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Who is C.C. Saint-Clair?

Teacher of Senior English by
day, by night C.C. Saint-Clair
is a writer of lesbian romance
with a definite penchant for
social realism.

C.C. Saint-Clair’s writing journey began with North
and Left From Here.
By day, a teacher of Senior English and by night a
writer of lesbian romance with a definite penchant for
social realism, she went on to write another 6 novels.

Like Alex Delaforêt, the main character of her debut
novel, Saint-Clair lives in Brisbane, Australia. However, unlike Alex who feels loss, regret,
anger and loneliness since separating from her most recent lover, Saint-Clair is happily
settled with her partner of many years.
Born of French parents in Casablanca, Saint-Clair is a native French speaker, although she
completed her formal education in the United States at The University of Texas [Austin],
majoring in English Literature.

Though the sensuality of her writing appeals beyond label
boundaries, her work quickly attracted the tag of ‘the
thinking woman’s lesbian romance’. It is a description that
captures both the sensual romanticism and the sociopolitical realism underpinning her storylines in which
reflections on the choices we make, the risks we take and
(un)resolved personal issues rise to the surface.
Though Saint-Clair shrugs amiably at the tag that has cast
her as a romance writer for the ‘thinking woman’, she
prefers the body of her work to be described as social
realism embedded in [lesbian] romance.
Neither airbrushed nor high-profile, she says, though
admittedly attractive in their own idiosyncratic way, her
‘women’ are not typical romance heroines in that they do
not need rescuing. They rescue themselves but not from
any physical danger.

Back to top
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There are no ‘prestige’ targets, no sinister political plots to evade, no serial killers to contain.
“My characters’ quest is emotional fulfilment within their ordinary lives, not only as
teachers, police women, veterinary surgeons and mechanics, but also as disengaged Gen Xers. And the irony is that, within this simplicity, lies the complexity of life and love’s
role in defining it.”
Saint-Clair is as passionate about the sensuality of her writing as she is about exposing
the readers of her brand of romance to the emotionally harsh landscape that she
believes is the real life backdrop against which many women have to struggle, before
they come into their own.

“… within simplicity,
lies the complexity of life
and love’s role in defining it.”

Since her return from a challenging trek inside
the jungles of Sarawak, Saint-Clair has written
the screenplay adaptations of Far From Maddy
and its stand-alone sequel, Morgan in the
Mirror, her seventh novel. 

‘Bookogra phy’ – Novels by C. C. Saint- Cla ir
North and Left From Here 1st Edition
(debut novel)

no longer available | Author House | 2001

North and Left From Here [Take II]
2nd Edition

ISNB 09726789-3X | BookMakers Ink | 2003

Benchmarks**

ISBN 0759649766 | Author House | 2002

Silent Goodbyes

ISBN 0759673128 | Author House | 2002

Risking Me

ISBN 1403367671 | Author House | 2002

Far From Maddy

ISBN 0972678921 | BookMakers Ink | 2003

Jagged Dreams

ISBN 0972678905 | BookMakers Ink| 2003

Morgan in the Mirror

ISBN 0972678913 | BookMakers Ink | 2004

** available as a free download from C.C.’s website
Back to top
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Q. Readers and reviewers have called you
the Thinking Woman’s Lesbian
Romance Novelist. What do you make
of that?
It’s such a mouthful that I sometimes have problems saying it but what I immediately liked
when I first came across it were these two words: Thinking Woman.
I’m flattered to have it confirmed that my writing appeals primarily to readers who enjoy
having their minds challenged, even as they read ‘romance.’ The word Woman is all
encompassing – pansexual.
I also like the suggestion that whether she is heterosexual, bi or exploring, a Thinking Reader
would probably ‘get’ my characters’ emotional struggles. And the word Lesbian is
unequivocal, so there’s no doubt as to
the kind of romance they’re in for.
“… be she straight, exploring or queer,
Lastly, I do prefer the word Novelist to
a Thinking reader would probably ‘get’
Writer – it’s got more … zing! 

my characters' emotional struggles. ”

Q. What is Social Realism in a Saint-Clair
novel?
Social Realism is another label readers have especially attached to my most recent novels
and I have warmed to it. These days, when I have to explain the genre of my last 4 novels to
magazine editors who may have read none, the best shortcut is to say Social Realism
Embedded in Lesbian Romance. 

Q. Why are your characters’ approaches
to life often so serious?
I believe that many women’s lives are unnaturally complicated by *loads* dumped on them by
*others*. I believe that being a woman most often requires a serious approach to life.
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Emilie expresses this view when, in Silent Goodbyes, she says wryly, "Life’s but a game of
pinball. We are the ball. Once ejected into the world, we bounce from pillar to post,
sometimes cushioned, sometimes not. Sometimes hitting the jackpot with all bells ringing,
sometimes not. The sure thing is that sooner or later, we end up in a hole." Then she adds,
"Pretty negative, huh?"

“I don't believe a woman's life,
not even a lesbian's life, is
necessarily peachey-pink, all
the time.

Novel-length writing is a medium which allows
me to paint moments of real life: sexual, sensual,
meaningful, against backdrops that one can find
confronting, to varying degrees, depending on
one’s sexual register and emotional baggage. 

Q. Why do you highlight issues such as
loneliness, and emotional and physical
abuse of one sort or another?
I like to imagine that, for
example, the reader who comes
across Risking-me will end up
with a new understanding of
woman-to-woman violence, and
that her involvement with the characters’ highs and lows might motivate her to reconsider
that woman-to-woman violence does indeed exist.

“I find that sensuality, desire, lust and
sometimes even eroticism blend well with
plots that are realistic and, at times, gritty.”

It is true that some aspects of my plots contain bleak moments of urban reality but what’s
also true is that they, hopefully, construct a compassionate and moving portrayal of women,
and celebrate our resilience.
In North & Left From Here, my debut novel, the backdrop against which Alex’s lust storms
are cast in the form of sensual or poignant flashbacks may, by comparison, appear
deceptively simple as it deals only with the loneliness she feels in her current circumstances.
However the thoughts she entertains are neither simple nor uncommon. They are the
thoughts of a woman who wants to get it right … the next time.
Similarly in Far From Maddy I weave two young lovers, Maddy and Jo, against a backdrop of
emotional abuse at the hand of a chronically depressed mother who finally suicides during
her daughter’s teen years. I like to
imagine that the reader who might “… I like to imagine that the reader… might
not have thought much about the
just give the issue a lingering thought …”
topic of homelessness by ‘choice’ -
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the only way in which 22 year-old Jo feels she can self-medicate her emotional pain - might
consider the issue from a fresh angle.
In Benchmarks, the backdrop to Alex’s and Adrienne’s unparalleled longing for each other is
the issue of allegiance to one’s long term partner for one, and loyalty to an old friend for the
other. It is about how much denial of one’s desire a woman is to endure before she either
retreats or capitulates. True: the issues of
“… slices of real life, sexual, sensual, rape and [older brother-sister] incest swirl
around these two would-be lovers but this
and meaningful, against backdrops
man-made violence only serves to
that can be confronting …”
enhance the fragile nature of the desire
they feel for each other.
In Jagged Dreams, 18 year-old Marielle and Tamara try, in different ways, to come to terms
with a sexually abusive father but their story is one of fresh, clean, sensual desire for each but
this man-made violence only serves to enhance the fragile nature of the desire they feel
for each other. 

