


ADialogue-God,notGod's!

"Youcan'tmixusChristianswithallthisotherlot.."hesaytome.

Ishuthimoffwithawaveofmyfrozenhandbeforewegoofftowar.

Whatisitwiththesefundamentalists?Alwayspreaching-itdoesn't

matterwhetherthey'reChristiansorMuslims..thoughI'dhavetoadmit

thattheMuslimsaren'tinyourfacequiteliketheseChristians,I

supposethatitsafactorofAustraliabeingasocalledChristiancountry.

Muslimsappeartobemoreinterestedinpreachingbypractice..'bethy

do'ersoftheword'...Whatisthatpassage?FromJames,theNazarene's

littlebrother...Ahyes,'Whoeverbreaksoneoftheleastofthe

commandmentsandteachesothertodoso,willbetheleastinthe

KingdomofGods...buthewholookstotheperfectlaw-thatlawof

liberty,notlicence-andperseveres,notjusthearersthatforget,but

do'erswhoact...Theylookatthemselvesinthemirrorandupon

walkingawayimmediatelyforgetwhatitistheylooklike.'Something

likethat...Now,manywouldsaythatItoopreachandIdon'tdenythis

attimes,butIliketothinkthatI'mjustamirrorholder..areflectorof

theirwords...Theirworlds.

"..theGreeksandItalians,theywereok,"hesaid"atleasttheybelieved

ingod,butassoonaswestartedlettinginthebloodyViet-congandnow

thesefuckinrag-headba..."

AgainIheldmyhandup,"Youmean,inyourgod.Whatmakesyou

believe,whatmakesyouthink,thatthis'otherlot'don'tbelievein

gods?"

"Theydon'tobeythelaw.Ourlaw.Itsourfuckingcountryandtheyhave

-to-obey-thelaw!"hesnaps,juttinghisjawout..andsensing,perhaps,

thatItoohavenorespectforhisgod,andperhaps,thatIdon'tobeyhis

law.

"Thegodsareallthesame,"Isaid"theyhavenorespectforlaw.People

makelaws,peoplewithclubs...Andtheymakethempurelytosuit

themselves.ThelawhasnothingtodowithGods.Andwhat'smore,they

maketheselawsonlytomakewarbetweeneachother'sgods."



He'sdropshishoe.I'veupsethim.Thewife'sthrowingtheglitter

makinggearbackintothevehiclewithanobviousdisgustatmy

heathenaffrontery...I'munarmedbutnotalone.Ihavemyeyes..and

myeyes,they'rewatchingtheirgods.

"I'llshowyousomethingfromalawyer,"hesays,spittingthelawyerout

asthoughitstheultimateweaponofhisgod.

"I'mnotinterestedinyourlawyer,buddy,normuchyourgods.Iwas

broughtupamongMuslimsandneveroncewasIpreachedto..notlike

youfundamentalistChristianswhopreachcontinuouslywithoutevera

thoughtastopractice.No,"Isay"Ishouldn'tsaythat,"Ibow,"shouldI?

Youpreachhateandyoupracticeitwell."

Well,asusual,I'vejustmadeacoupleofgoodnewfriends.

"God!NotGods!..c'monScott."andsheslithersinbehindherwheeland

slamsthedoor.Hegivesmeonelastlookofaffrontandfollows.Me?...I

retreatbackintoCornwell'sbiographyofPiusXII.

OldColgetsupoutofhisFerrariarmchairwherehe'sbeensitting

listingtothisclaptrap,andwandersover."Mitchell,"hesays"youdo

provokethesepeople.Yougottalearntoignore'em.Itdon'tmatter

muchwhattheybelieve..theyjustallboxedupintheirownlittle

worlds.Right,soso."

"Soso,butCol,hecameuptomeandlaunchedintothe'usandthem'

spiel.I'mnotinterestedinwhattheychoosetobelieve,itsonlywhenwe

haveaconflict,andoneofuschoosesforittobecomeaclashthat

there'saproblem.I'mentitledtomyprivateignorancejustasmuchas

theyare.I'dratherthatouridealsdidn'thavetoclash.I'dratherthat

wheretheydid,wecouldsitdownanddebatethemwithoutanyreal

conflict...But,wherewecan'tdothis,I'dratherthatwecouldusethat

oldfashionedimperative...Youknow,thegoldenrule!"

