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Abstract

Traditionally, memoir writers use ‘prose’ to build narratives. Sometimes they
use images, but often not. In the multimedia age some memoirists are turning to
art, photography, design, typography, and technology to increase the range and
scope of their research and ‘writing’. Writing, in this sense, takes on a more
Derridean flavour, and comes to incorporate all manner of inscriptions.
Readers consequently become viewers, and texts shift from ‘readerly’ to
‘writerly’ in the Barthesian sense. Design software like Adobe InDesign helps
make such bricolages possible, and helps overcome some of the design
limitations of mainstream word processors.

By combining elements of a/r/tography, applied grammatology,
autoethnography, and creative non-fiction, I have created a graphic memoir
bricolage to explore the death of my mother and the difficulties of narrating it.
By combining words and images—design and content—I have come some way
to articulating the challenges of this process.

Andrew Miller is a PhD candidate in Creative Writing at Flinders University.
He has published critical and creative work in Wet Ink, Creative Approaches to
Research, English in Australia, Liminalities, and New Writing: The
International Journal for the Practice and Theory of Creative Writing. His
research interests include graphic texts, memoir, creative non-fiction, travel
writing, hypertext, and critical and creative approaches to research. Andrew
uses Derrida’s theories on ‘picto-ideo-phonographic’ writing to create
multimodal and nonlinear texts. His work challenges the ‘prose-centrism’ of
traditional university research by incorporating images and design into its
meaning-making process. Andrew supports the expansion of the term ‘writing’
to include ‘non-verbal’ and ‘graphic’ elements as readily as it currently
embraces words and prose.
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Beyond the Prison of Prose

The ‘text’ that follows this email is not an essay- Nor is itan academic paper in the
conventional sense. Rather, itis a memoir that ‘enacts’ theory through creative
practice. Itis a text that ‘performs’ research through hypertextuai means; that is,
through a collage of textsand a collage of fragments: through words, images,
colours, quotations, packgrounds, and layouts, all arranged to form a multimedia
scrapbook. It is impressionistic research and storytelling combined; a performance
littered with scraps of song, consumer goods, brand names, trivia, postcodes, slang,
dates, memories, and other bric-a-brac from postmodern life. It is, like its author,
scatterbrained and scatter-textual: a logosphere of textual bliss and agony (in the
Barthesian sense). In short: heteroglossia writ large. Or: para-eclecticism.

As such, this text ’ ‘articulate’ as ‘art-iculate’ theory and
practice. It is an example i [ ramatised scholarship
(Gregory L. Ulmer, personal communication, 2010). What it contributes t0 scholarly




production isn’t so much what it says—or what it explains—as what it does and
shows: the shackles of linearity and the A4 codex page; the rules dictating font size,
margin width, and layout; the habit of pegging prose to horizontal lines and white
portrait pages, one sentence following the next with no digressions of disruptions;
speaking through words and prose rather than images and colour. Etcetera.

Thisis a grunge—memoir—hypertext. It is a ‘nobody narrative’ that articulates and
performs the fragments of a life. It uses what Jacques Derrida (Of Grammatology)
and Gregory L. Ulmer (Applied Grammatology) call ‘picto-ideo-phonographic’ writing
to extend ‘writing’ (in the narrow, logocentric sense) beyond the prison of prose to
embrace all manner of inscriptions and signifying practices. Itis ‘arche-writing’ that
extends writing beyond the page. beyond prose, and onto the screen—into the realm
of multimedia and the visual arts (or, in this case, the PDF). It OppOS€S the prose-
centrism of traditional scholarship and traditional university textual practice. Instead,
picto-ideo-phonographic writing (aka, arche-writing) combines different bands and
discourses 10 build hybrid texts: texts that challengé traditional «verbal’ literacies,
conventional reading practice, and conventional reading gravity (i.e. reading from
left to right, back and forth, and down the page). Picto-ideo-phonographic writers
combine bands and styles like DJs mix sounds and samples. It is ‘palimpsestic’
memoir——‘bricolage’ memoir——‘grunge’ memoir——‘pastiche’ memoir—and
‘postmodern’ memoir: a way of storytelling that uses visual as well as verbal means
to re-present the past; to re-imagine the self; and to re-design the scholarly text.

This is dramatised research that genuinely wants to show rather than tell: to
colour in and sculpt its ideas and findings through aesthetic and non-verbal means.
It doesn’t want to ‘exegeticise’ O «verbalise’ the non-verbal—to force words into the
mouths of the mouthless. But, as this email shows, it must ‘speak’ the unspeakable
to conform to the conventions of scholarly practice: to explain rather than enact its
aesthetic findings. This text isn't just about the words on the page; it is about the 100K,
feel, and design of the textual art(e)fact. It is what itis: a picto-ideo-phonographic
bricolage that divulges more than the ‘story’ at its core. The medium is the message,
as Marshall McLuhan might say.




