means. 

Across this life, we inhabit (and discard, 
and lose touch with) multiple versions of our 

‘self ’. We stretch, we grow, we shed skin 
after skin after skin. And there’s endless 

beauty, and a little terror, in that.

The beauty (terror) for me is 
this: If we understand that our 

identity is built from a collect-
ed mosaic of past experienc-

es, accessed via memory, 
and we accept that mem-

ories are ‘imaginative recon-
structions’ of past events, then 

we can follow that acceptance to 
its inevitable conclusion.

That our identities are also 
‘imaginative reconstructions’. That 

identity itself is a mutable space. 
That self, like memory, is a fluid, not 

a solid, which means it can be shaped it as 
we see fit. 

On memory, self and stories.                                  Words by Kelly Poynter.

Byron Bumps Massage - inside Nimbus Co

4/17 Tasman Way, Byron Bay

hellobyronbumps@gmail.com

www.byronbumpsmassage.com

Safe, nurturing and 

holistically nourishing 

service to the mother 

to be and beyond.

Replenish
your mind, body & spirit

endota spa Byron Bay 
Level 1, Lawson Arcade,  
17 Lawson Street Byron Bay,  
NSW 2481  p: 02 5665 8900

e: byronbay@endotaspa.com.au   
w: endotaspa.com.au/byron-bay

Visit us at endota Day Spa and 
feel your stresses melt away as 
soon as you enter our serene 
self-care sanctuary.

Our dedicated team of expert 
therapists – and an extensive 
menu of rejuvenating treatments 
– will make your experience at 
endota Day Spa Byron Bay a 
wellbeing journey to remember.

Allow us to calm, soothe and 
nurture you from head to toe, 
with a choice of massage, 
facials, beauty therapies and 
deluxe spa packages.

Wellbeing40



Night Scenes

Travel Paradiso Issue Eighteen 4342

Thomas Brown, a lone photographer silhouetted by the street lamps of Australian suburbia,  
walks into the night lugging old analog cameras in the hopes of capturing light in the dark.  

Words and photos by Thomas Brown.



Focused on the visual aesthetics of the everyday, 
the work is underpinned by the ever-changing 
landscape of regional Australia through economic 
growth and globalisation. The charm of yesterday 
is still here and partly fused with the contemporary. 
I’m interested in documenting that.

Travel Paradiso Issue Eighteen 4544



 
C

E
L

E
STIAL ACT

IO
N

 
C

E
L

E
STIAL ACT

IO
N

  

Published by The World Needs Creatives Pty Ltd. 
4/7 Grevillea Street, Byron Bay NSW 2481
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Marrickville, NSW. Paradiso is printed on 
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Disclaimer: No part of this publication may be reproduced in 
whole or part without the permission of the publisher. The views 
expressed in Paradiso are those of the respective contributors 
and are not necessarily shared by the publisher. Contributions 
and submissions are welcome but no responsibility is taken. 
Information and credits are correct when going to print but may 
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Club Paradiso
Come for the fun, stay for the best 
membership in town. Join the club and 
receive our OUT NOW newsletter – you will 
be the first of your friends to find out when 
our latest issue is hitting the streets; you’ll 
receive our Journal – a digital extension 
of Paradiso; AND you will be the first to be 
invited to all of the very exciting Paradiso 
events. Sign up now.

thisisparadiso.com.au/club
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ACROSS
1 Game piece
3 “Stop that!”
6 Cords
10 Possession 
11 Bullwinkle, e.g.
12 Librarygoer
13 Transform
14 Intelligence

16 Gang
18 Schuss, e.g.
21 “My boy”
22 Apprehensive
23 Mouth, in slang
25 Dreamer
27 Run
29 Despot’s duration
30 Yankees

31 Sheets
32 Exam
33 Brought into play

DOWN
1 Ten hundreds
2 Midday meal
4 Different
5 Issue

6 Made aware
7 Academic
8 Candied
9 “No kidding”
15 Pondering
17 Patrons
19 Inspired
20 Debars
24 Launch

25 Bacon bit
26 Change, chemically
28 Ishmael’s people
35  To cut
36  Gone

Crossword: 

Partner up or 

go solo with this 

puzzling puzzle.

Oh, you’re at the end.

To pass the time between issues  
you can always go to our

Journal

and read a curated selection of 
features from the Paradiso archives. 

Issues 01–18

thisisparadiso.com.au/journal

Paradiso Book Club

Kokomo by Victoria Hannan
Victoria Hannan’s Kokomo – which won the Victorian Premier’s 
Literary Award for an unpublished manuscript – is a novel about the 
big things: love, friendship, family and what it means to come home. 

Mina lives a busy (yet unfulfilled) life in London until a late-night 
phone call sends her racing home to Melbourne – her agoraphobic 
mother, Elaine, has left the house for the first time in twelve years. The 
book traces Mina’s ensuing search for answers to the questions of her 
past and her place in the present. 

Equal parts moving and humorous, Kokomo is a relatively quick read 
that belies its ability to set up shop in your brain. The characters feel 
immediately identifiable and Hannan’s writing is razor sharp (NB: 
don’t be swayed by the first two pages, which go into great – and 
comedic – detail about a penis attached to a man named Jack). 

Through it all, Hannan weaves a rich and compassionate insight 
into the messiness of human relationships. She broadens our 
understanding of what love looks like and how it can be inhabited, and 
how it very rarely fits our prescribed notion. The novel also feels like 
a testament to the power of friendship and the relationship between 
Mina and her best friend Kira is a thread that holds the book (and 
Mina) together.

Words by Kelly Poynter. Artwork of book cover by Melanie Valentine. 

In the Stars

All about the Celestial Action, Kat 
has created an app called It’s Just a 
Phase: search it on Google Play or the 
App Store to stay up to date with the 
moon’s cycles. For more info head to 
itsjustaphase.app/notes

As the 
dust settles from an 

astrologically busy start to 2021, the 
coming months augur some sweet energy for 

all of us. Neptune has been in its home constellation 
Pisces since 2011. This amplifies all things Neptunian: 

connection to the subconscious, abstract thinking, creative 
expression, forgiveness and redemption. The desired result with 

Neptune is always insight over pure escapism. How you go about it is 
up to you. This transit (which will last until 2026) has provided a surreal 
backdrop to some of the harder angles and aspects we’ve experienced 
since 2011. The laundry list is long for how society has changed and is 
still changing. Add in fake-news and media oligopolies and we have 
a classic Neptune conundrum. What is real? What can we believe?  If 

you’re incentivised to reach for your Rudolf Rocker texts and take to the 
streets - cool! The astrological new year begins March 21: Aries season. 

Coupled with Mars in tactical Gemini, the new moon on April 12 is 
the ideal time for addressing what you want the year to look like. 

In mid-May Jupiter will join Neptune and transit Pisces until 
the end of July. A good thing. The last time this happened 

(1856) Victorians won the right to an eight hour work 
day. Anticipate a surge in creativity, healing and 

endless opportunities for dreaming up 
your utopia. 

‘A
n

d
 w

h

en
 in

 doubt, be ex
tre

m
e
.’  

 - Genesis P-Orridge. 
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