"Haha,"helaughs"thegoldenrule,tooright,tooright,butyoudo

provokethem..."

"Fromafar?Youdon'timaginehecouldreadthecoverofmybookfrom

20maway..andevenifhecould,whatbusinessisitofhis?"



NowCol'sanoldminer,aGongboy.Wefirstmetonedaywhenhecame

overtoseewhathisdoghadfoundthatwassointerestingunderneath

myoldvan,andmadeacommentabouthowmuchhelikedmymusic.

C.C-hislittledog-haddiscoveredtheglycoldrippingfromtheoldFord,

meblissfullyunawareofthis,thinkingitwasmymusicthathadbought

himover...thinking,Ah,thelittlefellasjusttryingtogetabreakfrom

12hrsofgeneratedpetrolpower.Col'sagoodfella.Outonhisownand

alonglongwayfromhometoo.Wehaveourdifferencesbutwecan

chatquiteamiablyaboutthem..andC.CthinksI'mthebee'sknees.That

firstmeeting,upataplacecalledStonehenge,Colhadintroducedmeto

themodernwondersofMovicol,ofwhichalas,I'mnowaddicted.Early

thenextmorning,Colcameoverwithanoldmemorystickandaskedif

hecouldgetsomemusiconit.Sure,Isaid,leaveitwithme...Oh,and

Col,pissthatdamngeneratoroffdownthehillwillya.Col'sagoodfella.

"Rightorighto..justtestingjusttesting,"hesays,asC.Cdraggedhimoff

towardtheoldmenroom.

"Col,"Iyelledover,"whatsortofmusic?...Anything?"

"Yeah,anything,likeyouwasdoin'yesterday..."

WellIwasdoin'alotofdifferentstuffyesterdayandIreallycan't

imaginea78yearoldsteelworkerlikingsomeofthestuffIwasplaying.

SoIsays,"Anything..areyousure?"

"Yeah,fillupthestick...ButnoneofthatCoonJazzshit!"

Mymindflashesforamoment,CoonJazz,Ithink...everythingI'vegot

isCoonJazz.SoIsays,"Col,"Isay"everythingI'vegotisCoonJazz."

"YaknowwhatImean,"hedrawls,"that..trumpet..bugleshit..."

"YoumeanlikeStefanGrapelli,DjangoReinhardt..LouisArmstrong,

PorgyandBess,thatsortofstuff...AlJolson?"

"That'swhatIsaid,"hesays"NoCoonJazz."

Heleavesmethinkingashealwaysdoes.

Oneoftheproblemswithplaceslikethis-semi-wilderness-isthatit

attractsalltheyaya's,whatweusedtocallTrogs-destructiveforno



otherreasonthanthattheycan.Alotoftheoldguys,theseGnomads,I

cansortofunderstand..sortof,buttheyoungerones,withyoungkids,I

don't.Imean,timessurehavechanged,finitefuturesandall-butstill,

thekids.ItiscoallandIsuppose,anditsgoingtomakethemallrichand

therestoftheworldjustthatlittlebitpoorer..andsicker.Ofcourseits

goingtomakethekidspoorerandsickertoo,butthenthat,they'regoing

tohavetofindoutforthemselves...PerhapsDad'stemporaryricheswill

somehowprotectthemfromplanetsickness...Itsafunnythingthisnew

technology,bynowyou'dexpecttoseemassivedomedenclavesfully

equippedwithairandwaterpurifyingplants-coalfiredofcourse-the

plantsontheoutside;outthereintheinfiniteworldwithusold

bastards.

Col'sanoldfashionedAussiebloke,trackypantsandbluesinglet.