Picto-ideo-phonographic writing uses three bands: (1) the pictographic band,
made up of photographs, design features, layouts, colours, fonts, packgrounds, and
other aesthetic and visual elements; (2) the ideographic band, made up of narrative
and storytelling elements, which, even in memoir, take in the ‘fictional’ and ‘playful
aspects of creative nonfiction (in other words, the way the ‘truthful narrative is told
and recounted is itself a fictional construct); and (3) the phonographic pand, made
up of quotations, discursive commentaries, and theoretical components (like this
preface). put simply, the three bands include: (1) visual texts, (2) narrative texts, and
(3) theoretical texts, working together and in isolation to form tripartite texts. All three
bands alter the reading of the other bands without necessarily being in direct or overt
conversation with them. Any conversation going on between them is ‘construed’ by
the reader, who reads one band against the others. Quotations about memoir sit
alongside an example of memoir: they don’t necessarily speak directly to the text,
but to the reader about the act of writing such @ text; and yet, by placing one band
next to another band, a conversation of sorts takes place. The reader can choose to
ignore or engage these different bands. Roland Barthes would call this 4mesis’ (The
pleasure of the Text, p- 11). Tmesis is where the reader navigates through the text
without necessarily reading it word for word or line by line. The reader can choose
to ‘disobey’ the intended trajectory and skip sections. The hypertext memoir invites
the reader back into the meaning-making process. Readers can make connections
between different fragments or skip the task altogether. It's up to you.

Ultimately, this text is a story about growing up in Adelaide in the 1970s and
the textual means of telling that story in 2010. ltis, in this sense, an experiment
in multimodal and hypertextua\ memoir: a template that other ‘artist-scholars’ can
develop or adapt for meaning-making purposes. This is storytelling and theorising
beyond prose. As Derrida suggests in Of Grammatology: \What is thought today
cannot be written according to the line and the book...” (p- 87) and: ‘The end of linear
writing is indeed the end of the book, even if, even today, it is within the form ofa
book that new writings—literary of theoretical—allow themselves to be, for better or
for worse, encased’ (p- 86). In other words, ‘arche-writing’ (writing that uses multiple




pands and multiple signifying systems) resists the repression levelled against
‘pluri-dimensional’ texts in and beyond the university: and the university, let it be
said, has pbeen—and continues to be—opposed to p\uri—dimensiona\ texts, even
when it says it welcomes them. After all, non-verbal texts require verbal texts (i.e. the
exegesis) 10 explain and validate them in Creative Writing and Creative Arts PhDs:
the genuinely non-verbal or wordless PhD is still some way off (if conceivable at all).
Finding places t0 publish such artefacts is difficult, particu\ar\y as most publishers
tend to tame such texts by forcing them to fit pre-existing templates and established
aesthetic guidelines before publication can occur. The hidden curriculum is clear:
pluri-dimensiona\ and multimodal texts are still largely illegitimate in the scholarly
context.

This text resists those guidelines and that repression.

It was made using Adobe InDesign.

Andrew Miller

PhD Candidate

Department of English, Creative Writing, & Australian Studies
Flinders University

south Australia
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The past. How to make amends to the past? The undertow,
underflow, memory. Dream. No freeing yourself. No way
out, but in.

(Beverley Farmer, A Body of Water, 1990, Queensland: UQP, p. 149)

I
I was born in January 1970, the same year Jimi
Hendrix drowned on his own vomit.

2
My first memory was my Mum’s death in 1974. I
was four-years-old and my brother was two.

Our problem was that no-one told us what
happened. The years unfolded through the 1970s
with an unspeakable nightmare at their centre.

! An American hobo symbol from the 1920s and "30s. Transla-
tion: A man with a bad temper lives here’
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We orbited this nightmare but seldom touched it.
Sometimes Dad got drunk and sobbed over my
bed, Yr mum was the mo-mo-most beautiful
woman in the wo-wo-world’

His silhouette shuddering against the golden
haze of the doorway, his face dark, his breath thick
and beery.

The absence and silence grew louder and
denser.

Like Edvard Munch’s The Scream, we screamed
in silence, an unspeakable and continuous and
deafening silence.

‘Shed be pr-pr-proud of you, he would sob.

e - = por——
e T e e ey A forefinger skimming my brow, the lightest .
‘;’[—_QFQLVV@ : ﬂwa 5 th g WD . touch. His breath a fog of despair and spittle. '

= = But this didn’t change the fact that this woman, ==
eWts tl" at ma ke P SoioE  aged 34, threw herself (or fell) from a 100-foot cliff A =
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backwaters below.

Up above the world so high,

Like a diamond in the sky!

And for as long as any of us would live, her body
would plummet through our minds and hearts,
our dreams and nightmares, until the blood that
sprayed from her head—spouts of red over the
fossil-encrusted sandstone rocks at the base of the
cliffs, on the edge of the lagoon, on the edge of the
Murray, on the edge of the night—stained our very
souls.

Like Jackson Pollock’s Blue Poles, only in blood,
brain, and tufts of blonde hair.

And even today I treasure an old comb my mum
once used to hold back her hair.

And so I grew up with Dad’s hands forever
rousing me from my dreams—and a face twisted
and pale with horror and terror. Eyes bulging from
sockets. Skin stretched.

‘I don’t know where your mum is; he said one
morning in 1974.

And I didn’t either. But as the 1970s unfolded
I began to wonder. For she never returned. And
so my life started with an absence, an active and




—

volatile absence. An absence with body and shadow.
My Mum’s ghost stalking us through the banalities
of everyday life. Nineteen seventy-five, six, seven,
and eight.