Q. Why do you publish your own books?
Producing my own books, in collaboration
with BookMakers Ink in the United States, “… I lack the stand-still-and-chill
allows me to tackle any topic I wish and to patience required on the traditional
tackle it in my own way, taking my own risks. path to being published.”
Producing my own books frees me from the
usual constraints and frustrations that too many of us have to contend with while awaiting,
month after month, sometimes years, anointment from a traditional publisher.

See page 99 for more details on
these and other titles.

Let’s just say that I’m a Leo and that I lack the stand-still-and-chill patience required
on the traditional path to being published. 
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Q. You spent your teenage years in the
States. You got a Bachelor of Arts in
English Literature from a major
American university. Why write all your
novels in British-Australian English?
It’s true that I have lived in many countries but Australia is where
my heart and my home are now. I became an Australian citizen
some 8 years ago and, out of deference to the readers of my
country of adoption, I chose not to Americanise the British-based
spelling of the Australian language. Particularly in Far from Maddy
and Morgan in the Mirror, I opted to have the protagonists
use Aussie idioms whenever appropriate. I have also set the
starting point of all of my plots in the south-east of the state of
Queensland where I live. Having said that, through the magic of
flashbacks, and reveries, my characters move in and out of …
elsewhere. 

Q. Is there a common thread
running though your plots?

C.C. Saint-Clair’s most
recent novel.

I am as passionate about the sensuality of my writing as I am about exposing readers to
my brand of romance novel and I find that sensuality, desire, lust and sometimes even
eroticism blend well with plots that are realistic and, at times, gritty. I enjoy writing strong
scenes based on realistic moments in a character’s rich life, in plots that usually only span a
few weeks. I like to cast my female characters against one confronting societal issue or
another but I also delight in layering sexual and sensual tension between two women.
I always weave a loose connection between each novel [though each is a stand-alone] by
bringing back, in a supporting role, one of the characters from an earlier novel.
I like to imagine that the reader who
becomes involved with private moments “I am as passionate about the sensuality
in the lives of Alex, Emilie, Tamara, Jo, of my writing as I am about exposing
and Maddy, might feel, when she
connects with each in later plots, as if readers to my brand of romance novel.”
she had bumped into an old friend. 
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Q.

You have written screenplay adaptations for Morgan
in the Mirror and Far From Maddy. Why do you think
these plots lend themselves to the big screen?

I believe both novels contain a very strong sense of the visual, as well as having emotionally
strong scenes.
Confronting moments translate well to the big screen, scenes such as Morgan’s workmates
unintentionally *exposing* him [as an FTM] on the construction site where he has been
presenting as a male; or when he climbs a 600 metre volcanic plug, unroped, just to pay a
final farewell to his father during a makeshift, very poignant, memorial service at dawn; or
when he exuberantly stands naked in front of Christen, his would-be love interest, challenging
her to look, to really look at him - all these moments could be memorable silver screen
moments.
Besides, though there is a myriad of wonderful transgender plot ideas out there - I’m thinking
of The Crying Game, Boys Don’t Cry and Soldier Girl - I don’t know of any centred on a
female-to-male's journey, let alone that of a healthy and sexy transman who is anything but a
tragic figure.
Jo’s story in Far From Maddy also contains its share of “Oh, my goodness!” moments, and
moments of heart-connectivity, and I truly believe that, in time, the gritty social realism that is
integral to Morgan and Jo's circumstances will bring about a convergence of creative talents
that will see this project through. 

First “Little Brag Moment”

http://www.film-festival.org/screenplayLGBT_awards05.php

RIIFF Announces Barren Branches GLBT 2005 Screenplay Competition Winners
RI (September 9, 2005) After weeks of deliberation, the Rhode Island International
Film Festival (RIIFF) is pleased to announce the winners for this year's Barren Branches
GLBT Screenplay Competition. Many excellent screenplays were submitted covering the
spectrum from comedy to drama to contemporary to historical.
..PROVIDENCE,

Grand First Prize
Outing Joey
J.T. Tepnapa, Los Angeles, CA

Second Prize
Far From Maddy
C.C. Saint-Clair, Australia

Third Prize
Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell
Zachary Lee DeGregorio, Los Angeles

.

Logline: Twenty-two year old Jo takes the unusual step of opting out of the mainstream
and a promising career in architecture, to take up life as a homeless person. The move
shatters her girlfriend, Maddy, and immerses both women in unravelling a past trauma.
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Q. What’s the synopsis for the Morgan
script?
Morgan was never ambivalent about her gender orientation: at the age of four she announced
that she intended to grow up to become a man, just like her brother.
As a twenty-three year old female-to male transsexual looking for a meaningful relationship,
Morgan hits the wall and realizes that there is more to becoming a man than injecting
testosterone, getting himself a manly chest and packing a prosthetic.
The death of his father and a love entanglement with Christen, a detective sergeant in the
Queensland Police Force, a
heterosexual who is twelve C.C. Saint-Clair's genre is GLBT, but we were
years his senior, propel Morgan struck by how vividly she portrayed human emotion
on a journey of self-discovery and need in her screenplay "Far From Maddy". We
as he, and Christen, redefine
felt that her story speaks to a larger audience."
what it means to be a man. 

-- Adam Short from the RIIFF

Q. What’s the contact point for anyone
interested in one of the scripts?
Queries regarding the screenplay projects of Morgan in the Mirror and Far From Maddy
should be addressed to cartou@netspace.net.au. 

Q. What’s the next project for
C.C. Saint-Clair?
I’ve got a few ideas on the drawing board but, at the moment, I’m concentrating on
broadening my readership platform. After that, a trip back to Paris and to my family in Nice,
as well as a trekking adventure through Cambodia with my partner, bank balance permitting,
of course. After all of that, I know I’ll be itching to get back to the keyboard for novel number
eight. 
Back to top
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‘The Works’