Workedhardallhislifeforawageandnow,nowhe'sthrownoutonthe

scrapheap..workingonhalfofonlyonelung.Andthenwehavethese

newageracistgod-idiotshere,tearingupthelandforglitter,ourshared

environment,likethere'snotomorrow.Givenalicencetohateandto

rapebyaninsularKingwithsomecorruptedbeliefthatallthetroubles

intheworld-well,inhisAustralia..no,intheworld,arecausedby

differentcolouredfolkwhocallthesamegodsbydifferentnames.Of

course,lookingatitfromhisviewpointthatmeansthattheyare

differentgods.Whatatoughreconciliation,thisfactastheysay,that

thereisonlyonegod-Theirs.WeneedmoreloveinAustralia,theKing

says,moregod.His.InoticethattheKing'sbeenreassuringhispeople

thathisgod-HE,hesays-islookingafterusall.Makesonesick,makes

onewondertoo,justhowitisafteralltheseyearsofthedesexualising

ofequality,thatgodisaHEagain.Makesonewonderhowthegirls

standforit?Well,Isupposethateverythingoldisnewagain.

"Itsthatdammedcatofyours,"Colsays.

"Itsnotthecat,Col,itswhatitstandsfor...Ihavefriendsbackhome

wholikesthecatbuthatewhatitstandsfor.Notthattheyreally

understandswhatthecatstandsfor.Ihaveafriendwhoseanartdealer.

Lovesthecat,butArt,yousee,mustbeonlyforart'ssake-decoration,

prettypictures-assoonasithasmeaning,orthatmeaningcanberead

intoit..especiallyifthatmeaningiseitheradversetoone'sdesiresor



somethingthatonewishesnottoknow,thenitcan'tbeArt.Itsthisnew

worldofassumedprivilege;Artislikeconversation,ifitsmeaningless,

orapparentlymeaningless...Ishouldperhapssay,ifonecanpretend

thatitismeaningless,thenitssafe.Eh!CrimeisNotArt."

"Tooright,tooright.."

ColactuallyknowArt,painting,hesurprisesmeattimesforanoldfella

whospeaksbadandhassomeprettyarchaicturnsofphrase,justsome

ofthewisdomheseemstohideaway.He'sgotafewniceprintsupinhis

oldcaravan.Post-Modernist,Expressionist,Ithinktheyare..aGuernica

thatwrapsaroundhisdiningarea,abovehislittletable.Youwouldn't

knoworthinkbywatchinghimwanderingaboutwithlittleC.C.onthe

endofhisancientpieceofstring,thewisdomhehashidenaway.

"Younotpaintinganymore,Mitchell,"Colsays"..whyisthat?"

"Ah,myhandsCol,can'tevergetthingsfinishedandcarryingthem

aboutisafuckinnightmare.Besides,writingisbetter,muchmore

important-notthatanyone'severgoingtoreadit..oradmittoreading

it,whichismoretothepoint."Ichuckle...

"Theseoldfolkuphere,theyreadit..you'reaprovoker,Mitchell,"he

sayspointingupatthecirclesofGnomadwagonssmokinguptheempty

paddock,"itsthatdamnedcatofyours.Aprovoker!"

Ah,he'safunnyfella.Irememberacoupleofyearsagosittingabouton

theCondamineRiverlisteningtohisgenerator,hehadmeinstitches...

Hesaystome,"Jeezus,didyaseehowfuckingoldtheywere!?They're

fuckingancient!"

"Whatdoyoumean,old,"IsaylookingatoldCol-OldCoonJazz-all

slouchedupinhisarmchair,potbellied,toothlessandancientchest

scars...

"Ha!Theygottabe80!"hesays.

"80!,Isay"Howoldareyou?"

"77,"hesays...withnohintofajoke.

"77..andyoucallthemOld,"Ismirked.



"FuckinAncient!"

He'safunnyoldfella.

"YouknowCol,itsastrangethingaboutwriting..everyone'ssuspicious

aboutit.Whenyou'repainting,everyonewantstocomehavealook,

havechat..youevengetopinions,whichIlike.Ilikegettingopinions.

Whenyou'rewriting,nochance,whenyou'rewriting,everyone

assumesthatyou'rewritingaboutthem.Theyautomaticallyassume

thatyou'reuptonogood..thatyou'vegottabewritingaboutthem.Its

sad,don'tyathink?"