And so I characterise my childhood as the Age
of Uncertainty. As the Age of Chaos. As the Age of
Terror. Vertigo.

I was so scared I didn't know I was scared. Fear
was my default mode of being. I would lie awake at
night waiting for the murderers. I was convinced
they were coming, not for me, but for Dad. I would
lie in bed, Scotty snoring softly in the bunk below,

= n—— ] - . listening for murderers. And I would hear them.
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IF I SLEEP BAD THINGS WILL HAPPEN. So
I keep watch. But when the murderers come, and
come they will and do, I stay perfectly still, gasping
small gasps between the slit of my lips, waiting for
Scotty and me to become orphans.

When the blazing sun is gone,

When he nothing shines upon,

Then you show your little light,

Twinkle, twinkle, all the night.

And I lived my childhood expecting doom
and departure. I lived in nightly terror of a bullet
entering Dad’s head, behind the ear, in the jelly of
the brain.

I had heard a story about a girl who answered
the phone and door by saying her parents were
asleep, and that callers and visitors should ring
back or return when they finally awoke. This went

on for weeks until one visitor smelt a rat. The girl
had washed and clothed and taken herself off to

school every day. She had thought nothing of her
parents’ endless slumber. For her, two-week sleeps
were not yet unreasonable. Her parents were
simply tired. And tired they were. The astute visitor
decided to investigate. And—fuck the world, God




help that poor little girl!l—found two decomposing
bodies with bullet holes in the soft part of the head
behind the ears. There was no reason for the little
girl to suspect anything so hellish. Her parents
were merely hibernating like bears. As snug as bugs
in rugs. Peaceful to look upon, intact, sleeping.

And she was a good little girl who kept herself
alive. Kept herself neat.

And I wanted to marry that little girl but didn’t
know how.

And so I thought it highly likely these assassins
were on their way to 13 Centre Way, Belair, South
Australia, 5052, to shoot my Dad in the head in the
soft part behind the ear.

This would leave Scotty and me orphans.

And so I lay awake at night waiting for the end.

And so I had a sleepy and sleepless childhood
hoping the world wouldn't stop. Lethargic by day,
electric by night. Vertigo.

Then the traveller in the dark,

Thanks you for your tiny spark,

He could not see which way to go,

If you did not twinkle so.

I would answer the phone by saying, ‘Hello,
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B e e = 2785832 like Dad had taught me; followed by,
gemdsss==_. as constituted

, v —— ”?-'Ey a_history which
. = . '-:, M s rre— - then shapes its
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‘Dad can’t come to the phone right now—can I
take a message, please?’
Just like the little girl.

. Iy £ g~ performance. _
e -k Rather, it is *° :
e g g oo ~autobi ography, iFself A decade later I had my first drink. A mug of claret
b - ~ which produces with my Dad as we sat around a campfire on the
e~ ol Sy \the, subject: the banks of the river at the very same 20-acre block
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I e o s s FAutobwg«Faphy, 2000, been seeing the world in two dimensions only. As
- : j — e genden.: Rou;le;lg; if life was projecting through the black and white
—— e gl S R ,' Do - television we got in the 1970s. As if T hadn’t actually
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haze, a premonition. But now I was alive.
And angry. And thirsty. And shouting.

""" - My life had been leading to this one fire-filled
el . moment.

" As your bright and tiny spark,

— & Lights the traveller in the dark—

= -} A S Though I know not what you are,

e . o Twinkle, twinkle, little star.

" _ \ 4 . It had begun.
L2 i PR - ; e ]

The next morning I arose feeling sick and full
of dread. I knew something had happened but
couldn’t remember what.

] " : A T . — Y, i
et . L T o~ g e Th an smelt musty and sweet. Like th
STFIEREISNOTHING == S Ny doe o g P S B
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atmosphere had turned damp with claret, with