Brief Synopses
12
Back to top

North and Left From Here [Take II]
ISNB 09726789-3X | BookMakers Ink | 2003
North and left from here [Take II] is more streamlined than the
original. ‘Here’ is Australia, and ‘North and Left’ is the Europe of
Alex’s childhood, and the magnet for her current restlessness. SaintClair's introduction draws the reader into her story, which poetically
describes one woman's journey and, in doing so, communicates the
underlying universal issues of isolation and understanding of the self.
Since separating from her younger lover, Tamara, a year ago, Alex's
feelings of loss, regret, anger and loneliness have been folding her
inwards. Loneliness - fleeting or permanent, acknowledged or
denied - is part of the human condition. It can goad us to illconceived action to alleviate its suffocating presence; it can push us
to painful self-reflection or to illuminating insights. Ill-conceived
action usually means that we repeat the same old patterns, but Alex
does not want to capitulate ever again to the temptation of a 'quick-fix Bandaid type of affair',
no matter how exhilarating and delicious the desire!
From deep within the loneliness that has woven itself inside her, Alex, at thirty-seven, is taking
stock of her life's experiences, beginning with the crucial life-shaping moment of her sexual
awakening as a seventeen-year-old university student. Saint-Clair interweaves present
moments with flashbacks to create a narrative which ebbs and flows in a sensual rhythm,
albeit with subtle undercurrents and hidden whirlpools. Alex's reflections illuminate some of
the issues in her past relationships, and exacerbate her longing for connection. We can all
relate to the issues upon which Alex focuses: self worth, homophobia, and fears of rejection,
the unknown, being alone.
Alex's fear of rejection is so strong that she is unable to act on her attraction to the older,
gorgeous, footloose Diana, yet the attraction seems reciprocal. Saint-Clair describes
compellingly how Alex struggles, not to ignore or sublimate her desire, but to hold it in a
visceral act of containment. 'I made myself hold it in for as long as it took to feel the first burn
of the sun on my skin. I held it tight inside me until the first beads of sweat pooled inside my
navel. Then I got up without looking at Diana. I walked to the edge of the sea. I closed my
eyes. I felt the sea lick my toes. I felt it swirl around my ankles. Warm. Soft. Languorous. I
opened my eyes and ran to submerge myself in its soft swells'. Alex is pleased with her
willpower. 'Her mind has prevailed over her body’s desires; she has travelled safely to the
other side - safe from rejection, safe and sad, safe and empty, safe and full of regrets'. 
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Silent Goodbyes
ISBN 0759673128 | Author House | 2002
‘The instrument panel does not reveal any clue of imminent peril’ as
Emilie and Solange sail Lazy Moon through the passage of
submerged shelves and rising sea floor to anchor for the night in a
cove in the magical Whitsunday Islands, off the eastern coast of
Australia. The emotional atmosphere, however, is becoming
increasingly perilous as their natures - Emilie’s cautious, Solange’s
impulsive - collide in the confines of the small yacht during their
weeklong sailing trip.
Sunshine, total relaxation, sailing challenges and mellow sex are
what Emilie Anderson thought she would get when she agreed to
take Solange, her landlubber lover, on the trip. However, Emilie finds
herself constantly anxious and judgemental of what she sees as
Solange’s penchant for impulsive, and sometimes potentially
dangerous, actions. Solange feels inadequate in the face of Emilie’s constant worrying about
her.
Difficult relationships become more complicated, as Solange goes off with a new woman, and
Emilie becomes involved with Roberta, who is already in a relationship with another woman.
Their chance encounter has the potential to alter everything - but only if Emilie lets it, only if
Roberta wants it to. For Emilie, a bit of a control freak, putting her emotions on hold while
another woman takes over the controls is not an easy thing.
Silent Goodbyes is about the premature end of a relationship; about sexual desire and
tension; about making choices. It raises questions of fidelity and of coming to terms with
one’s shortcomings. It is about saying hello to life and falling in love. 
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Risking Me
ISBN 1403367671 | Author House | 2002
To risk or not to risk? That is Emilie’s question
Risking–me is as sexy and sensual as it is relevant to the modern
lesbian reader. What prompts Emilie to involve herself with one
woman as opposed to another? She is attracted to both Tamara,
many years younger than herself, and to Alex, who is much the same
age as Emilie. Forced to make choices that are emotionally draining
and risky, Emilie struggles to find herself and confront some of her hang-ups. She is a
complicated mixture of confidence and insecurities: full of confidence in her professional life
but racked with insecurities in her personal life. She loves deeply but cannot give herself
totally to anyone. The title of the book reflects Emilie’s struggle to free herself from her fears of loss, of abandonment, of being alone as she grows older.
C.C. Saint-Clair deals with the subject of violence towards women on a global scale; for
example, the atrocities committed by the Taliban, and female mutilation in Ethiopia. Within
the complexity of relationships - among friends, lovers, ex-lovers and family - the author
explores the issue of domestic violence, in both lesbian and straight relationships. 

Far From Maddy
ISBN 0972678921 | BookMakers Ink | 2003
Far From Maddy focuses on the impact of emotional abuse at the hand of a loving but
unhinged mother who resorts to self-administered euthanasia.
In this, her sixth novel, C C Saint-Clair explores the relationship
between two young (early 20s) lesbians, Jo and Maddy, who are
holidaying on the Gold Coast (Queensland, Australia).
Jo ‘disappears’ on the last night of their long weekend at the coast.
Maddy searches for her, fruitlessly, and finally contacts the police. So
begins the sad tale of Jo’s living on the streets, hanging out in New
Farm Park by day, and sleeping in the yard of an apparently deserted
house by night.
Maddy is befriended by Christen (one of the police officers she
contacted the night Jo disappeared). Christen is strongly attracted to
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Maddy, and a relationship of sorts develops between them; however, Maddy is focussed on
finding Jo and persuading her to return home to their previously loving relationship.
Eventually, Maddy makes contact with Jo but is frustrated by Jo’s refusal to return home, and
even more afraid for Jo’s safety when she learns that Jo has reverted to using drugs. 

Jagged Dreams
ISBN 0972678905 | BookMakers Ink| 2003
Jagged Dreams is a novel that brings hard-hitting issues to the
romance genre without compromising it and, though it foregrounds
violence, it is really about love.
Sexual violence, emotional violence: for most of the forty-odd hours
that Tamara drifts in and out of consciousness, following a
seemingly random attack in a deserted parking lot somewhere in an
Australian city, her thoughts are a cocktail of memories, stretched
and distorted by the warped reality of dreams and nightmares.
Yet, despite the dark thread of violence woven through the novel it
has many uplifting moments and one of its most lyrical occurs only
hours after Tamara unwittingly witnesses to the ugliness of sexual abuse.
From her hospital bed, jagged dreams take her back to the vineyards of Bordeaux, to
Marielle, eighteen and straight. Tamara, at twenty-four, is the older woman who, though she
is terribly attracted to Marielle, understands that when the young woman eventually sneaks
into her bed, snuggles against her and begins a dreamy exploration of her body, it is more an
emotional connection Marielle is seeking than sexual gratification. Tamara intuitively
recognises the need for self-restraint. That night time visit is a very touching, very tender
moment because Tamara’s sensitivity is, ultimately, what brings Marielle not only to survive
the ritual of incest her father has been subjecting her to but also to find the strength to finally
break free of him.
In spite of its examination of the topics of incest and homophobia, Jagged Dreams is a sexy
tale of lesbian lust and love. It is a romance novel tightly wrapped inside a ‘whodunnit’, a
novel that offers something to everyone without weakening any of its parts.
And while real time is suspended for Tamara who drifts in and out of consciousness in her
hospital bed, the reader still has to work out whose act of violence has put her there, and
why. 
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Morgan in the Mirror
ISBN 0972678913 | BookMakers Ink | 2004
Morgan was never ambivalent about her gender orientation: at the
age of four she announced that she intended to grow up to become a
man, just like her brother.
As a twenty-three year old female-to male transsexual looking for a
meaningful relationship, Morgan hits the wall and realizes that there
is more to becoming a man than injecting testosterone, getting
himself a manly chest and packing a prosthetic.
The death of his father and a love entanglement with Christen, a
detective sergeant in the Queensland Police Force, a heterosexual
who is twelve years his senior, propel Morgan on a journey of selfdiscovery as he, and Christen, redefine what it means to be a man. 
Back to top
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Readers’ Feedback
Veronika Clayton
"I admit it: I am a serious fan of Saint-Clair’s urban spins on our queer culture. I enjoy very
much the variety of the issues she covers under the guise of lesbian romance.
Who else but CC would find a way to make female-to-male transgenderism a sexy topic?
Actually, her handling of ftm transgenderedness in Morgan in the Mirror is not only sexy – it
is poignant and informative. I had certainly never heard of, let alone considered, female-tomale transgenderism as a station on the gender continuum, nor had I considered the
liberating impact of an ftm chest reconstruction for one who suffers from gender dysphoria.
Mind you, I had not heard of dysphoria in the first place.
Other topics I had never thought anything
about until I came across them in one of
CC’s plots is that of homelessness and
street kids. Them, and the long term impact
of emotional abuse and a mother’s selfinflicted euthanasia on her daughter’s psyche. Oh, sure I know these are societal concerns
that occasionally pop up in the news. But reading Saint-Clair’s account of a 22 year old
whose personal circumstances drive her to live rough in a park, for weeks on end, is very
different from hearing a snippet on homelessness in the news. Jo’s saga in an inner city park
in Brisbane, Australia, played back inside my head for days, well after I had finished Far From
Maddy.