"ItsasadworldMitchell,"Colsays,andafterabitofsearching,hesays,

"buttodaythesunisshining."

Ipeerupathimandthinkofalltheanswers,alltheammunitionthata

phrasesuchasthatgivesmeforanotherdiatribeonmodernman.On

humanityandmoralsandmetaphysicsandaChristiangod.ThenCol

says,"Mitchell,everypicture'sawholelifetime.."hesays,"Mitchell,a

wholelifetimeimprisoned.Allthefears,allthedoubtsandthehopes..

andthejoys.Whither,Mitchell,isthislifetimetending?"andhenods

acrosstome.

"Jesus..!Wherethefuckdidthatcomefrom!?"

"Ooh,IreadbooksoncetooMitchell...Once..,"hesearcheshis

seeminglytoothlessmindagain..then,"-that'sKandinsky.Fromhis

'SpiritofArt',hesayswinking..."HerecomesyourChristianfella.."

"Ah,he'scometogethissievestand,Iwasgoingtotakeitovertohim.

Youknow,anactofgodlypeace."

"Now,nofightin..don'tyagoprovokin'himnow."

Ilaugh."Allgoodman..aslongashe'snotgoingtohitmewithhisBible

..orwithhislawyersopinions..besides,hehasn'tgottheballs,he'sone

ofthosebuttonpushersthatcan'tcopewhenyoupushhisbuttonsback.

Likethekidstoday..thinkitsokfortheirkidstorampageallover

others,butusothershavetotip-toearoundtheirkids."

"Tooright,Mitchell,tooright.Didyalistentothegamelastnight?"



"Na,couldn'tbattlemywaythroughGuySebastian...Besides,listening

tothatAndyMooreandhisunrepentantP.Ccrapdoesmybowelsno

favours."

TheChristianemergesthroughthetrees,C.Cgrowls,ColandIbothnod,

"Mornin'"wesay.

"Goodgamelastnight,"hesays"..sorryaboutthewifeyesterday...She's

gotLyme'sDiseaseandshe'sonthepension,getsabittouchyattimes.

ShereckonsyoulooklikeOsamabinLaden."

Ismile.C.Cgrowls.Colrocksforwardandsays,"Ifuckintoldya!Itsthat

fuckinturban"Itsanicebreaker.

"What'sthebookyourreading?"Askstheglittergatherercontinuingthe

conversation.Iholdthethecoverupforhimtosee,"Hitler'sPope,"Isay

"youcanhavewhenI'mfinishedifyoulike..."Hiseyesbleed.Hedoesn't

wantit...Hestalksoffwithhissievepole...C.Cgrowls.

"Yaprovokedhim,Mitchell,"Colsayswithahugegrin.

"NaCol,heaskedmewhatbookIwasreading.Iansweredhisquestion.

Nomalice,where'stheprovocationinthat?"

Colshakeshishead."Anyway,"hesays"wouldn'tathoughtHitler

would'ahadmuchuseforaPope."

"JusttogettheballrollingCol.Oncehehadtheballrolling,thenhe

didn'tneedoneanymore."

"D'yaeverfinishthatoneyareadtome..upatthatblack-fellasplace?

Theoneaboutthestars.."

"Ah,myDreamtimestory..RichFat.Mmmn,I'llgetarrestedforthatone

now.No,Ican'tquitegettheendingright.Thekidsathomekeep

changingit,theendingthatis."

"WhataretheyChristians,"helaughs...

"Na.WellIdon'tthinkso.I'mnotsurewherethey'recomingfrom,I'm

notsuretheyactuallyknow.Itsthisthingnow,thisinsularity,this

isolationthing..thistangleofP.Candrabidrightwingfeminism;this



fearofactuallysayingthethingsyoumean.Notsomuchsayingthemas

admittingtotheminpublic-sincerity,didn'tweoncecallit?Toomuch

selfimposedfearnow."

"Tooright,tooright,"Colsays"theworldgoesroundandroundand

round."