r-_r OUTSIDETHIE - = = e — : :' a sticky, syrupy fug. An orange haze with dust
A . = ==& suspended in blades of sunshine pierced the
e B Y S e e = tattered curtains. And my head throbbed as if my
" e %%~ Dbrain were bruised and swollen. And my lips were
'. —e—Z """ : Ty > _ caked in the jam of Dr Pat durries smoked too far
| De'rrLd'a o of Graimn"'a'io logy - , i - down the paper. My eyes, glued with sand and grit,
~ g . “+ . S 'GEE: ———  were blind but seeing. Stars. My throat felt torn.
I e e Blistered.
-, B e ‘,. Ty E— At | Yes, my first drink had led to my first drunk
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: : e s;grupy +—  which had led to my first blackout. Vertigo. I was a
pan . - SEEmASEE—__ Versions QI our 8 3 .
_ L i Lt kS S BS ) < o e have blackout drunk from the beginning. Sick. The only
= - - to write about thing that would change in the next twenty years e
J - -'m -~ '.-t.r-:"'""""',_.. “wrproblems, conflict, was the frequency with which I would repeat the _p-
i 3 . dark jloht-of performance—always more often, always more —
- o e e Lsouly we have to . . . =
e e R L PN DR  disastrously. I was performing the march of the
" — S .. ““bad than the "good, in” 11V1ng dead. But with gUStO. With life. o
- - i r o o DT
e~ vouell e e a = The clear-headed me was retreating into an ]
= . & } | T i i Rl | o 5 o e .
» - > -, - —_—— - e T alcoholic fog. Suicide by instalment. s
R LA S . e When 1 finally lurched from th -
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il - -y e — i e T a IS >
— A ' T o Dad eyed me off from his humpy shed. “You're a -
o w = ’ -, = ""‘_. 3 lu- ':'--. .| . by . . -
. - T RS LS s—~  bloody dickhead, he said, with venom and verve.
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— — e e T T I saw tufts of tobacco strewn over the dirt at my :
'.':' _ an . T _--"'-":T"—: W feet
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a . - = N, T " e ] - > . . .
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- e, r.-ﬁ."wn Life,' Ethics of tail wagging, tongue flopping. -
. i, R fe Writiag, 2004, In full drunken flight T had told Dad what I really i
: } .y Ty London: Cornell e £ t e .
L - "~ Univessity Press, p. ought. And one of my pronouncements was tha s
N L e _105) from this day forward I would smoke whenever
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So, alcohol had freed me from the bondage of
excessive thought and excessive introspection. It
had freed me from the bondage of me. With liquor
in my belly I was able to turn inside-out. An
extrovert, an alter ego who spoke first and thought
later, who lived beyond the reach of fear and shame,
had hijacked my body and mind, like the Incredible
Hulk, bursting out of my skin. But the thing I
remember most about that night was the joy and
fear alcohol brought me. I was both terrified and
excited by its magical properties. It was the elixir
of life with poison in its dregs. With alcohol in my
blood I lived two lives: one as a sullen, sick, and
silent introvert (for half the week), and the other

—casamme. 45 an excited, energetic, and loud extrovert (for the
- «bhe “I‘eal = “',:.- : _:_: - :'. rest of the week). There were two of me. We were

us. And we were at war with each other. And the
il 5 T
g —thlh%‘ ‘l'-"l" *': —

world.

e e Through my teen years the silent and sullen self
Yo ik e appeared more often than the loud and excited self
: U2 il : .'-. o = did, but by the age of 32 there was little of the silent
end = PR S el T i —  self left. The drunken lunatic had swamped him.
. [ 2 i I’ oy g T - b : ey -
P i o’ i 1 e s And he took me all the way to hell.
-, . P -__.4,-_-“:;_“;: T o To rehab in 2001.
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Sunburnt and windswept, Muriel’s white-freckly
skin was folded and lined like rock. She smoked
and drank and cacked with the best of them. “Tickle
me pink, she would say through plumes of Benson
and Hedges smoke.

From 1974 to 1980 the house in Belair became
a giant bachelor pad with three boys and two very
absent girls. Mum was dead and her ashes buried in
Centennial Park, Pasadena, 5042, and my sister, an
older child from Mum’s first marriage, went to live
with Omi and Opi. Her old room, with its mock
Queen Anne furniture, white carpet, and blue
curtains, became something of a museum piece—a
still and silent tableau that went untouched for
five years. I sold the furniture twenty years later
for a few hundred dollars when Dad died. It was

still with him in 1993 in his dingy flat in St Marys
(5042).
He whistled and he sang ’til the green woods

rang
And he won the heart of a lady
In 1980 Dad, Scott, and I moved down to the
Adelaide plains to a small dump on Kingston
Avenue in Daw Park (5041) where we shared a
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drowned on their own vomit: Scott in February
and Bonham in September. Life in the fast lane was
tough. But seeing Kiss live at the Adelaide Oval was
a blast.

A gypsy rover came over the hill

Down through the valley so shady

He whistled and he sang ’till the green woods
rang

And he won the heart of a lady

Scotty and I rode to Mitcham Railway Station
every morning on our BMX bikes to catch a train
to Pinera Railway Station up in the hills. We weren’t

#=- about to leave Belair Primary School and our

. - mates. The sprawling school on Main Road with
. ,'..’4_' a m d YLW'QW\/@ mgf its transportable buildings and unbeatable football

teams was our emotional home. We dobbed Ross
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S=gell€rent entity is a
;Elctlonal construct.
. Instead, an
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-gonfllctlng tensions
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. is a _process of
i _;;J:esearchlng one's
Wown life. By that
_I mean rethinking,

&8ssror course. I also

¥ mean reimagining and
' perhaps revising—
. ...because to see the
_J 1'Tpast anew is often

wto view it, ,even at

teams from Years 8 to 10. Like Jimi Hendrix said:
‘Excuse me while I kiss the sky—’

At the end of Year 10 I dropped out of school
and bought a 125cc Yamaha and left home with
a hot leather jacket and a death wish. I went on
the dole for homeless teenagers and moved into
a corrugated iron shed at the back of a friend’s
house in Belair. Mouldy carpets and posters lined
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dnd kno"(’ledge Clzlms o xeat dlsiancis' the walls to soften the harsh iron aesthetic and to .
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SMETREES protdssion, . ward off freezing winds and wildlife. There was no e
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PSS properly study & _@@erResearchihg Your overlapped. Each post tilted and water dripped in. ;
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Great Expectations was becoming a Gentleman, I
was becoming a bum—like Magwitch (before his
deportation). I once grabbed an acoustic guitar
from the Goodwill and simply ran from the shop.
Fuck the world—

At this time Dad and Scott were living in
Hawthorndene (5051) in another rental house.
Weeks earlier Dad had discovered my dope plants
and pipes and I had taken off. I would sneak back
while Dad was at work and steal chicken and bread
before escaping back to my humpy in Belair.