“Reading Saint-Clair’s account… is
very different from hearing a
snippet in the news.”

And when it comes to lesbian domestic violence and women who remain in violent
relationships, that’s another topic I have come to ponder ‘hook, line and sinker.’ I really
empathized with Jill’s and Laurel’s struggle with the cycle of hope, love and fear that kept
them far too long along side their abusive partners and with the aptly named Power and
Control Wheel.
Perhaps, I should clarify that CC’s strong lesbian characters, Alex, Emilie, Tamara,
Roberta, Maddy and Jo are NOT the nasty protagonists.
They are the ones whose slices of ‘past’ lives are exposed. They are the ones who turn to
each other for support. It is from inside these healthy lust-love lesbian relationships that CC
builds her layers of erotic sensuality.
In Jagged Dreams, one of my very favorites, CC, while visibly focusing on homophobia,
explores another confronting taboo, that of father-to-daughter incestuous ritual. No way, I’d
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ever pick up an autobiographical book written by
a survivor of incest. Too harsh. Too painful. Too
real. And yet, I slid right into Marielle’s and little
Jamie’s stories.
I did have to put the book down a couple of
times because, though written in a poetic
language, CC’s visuals are always … very visual
… but as I read on, I was feeling enlightened, not
just entertained.

“What CC does very well… is lure
us deep into such confronting
issues as she spins them around
layers of sensuality – always
respecting the dignity of her
characters…”

What CC does very well, in my opinion, is lure us deep into such confronting issues as she
spins them around layers of sensuality - always respecting the dignity of her
victims/survivors, always honoring their trying circumstances, and yet providing us with a
most sensual, sexy, erotic even, glbt romance experience."
Sue Kentlyn
"There are many things I appreciate
overestimation (and I don’t believe it is),
about C.C. Saint-Clair’s work in general,
this is an issue that impacts millions of lives
including the luminous
in a way that is rarely
language and her ability
acknowledged
or
“… her greatest contribution lies appreciated.
to create remarkably
C.C.
in the intelligent and sensitive
visual scenes. But, in
Saint-Clair’s
Jagged Dreams, her handling of the issue of abuse for compassionate and
moving portrayal of
greatest contribution lies
so
many
women...”
such
women,
in the intelligent and
whether
they
be
sensitive handling of the
permanently damaged
or
able to
issue of abuse for so many women. It has
triumphantly rise above the experience,
been said that one third of women
honors their truth and makes us all more
experience some form of sexual abuse by
aware of this terrible blight on our society."
the age of eighteen. Even if that is an

“… the setting didn’t matter
because your writing just
gobbled me up into the pages as
always...”

Sil Whitmarks
"I got fully engrossed in Silent Goodbyes and
have just finished it. Because I've done the
same journey round the Whitsundays in an all
girl sailing boat, I was really able to put myself
into the picture. Having said that, the setting
didn't matter because your writing just gobbled
me up into the pages as always and, in fact, if
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I'm suddenly disturbed from my reading, I actually have to get back 'out of character' before I
can make sense of the demands of the real world. What I'm trying to say is that I enjoy your
writing so much. Thank you."

Feedback for Morgan in the Mirror
“Saint-Clair, in her latest novel Morgan in the Mirror, tackles the
important issue of transgenderism. It is an important issue for the
health and survival not only of our own community but also of
humankind, because transgenderism is part of the global issue of
discrimination against 'the other', and our survival is based on our
ability to become compassionate, accepting human beings
capable of caring for each other and, in turn, our planet. I believe
Saint-Clair's novel contributes towards our understanding of ‘the
other’, and any knowledge and experience we gain of those who
differ from us diminishes our ignorance and its concomitant fear.”
J. Dougherty (PHD)
Below is a response to Saint-Clair’s query to a newsgroup (only
one of 6 approached in a similar manner) about posting news of
Morgan in the Mirror’s release:
Frankly, our membership is aware of your book and most find it offensive from a non-trans
person. No one wanted you allowed onto our list. Please confine yourself to the smaller, less
active, more lax lists you were able to obtain membership on.
You might consider that the 'FTM community' isn't looking for spokespersons who are not
FTM. We have many authors who do not need to guess at what it means to be FTM because
they ARE. It is always a good idea to write about what one actually knows unless one is Anne
Rice. -- Moderator of a major transgender newsgroup - C.C. wishes to protect the anonymity
of the Moderator and of the group he represents

“…I really appreciated the fact
that Morgan is described as
being sexy and beautiful - we
need to hear that message
more often.”
Simon de Voil – FTM QLD,
Australia

“I enjoyed reading the book and particularly liked
the fact that it was set in Brisbane, Australia. I
enjoyed the local references. 'Morgan in the
Mirror' is quite raunchy and I really appreciated the
fact that Morgan is described as being sexy and
beautiful - we need to hear that message more
often. The book is well researched from the FTM
point of view and would be particularly of interest
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and a good read for lesbians who are in relationships with transmen.”
Simon de Voil – FTM QLD
Most of the world discussion around transgenderism focuses on MTF (male-to-female)
condition, while FTM (female-to-male) transsexualism not talked about much, if at all, and
never easily.
Saint-Clair attempts to fill this gap by imaginatively “… Morgan has guided me
exploring the inner and outer worlds of Morgan, a
towards the edge of the
young FTM. It's one of those 'can't put down' books.
unknown and that much
Bud Cajo - Queensland, Australia

closer to understanding.”

As a young man, as a young stud, Morgan is more
Toni Harmon
than convincing, he is endearing, though a tad on the
macho side. As an FTM, Morgan has guided me towards the edge of the unknown and that
much closer to understanding.
Toni Harmon

“Unusual but passionate
connections in sensual,
evocative language.”
F.T. Johnson

If I read that one of our community, of the transgender
community, had written such a book, I'd be the first to
buy it. But how dare YOU write about such intimate
things related to the ftm lifestyle, something you know
nothing about? -- C.C. chose to protect the anonymity of
the sender and of the transgender support site on which
this was posted.