"Mmmforeverandever..exactlythewayitisnow.Allpuppydogs,pink

ribbonsandgoldroses.Eternallydriftingfluff.DidItellyouCol,I'm

thinkingofrewritingWinnie-the-Pooh."

"Ha,you'llgetarrestedforthatforsure,"hesayswagginghisfingerat

me."Youwanttoleavewellenoughalonenow,whatwithyourtakeon

things..anyway,Winnie-the-Pooh'sprobablyagainstthelawnow."

"DoyouthinkIdissimulateCol?"

"Mitchell,Idon'tthinkyougotthesubtlety..."

Ilaugh."DoyouthinkIshould?DoyouthinkI'dgetmymessage

throughbetter?"

Heheavesup,wagginghisfingerandsays,"I'mofftotheoldboysroom

andwhenIcomeback,I'lltellyawhatIthinkabouttellingliesin

defenceofthetruth."OhthisIcan'twaitfor..damnedChristians,they

startedallthis,perhapsI'dbettergobacktopaintingprettylittle

pictures...

Alittlelater,Colbakinghimselfinthesunaroundhisbankofsolar

panels,generatorhummingawayinthebackground,andme

contemplatingC.C'smindlesspirouettes,theChristianfellawalksback

upthroughthetrees.Ihopmychairoverintothesun..ourChristian

haspurposeinhismanner,he'swavingthepadofknowledgeabovehis

head.Idropmysunniesdownovermyeyes..they'rebeginningtobleed

inanticipation.

"Fella,"hesaysstridingover...

"Fella,"Ianswer.

"Iwanttoshowyouthisletter.Itsfromthislawyer.."



"JesusfuckingChrist,"Isay"thefuckinletter."

"NowMitchell.."Colsays.IraisemyhandinagesturetoColthatsays,

'Stop!'andputmyfingertomylips.C.Cgrowls.

"Theletter.Yes."Isay.

"Thisletter,itsfromalawyer,inParramatta..he'ssignedhisnametoit

soyouknowitsgottabetrue..."

"Mmnhuhm."

"ItsaysherethatthefuckinMuslims,theseillegals,getpaidmore

moneythanusAussies.Theycomeoverhere,illegal,andtheyget60

grandofourmoneyayear-ourmoney!"

"Buddy,"Isay"yourKingripsoffhalfamillionbucks-yourmoney-

illegallyeveryfuckinyear.Yearafteryearafteryear.Andthatsjustthe

tipofhisicebergletalonealltherubbishhethievesfromunderthe

tablewithhisspiritualcorruptions,anditsjusttowinduppeoplelike

you,andyourchildren,inspitefulignoranthate..."Hestartstospeak

again,wavinghispadaroundintheair.I'vehadenough,Istophimwith

myoutturnedhand..ifIhadasword,orasilverbulletI'dusethat.Col

rocksbackinhisFerrariandC.Cgrowls.

"Buddy,whatmakesyouthinkthatIamnotaMuslim?"

"Wellyou'rewhite,ain'tya,"hestammers.

"AndIlooklikeOsamabinLaden,"Isayflippingmysunniesupontothe

topofmyhead,"..takeyourgodsandyourcheatinglawyersandmove

outofmylittlepieceofhell.Pissoff."

CC'sgoingnutsnow,Col'sgummingdownhardonhislips,swinging

awayinhisFerrariandholdingthisstagnantairinhisholeylung.The

Christian'sstandingtherereelingonhisheels.

"God!"hesays."NotGods!"

"God"lsay.

IlookacrossatCol,"Provocation,"Isay"Woetothelukewarm..."



Wesitthereforalittlewhile..bothlostinourcontemplations...

SuddenlyColjumpsupandsays,"C'monC.Cwegottagettotheoldboys

room!"

"SorryCol,"Isay,"areyouaChristian,you'reaFeeney,aCatholic?"

"Ha!OnlywhenI'ma'wheelinintotheoperatin'tableMitchell...soon

astheywheelmebackout,I'maRepublican-anddon'tyaforgetit!"

"Notforamoment,Col.Notforamoment!"
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