Months later I moved into a caravan in Dad’s
carport so I could come and go as I pleased. The
deal was that I had to get a job and not grow dope in
the garden or keep pipes or bongs in the caravan. I
agreed and celebrated by taking magic mushrooms
with a mate. We sat in the little van laughing and
drawing pictures until dawn, sipping echoes of
Coopers Sparkling Ale. We were in Middle Earth
with Tom Bombadil and the hobbits. No flies on
me, mate.

I started work in a factory making fold-up chairs
for nine hours a day. I was the youngest mug on the
floor and paid a paltry wage. “There is a job here;

‘r:.\'hu-'l"__-’\—!-.l_ _r_‘:. - b ine -3 e st 1 M - g

_'_ |l\.|_|.-|..l: E =
-— -



. - T — = - — -
. L R A — = Sy - o '
A T i - :'-" L el - i
- . ! - Py et L S Bk T
2 8‘-"_ e, I'_j'; -_||:'-4""" _r_.—'l'-‘-ln'—.—'— - foni e . i I e T e e —— S —
=z e - o B i e S e
- ¥ " “_,._.:'__..."F. -_.-t._ e e S F - - oo -
e — If we don't writeemms
' B SRR L o (e floor-manager, if you want it. If you want
- - harmful, dark 5 Y Y
e - 1—-' - e : 4 14 1490 . . .
| S— = v & REEEE  things, we it?’ I remember it cost me $20 a week in petrol in
,h.-'a 5 = o . b) . -
. A .. -won't write anything 1986 to drive Dad’s yellow Holden Kingswood -
vke -’ﬂ' ST s TS wcanybody will want to from Hawthorndene to Unley (5061) where the -
L e ‘ RS & e 5230 corrugated iron factory sat oddly out-of-place in —
g = B ik rr ir e e an otherwise upwgrdly mobile suburb. I received
: b ———_ . 'Friendship, @ about $200 a week in wages, enough to buy smokes, -
- L eseli-o bk Ol & Memoir: beer, dope, and the odd hot guitar. With my 50 watt .
< . & r-: o M. " - J.J' aa . - 3
- - . — g T ;u*?z_ & B:trayca)l & Peavey amp I could blast the neighbourhood with .
e ey T g el spmmememr it ing from One"s s -
-2 e W W Lice,’ Ethics of. = my own 'sloppy brand of heavy @etal grunge. But I
S 4" SCyire wWritidg, 2004, was no Jimmy Page and soon quit. Y
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and send them hurtling, flapping and screaming,
to the concrete below, where a population of semi-
OVER NO. - literate waifs worked for longnecks of beer, flagons
0 . _ ' of port, and the weekends. As Pink Floyd had
4 forewarned in 1975: “‘Welcome to the machine—’

I soon quit this job (‘No worries, said the floor-
manager) and started working at the Tandoori Oven
on Unley Road, Malvern, 5061, where I would set
up the restaurant for evening meals and lug cartons
of wine and beer and food to the storeroom. ‘What
did you dream?’ sang Pink Floyd. ‘It’s alright, we
told you what to dream. Chicken Tandoori and
Buttered Naan very quickly became my favourite
meal; particularly after fistfuls of cashews from the
storeroom whilevacuumingthe floorsall afternoon.
And each time the Australian Cricket Team came
to dinner or the health inspector came to scrutinise

; — " ._#-:; i e a; my work, my boss, Pomi, a tall, dashing north
e ca g BT "r."_'"f'_“_‘_"“ e Indian Sikh, would give me the thumbs-up and say,
; e ﬂ,_ﬂr B! ‘Well done, Andrew, well done, Andrew, well done,
. e Ak o b —_ Andrew! It was a dream job for a sixteen-year-old:
- P — A N e TR e = =i start at noon and finish at five; perfect for sleeping

: e o i e : B%=  in and staying up late.
-, N s e T S All-night sessions drinking and smoking with
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his place where he and his mate were hiding out
from whatever mischief theyd been up to on the
mainland. The bikies sipped and smoked their way
through a dozen longnecks of Coopers Ale—and
as many pipes—a day. Every day was a Saturday:
‘Cloudy but fine, as the Coopers mantra promised.
Whilst I didn’t find paradise, the bikies and I (and
their bullterrier) did find a slab of Southwark Stout
at the rubbish dump and a hippy living in a lean-to
' ; = on a sand dune. They taught me to cook two-dollar
=~ meals with lentils, rice, and black bean sauce, and

how to use Indian ink, cotton wool, and needles

to make cheap jailhouse tatts. Their rental house

,Bltlf‘l_\l( t)N‘ l I "2 (){, (al | e : ._ in Parndana (5220) had little or no furniture, just

. & . mattresses.
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. T R=r™ "-:‘..""":-‘-"' o T :I‘.i - Dad said, “You're a bloody dickhead, and that was
[ 2 i oyt - b T —— 5
BRIV e oL i, T e that. Twenty-five years later I still have that rose
== : . ik 5 i i —
s R i, B~ tattoo on my left foot. It was the first of many such
T e T
. T TR A Gy oo e
- - a] S ] Bl
e - = LI . = -
L i B e e I ————
R B g i T i T i T Tl e o R T e——
J iy T R, N P Rl T e, T TIBRC e ) TR
. " e i e -'".J--.-.-'-_m# ..... S ‘.'-.""-:- e - _—T a Ny .-Fl'\..a_
7 “'"""E_";_‘rﬂ: T T g e o E—LH“T’:..';.:..._: e ‘__-\-h_;-.;:.l"-j' i by S~y R - - .
B i - e et NV g £ S A i L e T ;
R T e | e N o i ok | i BG — p a—  _
: e e e o —=a_ - B . = A
= = = - i - B e e .