Morgan ... a likeable and credible character struggling with one of the most difficult personal
dilemmas in the developed world.
Susan James
A remarkable accomplishment. C.C. Saint-Clair writes in a way that is both sensitive and
thought-provoking. Morgan commands our sympathy yet never our pity, and his complex
issues are not shied away from. This book deserves
to be read by a very wide audience indeed.
“Morgan commands our
SheWhoWrites - lesbian writer – UK
Direct feedback from a reader to C.C. Saint-Clair:
C.C, you won't believe that but, you see I'm really
into this girl, right? She's 25 and I'm 22. I could tell
she liked me a lot too, but like, she thought I was a
guy and I didn't know how to tell her that I'm a guy
only when I'm dressed -- for now anyway.
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sympathy yet never our
pity, and his complex issues
are not shied away from.
This book deserves to be
read by a very wide
audience indeed.”
Lesbian author

So what I did was, like Morgan did when he pulls a pix of him as a girl, right? And he shows
it to Christen.
What happened was that Beth, she also thought that I was showing her a pix of my gf and
she didn't look so happy anymore.
And so when she said, Why you showing me this, like, now?
I put your novel in her hand, like I had opened at the right page, like ahead of time, because
I had kind of planned the moment.
And I said to Beth, It's not my gf, just read this for me, please.
And she frowned and she read the moment when Morgan tells Christen that the girl on the
pix is him before he started on T and that they don't need any condoms to make love, right,
cause he's not a guy, not that way.
And -- well -- it got a bit weird after that with Beth, but the thing is that thanks to what you
wrote I found a way to tell her about me. Sorry this is so long, but, I don't know how to say it
with less words.
“Tory” 
Back to top
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Morgan In The Mirror – C.C. Saint-Clair
Published by Bookmakersink.com $12.95 (£10.98 from Amazon)
C.C. Saint-Clair is known as The Thinking Woman’s Lesbian Romance Writer. However it
would be untruthful to describe this book as a ‘lesbian romance’, not just because the main
romance is not lesbian (although there are lesbian characters), but because the style and
content of the book does not adhere to the low expectations of the genre. It could best be
described as a transman’s coming of age. I’m happy to say that I fail to spot the soft-focus,
unrealistic plotlines and lengthy melodramatic speeches so common in trashy romances. The
opening scenes are somewhat off-putting, and had I read the first pages in a bookshop I may
have decided not to buy, but this is an on-line only purchase for which a reader takes a risk. I
also initially found the style and language difficult but soon acclimatised to Aussie-speak. I’m
glad I continued to read as it very quickly draws the reader in to the world of Morgan,
Christen, Maddy and Jo. This is due to the realism of dialogue, gripping scenes and pure
energy in writing. There are times when a self-conscious ‘gritty raw emotion’ style can be just
as irritating as the soft-focus type. I think that C.C. manages to keep an edge without going
overboard. Like a rare wine, this is one of those books for which it’s worth looking a little bit
harder and paying a little bit more.
Josie Henley-Einion
Email Velvet at info@velvet-mag.co.uk.

She Magazine

Morgan in the Mirror - Reviews
REVIEW by Diane Wilde

Morgan in the Mirror—Bringing understanding about what it's like to be more than a
butch lesbian, not a lesbian at all, really-instead, a boy stuck inside a girl's body, longing
to pee like a boy, have a penis, get an erection, climax like a man-this book let's you in
the world of becoming a transman-a transgender woman to man-going through the
incredible journey from one sex to another, regardless of the emotional and financial costs
or the overwhelming medical procedures.
The story is told through the eyes of Morgan, a transman living as a man in Australia,
Morgan's best friends, lesbian lovers Jo and Maddy, and Christen, a bi-curious police
detective who falls for Morgan. The love and the acceptance that allowed a supposed guy
into the closely guarded world of the lesbian couple transcends into even more love and
acceptance than before. This book is definitely the read-even if you think you're not
directly connected to the subject, "our survival as a community is based on our ability to
become compassionate, accepting human beings capable of caring for each other, even in
the absence of understanding."
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Home : stories : out in front : Romance Novelist C.C. Saint-Clair
Romance Novelist C.C. Saint-Clair

Written by: Catherine Plato
High school English teacher by day and romance writer by night, C.C. Saint-Clair has been
turning on the ladies of her Australian homeland for years with her steamy prose. Saint-Clair’s
social realist leanings have earned her work the reputation of “the thinking lesbian woman’s
romance.” Born to French parents in Casablanca and educated in Texas, Saint-Clair calls
Brisbane home these days. Her most recent novel, Morgan in the Mirror, is the story of a
Australian FTM who falls in love midway through his transition. Upon its publication last
February, Morgan elicited strong reactions of every sort from readers, and is now in the
process of its own transition into a screenplay. Why weren’t my high school teachers ever this
cool?
Q&A:
Do your students know that you’re also a lesbian romance novelist?
I’ve been teaching in the same inner-city high school in Brisbane, Australia, for the past 10
years. Chunky boots, six-gauge lobe plugs, spiky salt ’n’ pepper hair and the rather large
wrist tattoo of a pink orchid — semiotics that I’ve chosen to attach to myself — keep the
rumor mill humming among some groups of students. Although I’ve outed myself to the
principal, both as a dyke and as a writer of lesbian romance, the local political climate where I
live in the state of Queensland is just not conducive to an outright public disclosure either to
parents or to students in regards to what I do after hours. What I deplore the most is that,
though we are five or six gays and lesbians on staff, we cannot be actively involved with the
welfare of the students who identify as GLBT. I have, however, put my hand up to be a part of
the first queer health cell to be set up in our school.
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You’ve lived in several different parts of the world, and yet your stories all feature
Australian main characters. Was it a conscious decision to focus on the Australian
experience?
The Australian experience has been my reality since 1981 and it has led to the conscious
decision to spell my novels in Australian-British English, though I was educated in the United
States. A flow-on from that was the conscious decision to set the best part of each plot within
the city of Brisbane and its surroundings, though the characters are not necessarily
Australian, as is the case with Alex, Emilie and Solange, who are French. Having said that, my
transcontinental past works beautifully as triggers for my characters’ exotic out-of-themoment experiences. Most of their flashbacks, dream sequences and unresolved
circumstances are set overseas.
Which novel are you most proud of?
I can’t say that I am more or less proud of any particular novel, but I often say that my novels
are like so many children and because I have hatched seven in four years, I do feel like a sole
parent who needs to be actively involved with all of them, separately and collectively. I do not
have a favorite novel, though the most recent, at any given point in time, is the one that
requires sustained attention and energy, particularly post-launch. I am very proud of North
and Left From Here [Take II], my first novel. It has set me on the path I am traveling today.
Which of your characters do you identify with most strongly?
A reader once told me that while reading North and Left, there were times when she wanted
to shake Alex to make her more proactive in her love pursuits. I can relate to that. There has
been many a moment when I should have shaken myself, too, when I was Alex’s age.
How and when did you begin publishing your own books?
I almost gave up on the idea of seeing anything of mine published back in 2001, after the
mandatory three-chapter selections were returned, unread, by three of the leading
feminist/lesbian publishing houses. … I’m a Leo, so patience is not my forte. I gave myself a
choice: either give up the dream or fund my own adventure. I chose the latter and have never
looked back. In the process, I have learnt that when you have a dream, regardless of what the
maxim says, you have to do a lot more than merely follow it. You have to bust a gut, again
and again. You have to go out on many limbs before you can hope to make it happen. Just
when I think I might run out of puff and give up, I get a flurry of heart-warming mail or come
across posts from total strangers who explain they found such and such a plot too intense to
read in one gulp and yet impossible to put down. Or that a plot pushed buttons they weren’t
aware they had.
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Would you work with a larger publisher in the future, or does the freedom of selfpublishing outweigh the benefits?
Technically, I do not self-publish my books. What I do is produce them in collaboration with
Book Makers Ink very much like a musician might produce a CD under her own label. I
haven’t regretted putting some of my hard-earned cash behind one project after the other,
though this path is a lonely one to travel. Editors and reviewers on whom I totally depend for
exposure tend to shy away from anything that has not come through the established
channels. They do reply very politely that they do not cover self-published works — a
blinkered attitude which only reinforces the status quo. How will alternative, quality publishing
ever get buzzed if our mind-shapers only walk the same old, dated but familiar path? … I am
very much a one-woman band when it comes to marketing my novels on a now spaghettithin shoestring budget — my Web site and word of mouth are the only tools I have at my
disposal. However, now that the big expenses involved with setting up seven novels are
behind me, now that the books are out there and are being read, I can acknowledge the
enjoyment of casting characters and circumstances in total creative freedom.
Morgan in the Mirror has caused a bit of controversy among transgendered readers
who think that, as a non-trans woman, you don’t have the authority to tell Morgan’s
story.
When I introduced Morgan to various TG newsgroups and webmasters, pre-launch, I did cop
a few flames … I have also received criticism from disgruntled readers who felt betrayed by
moments of intimacy between a “freak who thinks she’s a man and a screwed-up female
cop.” To make matters worse for these readers, knowing that the FTM condition is a
gendered one, not a sexual one, I chose to have Morgan identify as straight. … Actually, the
FTM community, as opposed to the wider TG community, has been extremely supportive.
The webmasters behind the FTM International and FTM Australia sites were quick to add
Morgan to their bookshelves, and some individuals have referenced it on their personal Web
sites, while others post heartwarming testimonials. My absolute favorite feedback to date
came from a young FTM who said that, as an intro to the difficult disclosure he had yet to
have with his new girlfriend, the day came when he sat her down on the sofa with the book
opened at the scene where Morgan discloses to Christen. When the young woman had
finished reading and looked up, all he said to her was, “I am like Morgan.”
What are you working on these days?
I have put writing the next novel on hold until the word of mouth spins more widely the titles
that are already out there. I need to concentrate on finding more and more promotional
pathways, alleyways and avenues. That, and connecting with a producer who will take Maddy
and Morgan to the big screen … keeps me tied to my keyboard and out of mischief.
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P.E.R.S.O.N. Project
The P.E.R.S.O.N. Project is an organization that advocates LGBT inclusive education in schools. This
website includes press releases and organizing resources.