=t 2 - - -
- s ”_,..-_:-_-_ - = N T
. -..q.h_F.‘..'I =5 pr ':_':" = ____:3.-«-* - —— T, e — e __‘;":_ = '1 e
ig y - . R ——— e e — ;
- - = - R ———r—. . = R e . __
Ll - * 5 = o - . s —— -
4 = I g ——— e
e, - - ,,.-ﬂ'—"*""' s - — e T T
e — T L gy T
3 2--"_: g e - Children know thes tribal tatts. back at Blackwood -
e .- hips sink, plan 1987 I was t 5
- R M —gee ship ash and dams _ By February d and half-starved, and ready to = -
= =y e cr - > T
] + E - : asted an d -
-l e - — - n = BE, s + AdultSr O}Ey A ngh School, VI Flnlshlng school suddenly S.eemed o~
TSR - - I ——— ____and 1arge, __q'o n ’ take on Year .1 s .lding Chairs in factorles an .. * -
S e — —— . P » g like a gOOd idea. Bui ddigging trenches
. . vy bt i - b % Flanagan, ' - f in restaurants an 'shi A
= e ~ et - (Rii® e ng toilets in , at rubbis :
g P The Sound of Og Rse s ites and scavenging beer i =
. = ——— " ; o 1di i " s
= AT s+ . _Hand Clapp %ngé iggpl. T bulldm% S er seemed romantic. The lunatli =2
= ST s - Sydney: Picado ’28) SUHpIORCDY d and bewildered. I settled ba o -
] L & - = = T i e K re 1
: — = ‘; . '__"_ s . - e '- retreateCL b.atte more introverted self and Stu'dl.e : .
- - .- P~ .‘“_ : = — .._ _-;r_'l;l' . into my qUIeterJ 3 A drinklng and JOln
e - > ™ N s e '-'.'."...-_:,-;g dili enﬂy, and left off blng kend. Cheech ;
" " - - - - a e P '-._:T#'?-’ 1 g ) h er Occaslonal wee d v
4 Tir, r -'r r e = ’,._. - - it smOklng to the v Y t M head Cleare t]
il e b . -:.l il Yo ¥ I:-'-f' *’r : ld haVe tO waitl. Y . 1
= : i ol e d Chong wou th straight
? Fiy - =l '_.‘1 — s an iocht. and I matriculated wi E
Rl T e ZpEoneE G AL 1988. Having won the
I. - e -U‘.‘ it oy b = e, [ w nd nicotine Stalns ln rt School at e -
e, 5 - ik " 5 - - :
o e iy . g e — e - : o Art prize, [ was on my way to a derdale -
- -3 et T e e S Year 12 Art p . hool of Art, at Un :
£ — . . L3 ey = ek - L - = e T t allan SC (0) —
S —— .'"-'11'__ ...‘ _? I-l.-'-__ g E—— L H s ’]__l'le South AuSr d ’ :
= F—-‘ ™ . -- ,-n e :: : "I": : e eam 2 i . .
O T 47 = Ty (5032), to follow mYl Irhad walked to school with
i [ iy 3 ';._ " = - - -F'_“___?n_":r:r- _ 5 a gir 1 i St
s .-;-r e A -'-".-_--| - -.| i ) . [y Remarkabl}’ g window one nlght ]u iy,
'-. — “‘-“‘-" .1.“-.-1'11 -\-f - :::'- — =, - et in Year 10 appeared at my as drlnklng .
T N I it T il iy g P T e = ished my Year 12 exams. W. ilor-
pe: Sy o - e after I finis s Light and smokmgatal_ =
=i e g i 2 a longneck of Cooper f the caravan and back into
- gl P e e
o 3 : = i oved outo - er
' ;’H-Fll'l'h'u B ey e - e f'?;;.,‘:_L madsd had m987 and was still there in Novemb
i e T i i the house in 1
T £l . ||'-|. oy “Il_-_!-‘ ‘ﬁ; = : : - i -:-:.::'- .- N -
- e i AL s = - s
' o m—— e e =~ ey
e e S S T
SR PR S 2 o 25 e e
3T e, e o e et gl g ey ——
— il S s el o e i - L = By o o —
d . ™ el N | ] . S — ' ;.
TS e, S 5 e -



1988. She tapped on my window and told me
she loved me. Just like that. I couldn't believe my
luck. I had returned from a private nightmare
and discovered life. The universe had delivered.

Despite my oddities someone loved me. She slid
through the window, took the longneck from my
hand, and swigged. Ahhh. We smiled at each other
through plumes of cigarette smoke: Escort Blue
ribbons from her and Peter Jackson rings from me,
curling together in a small room in a small suburb
in a small town.