 the thinking woman's lesbian romance novelist
c.c. saint-clair's novels empower us, women, survivors of a number of societal shortcomings, all of
which created by the 'nice' man-in-the-street and tacitly rubberstamped by society as a whole. From
homelessness to incest, from emotional abuse to domestic violence, her novels cover the gamut. What
is particularly different about her writing is that she handles our urban survival in an intelligently
confronting manner and though her plots are cloaked in layers of sensuality, her women characters are
always empowered and so are we - by proxy. Risking-me kicks starts her 2nd series. Far From Maddy
is a must read.]

…

C.C.'s Jagged Dreams
Pam Harrison
Friday, July 15, 2005
The passing months since my first book revie w and intervie w with sensual lesbian Aussie author
C.C. Saint-Clair have seen a s welling tide of interest in this woman and her published work. C.C.
has an ability to create remarkably visual scenes and a talent for digging gut-deep into the emotions
of her reader no matter what topic she might happen to delve into.
Jagged Dreams is such a book. The central character, Tamara, is savagely attacked in a parking lot
and left for dead, later found by her lover, Emilie and taken to the hospital. Barely alive, fighting for
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consciousness, Tamara drifts in and out of reality into her dreams and memories of her past, vague
glimpses of the attack in the parking lot, and that haunted summer in Bordeaux, France, where she
first met and loved Marielle, a victim of incest.
Called an “intelligent and sensitive handling of the issue of abuse,” Jagged Dreams deals with
homophobia and incest, but it's really about love and commitment. It's also about lesbian love, lust
and temptation. This is the first of C.C.'s novels in which she also packs a “ whodunit” inside the
subplot. What else works in this novel, as in most of her others, is the way C.C. juxtaposes
w onderfully sexy and poetic moments like those of Tamara and Marielle in the vineyards of
Bordeaux with vile abuses of her father. The tenderness, the resilience, the gentleness of samesex love, friendship and comfort is the overriding theme in Jagged Dreams.
C.C. had this to offer about the book: “My writing's primary focus…(is) lesbian romance that
exposes the vulnerable, often emotional, side of real lesbians' lives, warts and all, through painful
introspection.”
This book has received attention from a number of women’s groups and gay/lesbian welfare
associations extolling the touching sensitivity she has employed on her topics, giving further kudos
to her tag of “The Thinking Woman’s Lesbian Romance Writer.” She has expressed some
discomfort with the title, but she is fully deserving of it, nonetheless. For those of you who are
already Saint-Clair fans: C.C. is seeking an American publisher this year in hopes of widening her
readership base. See what all the fuss is about! Get your o wn copy of Jagged Dreams today.