It wasn't until a year or so later when we
were living in a small flat in Clapham (5062)

e T ey overlooking the Adelaide plains that my drinking
'.I ~-h"a'.vle--I bec Ome S again took off. By now I had dropped out of Art

C'Om Ort abl &= :m — : : = school following a dispute over the legitimacy of

my ‘prose’ paintings and was writing a novel about

_nurffbdhﬁ" v == G g - anold mananda canary while selling bags of dope
N FeMSee  to make rent. [ took to drinking cans of VB while

e g _...,a
-

- _; ety L making revisions at night, and drinking goblets of
. Pink f[j_oyd S & o< o port while ploughing through Great Expectations,
: ‘ —— = David Copperfield, Bleak House, and Hard Times.
o = - ; 'l"ﬂ.ﬂ., ! . .
- - e '~ : Smoking dope and watching SBS gave me the
-, B _'ﬂf'_%_«g T holidays I couldn't otherwise afford. Life seemed
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night. Kamikaze, like Mum. I found him by the
train line in the park at the back of the flats and
checked on him through the night. After that I sent
him back to Dad. Within two years he had turned

to speed and made his way to Alice Springs, where
he set up a caravan and an annexe and bought a
bloody big dog, grew his beard, bought several
rifles, and did drug runs from Adelaide to Alice
in an old hearse. He was able to drink and drug
himself to oblivion and beyond. Like one of his
tattoos of Ned Kelly said: ‘Such is life—’

One thing’s for sure: he was a fucking good bloke.
A maniac, yes, buta good bloke as long as you didn’t
catch him on the piss and on the rampage. Then he
was dangerous, as I found out one night outside
the Belair Hotel when he punched me half to death
because I wouldn't fight back. He was disappointed
that I had let myself go.

Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-doo-dah-day

Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-day-dee

He whistled and he sang ’til the green woods
rang

And he won the heart of a lady—
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genre has .sometimes
~ "been linked with a
_growing culture of
L~nercissism' 'And now s
'for some more about

-

" Fietion, & Memoir:
. Trust & Betrayal in
Mriting from One'"s
““Oown Life,' Ethics of.
" Life Writing, 2004,

University Press: p. .-

to come to this—’

In 2002, twenty-eight years after my Mum’s death,
nine years after my Dad’s death, four years after
(iry tPEisec sy my brother’s death, several months after leaving
SR SEVCEIM IS rchab and busting, and thirty-five dwellings later, I
staggered into the rooms of an anonymous 12-step
fellowship and started again.
Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-doo-dah-day
Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-day-dee

me. ..
= e

_London: Cornell
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In 2007 I started a PhD at Flinders University and
began researching and writing memoirs and auto-
ethnographies about my experiences in life. It was
during this time I unearthed the Coroner’s findings
and police reports from my Mum’s death in 1974. It
cost $77.77 to have these documents retrieved from
the archives and photocopied and sent to me. This,
I thought, was a good omen: 7 had always been my
lucky number, and here were four of them. These

2 AT S oy .o Y, ] mysterious documents gave me a material link to
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a bygone era. I may not have struck gold, but I had

certainly struck the heart of my own darkness.
After all the years of not knowing whether

my Mum fell or threw herself from those orange

sandstone cliffs that nightin 1974, I now discovered

that the Coroner couldn’t quite say. But he did note

! two critical things: (1) an ‘old scar on the left wrist

e B suggests a previous suicide attempt’ and (2) ‘Liver

' - shows marked fatty change most suggestive of
chronic alcoholic liver disease. Bingo.

I'd waited my whole life for this document. And

now I knew, not only about her suicidal tendencies

= #=-  but also about her alcoholism. She was a blackout

e drunk like me. We were the same, son like mother,

'ﬁ?ﬂGCﬂ;YHGK’JLW e Mother like son. I had been told at meetings that

e Seai o  alcoholism was a family disease’ and often genetic.

And now [ knew. I was an alcoholic like my Mum:

wild, unstable, destructive, and scared. We were a

=2 - F rl"-'..-.. "
- A - men

‘Deep i?urprle S,

== I o P . ; : .
' et ———— | T T family of drunksand a family of frightened children,
e : ,_,,_.,, - even as adults. Catastrophe was in our genes. We
sl - were accidents waiting to happen: Mums suicide,
‘ Pl N0 Scotty’s overdose, my dereliction, and Dad’s heart
e _ : E®= attack.
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the cliffs and scrub and lagoons for any signs of life.
He says in the statement that I asked to go fishing.
I forgive myself for being oblivious to the horror
unfolding around me. Dad found Mum’s battered
corpse floating in the olive-green lagoon at the base
of the cliffs in what would have otherwise been an
idyllic river sunrise. The police found a spray of
blood on the rocks where she had landed head-
first from the 100-foot clifts before bouncing and
rolling into the lagoon. It wasn’t the fall or blow to
the head that killed her: she drowned as she floated
face-down, unconscious, in the spume.

I'll never get over that death or the horror of
discovering that Dad found her body.