Pam Harrison
Friday, November 19, 2004
Teacher of Senior English by day, writer of lesbian romance with a definite penchant for social
realism by night, C.C. Saint-Clair was born of French parents in Casablanca. Saint-Clair is a
native French speaker, although she completed her formal education in the United States at
The University of Texas, majoring in English Literature. She currently lives in Brisbane,
Australia, the setting of the series that kicks off with Risking-me. She loves rollerblading on the
bank of the Brisbane River at sunset. She has had seven novels published since 2001.
Unlike her character Alex whose feelings of loss, regret, anger and loneliness have been
folding her inwards since separating from her younger lover, Tamara, Saint-Clair is happily
settled with her partner of many years. Just returned from a challenging trek inside the jungles
of Sarawak, Saint-Clair is currently looking for a producer to take the screenplay adaptations
of Morgan in the Mirror and Far From Maddy to the big screen.
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I have to let you know that I found Morgan in the Mirror very poignant and thought
provoking.
Good to hear as all my characters are really close to my heart. Though they are only figments
of my imagination, I know that the pain they undergo is a real-to-life pain and that many
thousands of women are undergoing similar struggles as we speak - be that the agony of the
in-love/in-lust pain that Emilie feels in Silent Goodbyes or her fear of letting go in contrast to
Jill’s and Laurel’s fears as victims of domestic violence, one at the hand her husband and the
other at the hand of her lesbian lover - or the agony of a teenage survivor of incest like
Marielle in Jagged Dreams - or the pain of an emotionally damaged 22 year old who has a
major meltdown moment, as Jo does in Far From Maddy - or the unfathomable disquiet of
Morgan's mismatched gendered brain and body.
You’ve already been dubbed in the course of your career as The Thinking Woman’s
Lesbian Romance Novelist, so I felt compelled to create a Thinking Woman’s Interview.
Why do you think you have been given this esteemed title?
It is a bit of a mouthful but it certainly is ‘esteemed’, as you say. The tag might be in response
to the introspective nature of my main characters. From North and Left from Here to Morgan
in the Mirror, all 7 novels, particularly those of the Risking-me series, carry a sensuallycharged plot in which is embedded a realistic account of emotional survival – and that is the
‘thinking’ part of my romance novels.
Each plot is scaffolded in such a way as to provide food for thought as well as food for the
senses.
Even as readers remain undecided as to whether my plots are sensual or erotic, I seriously
believe that sensuality, desire, lust and, sometimes, yes, eroticism blend well within storylines
that are realistic and gritty.
It’s been said that you are as passionate about the sensuality of your writing as much
as about exposing the readers to your brand of romance, to the emotionally harsh
landscape that you believe is the real life backdrop against which many women have to
struggle, before they come into their own. For those of us now discovering your books,
give us an idea of what types of stories and characters you like to write about, and
why?
Though I can ride quite comfortably the ‘passionate writer’ epithet, I am more interested in
readers’ appreciation of the flagged ‘harsh landscape’ elements.
In regards to the characters I like to write about, it all began with North and Left From Here
[Take II], one night, some 10 years ago. I came home feeling particularly jaded from a night on
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the scene. Though I had never kept a diary, I picked up a notepad and jotted down flashes of
discomfort related to the alienating nature of the night’s experience.
The following day, I found myself fleshing out these snippets of raw emotion into full
sentences and paragraphs, which later became the opening chapter of North and Left from
Here. I took to this stream-of-consciousness style of writing like a duck to water; just like I
had latched on to my lesbian identity at seventeen – and never looked back.
Once I had completed the manuscript for North, friends came up with the notion that, surely,
there were women out there who would relate to my mind-meanders and they urged me to
keep on writing and to consider publication. And I did just that - I kept on writing. From North,
I moved on to cleaning up the Benchmarks manuscript and began work on Silent Goodbyes.
To this day, I still use my musings and personal insecurities as triggers for fictionalized plots,
trusting that each might connect ripple and resonate at a personal level through the rich
spectrum of women readers.
I begin by developing characters who can help me flag issues I may not have experienced
first-hand but issues that affect millions of women daily. I'm talking about such issues as
woman-to-woman domestic violence, emotional abuse at the hand of a parent, incestuous
rituals, myriad of murky societal issues and, generally speaking, our vulnerability as women
living in neighborhoods and communities gripped by socialized violence and, dare I add,
mostly at the hand of the men we trust.
Research into each new plot idea - be it that of homelessness, domestic violence, loyalty to
one’s lover or simply that of sailing a 35-footer around the Whitsunday islands of Australia –
always leads to a search for authenticity – for authentic details.
Each time I commit a manuscript to publication, I trust that women who, like me, have had no
direct cause to ponder issues of abuse in their many guises or, for that matter, their position
on the gender continuum, might care to keep these issues live in their thoughts, just a little
while longer, even after they've turned the last page of their Saint-Clair novel.
Reality check: whenever a reader picks up a romance novel, it is fair to assume that she is not
in the mood, not at that particular moment, for hardcore docu-drama material, but I go with
the assumption that any ‘thinking reader of lesbian romance’ is willing to accept any
meaningful issue as a backdrop provided the plot also provides her with memorable
moments of vibrant sensuality, transporting visuals and escape.
In regards to the woman who has suffered in her flesh and in her mind any aspect of any
issue flagged in any particular novel, it is my hope that, as she reads on, she will feel that her
circumstances have been recognized and validated, and that she will hover on the last the
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last page feeling empowered and perhaps even vindicated.
The thing is that my ‘heroines’, unlike traditional characters of romance, always rescue
themselves. Their quest is emotional fulfillment within their ordinary lives and the irony is that,
within this simplicity lies the complexity of life and love’s role in defining it.
With your most recent book, Morgan in the Mirror, you step out of your comfortable
pattern of writing lesbian novels with a common thread to introduce Morgan, a
transgender Female-to-Male struggling with his desire to define himself as a man. What
was the inspiration for bringing Morgan into this established series of books to tell his
story?
It all happened quite accidentally during a dinner conversation when someone mentioned a
friend of a friend who identified as an FTM.
"As a what?" I asked.
Immediately spurred into the challenge of writing a different *woman's* journey, that same
night, after a few cups of strong coffee, I began researching the fictitious journey of my new
character.
Transgenderism, also known as Gender Dysphoria and even touted as the Third Sex, is
an issue that has been a mystery to mankind for centuries, even to those whom it
directly affects. Native Americans held the Third Sex in high esteem, believing that the
Great Spirit had gifted them with extraordinary powers and they were allowed to transdress within their tribes without stigma, which amazed the Christian White Man
immensely (Perhaps we should have learned more from the Native Americans).
The religion of Scientology widely accepts (but doesn’t advertise) the fact that we
owned our gender identification from the very beginning that our souls were created,
but life experience can often reinforce or aberrate it. There is much documented
evidence by L. Ron Hubbard that it is indeed possible for people to be born into the
wrong bodies even though one might identify themselves as the opposite sex. What are
your own theories on Gender Dysphoria? Does it have a genetic origin as the medical
world at large believes; is it a choice; or is there a possibility, as some might believe, of
past lives, wherein a person whose spirit already identifies with either male or female
gender might simply find himself or herself born into the wrong body, as so many
transgender people feel?
When I began my research, the FTM station on the gender continuum had not been
something I had ever had to think about. And because I hadn’t, I assumed that many
lesbians, particularly those in my age group [baby-boomer dykes] hadn’t either. It’s always
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the awareness of what I don’t know, but feel I should, that triggers a new plot idea.
As I familiarized myself with the reality of female-to-male transgenderism, I came to
discovered that this new character to whom I had already given a name – Morgan – born as a
perfectly formed baby girl had had, in utero, a set of connections hardwired into her brain that
were those Nature usually templated into a baby boy's brain.
Morgan's mother, 1 in approximately 30,000, thus gave birth to a perfectly formed baby girl
who happened to have acquired the perfectly formed gendered brain of a bouncing baby boy.