Buddha says ‘life is suffering’ and I believe him.
Jimi Hendrix says: ‘Purple haze all in my brain /
Lately things just don't seem the same / Actin’
funny but I don’t know why / Scuse me while I kiss
the sky, and I know what he means. Pink Floyd
sing: ‘Hush now baby, baby don’t you cry / Mama’s
gonna make all of your / Nightmares come true /
Mama’s gonna put all of her fears into you / ... Of
Course Mama’s gonna help build the wall, and they
were right: she did!
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changed but parts of me have not. But that, as they
say, is another story.

: T by B = Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-doo-dah-day
. ' b o B : b ] Ah-dee-doo-ah-dee-day-dee

Mum, I forgive you.

Wine is the greatest curse to man — It is wine that causes
unhappiness, misery, death and eternal damnation ...

(William Cawthorne, Literarium Diarium,
Adelaide 3 November 1842)
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pDate: Tues, 27 July 2010 23:05:17
From: Andrew Miller <andrew.mi|ler@ﬂinders.edu.au>
To: TEXT <text@griffith .edu.au>
Subject: Postscript to memoir
part(s): 3 Memoir.pdf application/pdf 2732.51 KB &

Beyond the Prison of Prose (part 2)

No memoir is ever complete, and this memoir is no exception. | have tried to capture
an impression of life rather than a facsimile of life: @ snapshot using the bric-a-
brac of a bogan generation: postcodes and suburbs; song lyrics and quotations;
rock bands and rock stars; books and poems; brand names and consumer goods; -
photographs and flotsam; anecdotes and trivia; memories and myths; swearing :
and slang; and so on: the signifiers and signposts of a derelict life. | have done this
to give shape and meaning to an otherwise chaotic collection of experiences and
details—to make sense of the senseless. Postcodes, for instance, have been used
to trace the meanderings of a vagabond, the slow and abrupt drifts and dislocations
that happen on the road to everywhere and nowhere. They become another
signifying system used to pin down a life and shape a character, in this casé me.
| am writing myself into being: making amends with the past to make amends
with the future: 10 join the dots to reveal the figure in the carpet. Miche!l Foucault
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would call this @ ‘technology of self—the capacity to revise the ‘self’ {0 make a more
meaningful future. | am using memoir to create a ‘gurvivor self—a self who has
survived the travails of life and emerged renewed, wiser but bruised. | am, in effect,

_ writing the story of this other self so that he and | can reconcile our differences and
e let sleeping dogs lie: to shed the shame and sOrfow of yesteryear like an old skin. As
Joan Didion suggests: ‘| think we are well advised to keep on nodding terms with the
people wé used to be, whether we find them attractive company or not. Otherwise
they turn up unannounced and surprise us, come hammering on the mind’s door
at4am.ofa bad night and demand to know who deserted them, who betrayed
them, who is going to make amends’ (‘On Keeping a Notebook, Slouching Towards
Bethlehem, 1968/2008, p.139).

Memoir, then, is @ technology of selfand a technology of survival: a means of
bringing order to chaos and meaning to confusion. As Lucy M. Calkins suggests in
‘Memoir: Reading and Writing the Story of Our Lives’

m s Being human means we can remember and tell stories and pretend and
write and hope and share, and in this way add growth rings of meaning
to our lives. Being human means that in addition to going through the

motions of our lives, we need to turn back and celebrate our lives. We
need to paint and map and write and make believe and tell stories and
represent and reminisce. We need to develop the eyes to see. What
human beings fear is not growing old, but growing old without things
adding up.

(Living Between the Lines, 1991, p.185)

| am the author and sculptor of my own ‘story’ and my own ‘self’. And this self, | have
decided, will climb out of the gutter and up into the street, and from the street he will
walk into an ‘artful’ life and a |ife-worth-living. He will emerge in a month from his
PhD and begin his life as an academic, or SO | hope. This is the only way | know of
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telling the dead how much | love them; for it is in their name and their memory that |
live on. | am, ultimately, a product of my history and my capacity to revise that history
to serve future and present needs. As Christopher Butler suggests, “We live, not
inside reality, but inside our representations of it (Postmodernism, 2002, p- 21), while
Gloria Anzaldua reminds us, | change myself, | change the world’ (Borderlands La
Frontera: The New Mestiza, 1987, p. 70); SO the work of ‘revision’ and ‘reimagining’
is essential. Stories hold us together and stop the world falling apart.

No memoir is ever complete, and nor should it be. To stop narrating the stories
of our lives and the people we aré and have been would be to slip into the mud of
history——marooned in language and the sludge of defeat—and become fossilised
by definition. By words. And words, Derrida reminds Us, don’t give a fuck (Glas,
1974/1986, p. 233). But we do, so the onus is on us to tell our own stories rather
than have them told for us. To help in this textualisation process | have created a
multimodal grunge memoir. The self, in this poststructura\ sense, is never finished
or truly begun; it is, as Derrida might say, always already to come, @ fiction and a
possibility simultaneously-

And this gives me hope.

Andrew Miller

Department of English, Creative Writing, & Australian St
Flinders University

South Australia

Many thanks to the anonymous reviewers who suggested that | needed a greater
theoretical underpinnin ' ' rimental memoir up to academic speed. Their
suggestions and suppo Icome. Thanks also to my supervisors, Lyn
Wilkinson and Rick Hosking, for not only believing in this type of research, but believing
in me.
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