Pam, I’ll pass on the reference to Scientology, but I did enjoy linking Morgan to some aspects
of the Native American folklore. References to a bygone era show that rare individuals
belonged to the Third Sex and became great healers - how much more empowering than the
factual accounts of ‘found out’ female-to-male transgenders who, throughout centuries of
Christianity, have been burned at the stake, drowned, stoned, trampled to death or 'simply'
killed by insecure rednecks as in the modern day tragedy of Brandon Teena, or others who
have had to live out their ‘unnatural inversion’ and ‘flawed’ psyche as Stephen has in The Well
of Loneliness.
Having said that, many of the facts found on two-spirited individuals [kept light as not
immediately relevant to my core issue] seemed to refer to individuals who had been born
male but wore the trappings of women and so I have deliberately chosen to not link Morgan
to the Berdache element of early Native American culture. Furthermore, these blessed beings
seemed to be recognized as neither male nor female, hence the two-spirited ref – and that
certainly is not what my Morgan is about.
However, when Morgan risks a crippling fall, literally every inch of the way, as he climbs
unroped some 600 meters upwards to reach a cliff ledge on which he intends spending the
night, alone, uncomfortable and cold, in readiness for the break of dawn that will see him
farewell his recently departed father, I allude to what, in traditional Native American culture, is
a Vision Quest.
As an avowed lesbian who loves women and has no gender dysphoria yourself, writing
this book must have been an enormous reach for you. What was the extent of your
research required to make Morgan a believable and sympathetic character?
Stringent research was necessary for factual information in regards to gender dysphoria, the
Benjamin Standard of Care, hormone therapy, chest reconstruction, packing and peeing
[standing up] options and so on, but what I have injected into the Morgan plot is genuine
empathy - a compassionate understanding for all the biological females who share Morgan’s
station on the gender continuum. It is the same empathy that I have invested in Jill, Marielle,
little Jamie and Jo – survivors of traumatic experiences flagged in Risking-me, Jagged
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Dreams and Far From Maddy.
Anecdote: for the ‘avowed’ lesbian that I am - one who has loved women from the age of 17,
one who was raped some three years later but was not awarded justice from the courts and
one who, to this day, has no understanding at all of the subtleties of heterosexual sex imagining my Morgan as a post-transitional male being sexually active with Christen in a
sensual way [some have since said erotic] did require a major leap of imagination and serious
projection out-of-*my*-box. All for the good cause.
I understand that Morgan is now listed on the F 2 M International [FTMI] website and
under Gender Studies topics as a must-read book for all audiences. Is this a huge
success for you? Did you think your book would be received this well, and why?
I was over the moon when, in time, transmen behind high profile F2M websites such as FTM
Int’l and FTM Australia agreed that Morgan would fit nicely on their list of FTM and SOFFAfriendly resources - [Significant Others Family and Allies - PFLAG equiv].
I was equally ecstatic when Niq, an F2M newsgroup Moderator, along with several other
transmen, all strangers to me, but who have since become good cyber buddies, also chose
to ref Morgan in the Mirror on their personal websites. But then again, I was devastated by
flames received from other Moderators of TG groups [not FTM-specific] who, though they
admitted not having read Morgan, objected on principle that, as a lesbian, I had absolutely no
right to write about something I ‘knew’ nothing about and how dared I!
One of my answers to such narrow mindedness is that, first and foremost, I am a woman.
Next, I am an educator. My brain, same as everyone else’s, allows me not only to think and
research but also to imagine, empathize and create.
My other argument is that I write fiction. Nowhere have I ever come across the proviso that a
writer of fiction has to have walked the path, any path, herself.
What, I believe, a writer of fiction needs to do, beyond researching accurately the core issue
that is to be embedded in the storyline, is feel genuine empathy for her characters – an
absolute respect for the community it spotlights, as well as have the power of imagination
and literary ability to make it all hang as a readable package.
Back in 2003, I became interested in the societal issue of long-term homelessness by ‘choice’
and ended up writing Far From Maddy, centered on Jo, a 22-year-old survivor, just barely, of
her mother's emotionally abusive behavior. Needless to say, I haven't had the Coalition for
the Homeless or the Association for Victims of sexual Abuse, in regards to Jagged Dreams,
flame me to say that my characters, Jo and Marielle, were not representative of their entire
lobby and how dared I write about something I had not experienced first hand.
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I mean, who would even suggest that Virginia Woolf had no business creating the character
of Orlando or that Arthur Golden’s much acclaimed Geisha – written in the first person - is an
attempt at misrepresentation?
Paradoxically, a great many fears, hatreds and prejudices about the transgender issue
continue to persist even within the gay and lesbian community. I came across this
review of Morgan in the Mirror from a lesbian reader in Australia who seemed to have a
problem with the book:
C.C. don't know if you'll ever get to read this, but I really need to ask why on earth you'd
go ahead and write such a story. A freak is a freak is a freak. A chick who's not happy
even being butch and who wants her bazookas chopped off is a freak.
I've read "ALL" your novels but ... if that the stuff you're going to give us from here
on....count me out. And my friends.
jane PTBF (Proud To Be Female)
How would you answer this reader? Do you feel she is missing the point of Morgan in
the Mirror?
Oh, yes, I remember this post very well. A friend of mine came across it on amazon.com and
pasted it for me in an email. Her tongue-and-cheek subject line to me was: something new for
u to consider.
On the one hand, I saw red – didn’t have my rose colored glasses on at the time. On the
other, I was totally dismayed by this woman's narrow-mindedness. I also found the post
scary in an ultra-rightist sort of way.
If she had signed off with a contact address, I would have reminded her that, in most of the
communities in which we live, love and work, many of us, lesbians, are still considered
'deviants' in one form or another. Yes, even if the media talk about same sex marriage, even if
mainstream TV showcases Tipping The Velvet and the L Word and even if the seriously kinky
dildo of old has been born again as a sex toy. Even if ‘lesbian dancing’ – already an
acceptable alternative back in the ‘20s - is, once again, becoming a trendy grooving dance
alternative for straight women and, no doubt, a powerful aphrodisiac for the male onlookers.
I think it's safe to say that in our cities and towns, large or small, homophobia is alive and
well. The term 'Gay bashing,' has not yet become obsolete. A great number of women
identifying as lesbians must remain in the closet for fear of losing their jobs, their children or
both - and be ridiculed in the process. We also know that homophobia stems, if not from a
streak of stupidity, then from a much documented ingrained fear of the unfamiliar.
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The French say: "Il ne faut pas mourir con," which unequivocally translates as, "One shouldn't
die stupid." It clearly suggests that what you don't know about, you can always find out - and
be a better person for it. I agree.
More kindly, I could have replied to this ex-Saint-Clair fan that I wrote Morgan in The Mirror
mostly for women like her, dykes who make life difficult, some times extremely so, for FTMs
who would, for the most part, welcome an ounce of our understanding and a pinch of our
friendship. With this person, I could also have shared one of my mother’s sayings in regards
to my own reaction to certain personality types: "You don't have to marry them, darling, you
just have to be nice to them."
What do you believe is the potential relevance of this particular novel to readers?
There is approximately 1 woman in every 30,000 who experiences genuine gender dysphoria
– different from identifying as trans for cultural reasons. However, many bio born women have
a tougher go at it than Morgan as their female body shapes do not readily lend themselves to
blurring or presenting as male. Having said that, the story I wanted to tell is one of a young
girl who, identifying as male at an early age, risks ‘living the lie’ before she can alter her body
to match her gendered brain as she searches for congruence.
At 23, post-chest reconstruction, some 16 months into testosterone hormone therapy and
fully dressed, Morgan presents convincingly. However, deceit comes at a cost and, in the
case of someone like Morgan, the more extreme the deceit, the more painful and complicated
the disclosure.
Beyond disclosure, sooner or later, has to come the courage to disrobe and thus the courage
to risk everything that has been gained through stealth, including self-respect and the loss of
a love affair potential, namely with Christen, the 35 year old policewoman who has had no
reason to question Morgan's gender. Disclosure, too, comes at a cost. Honesty is not
necessarily rewarded in our society - something that many of us can relate to, regardless of
the specific issue at hand.
If you could sum your message into one sentence, what would that message be?
I would simply share a thought about myself: my life has, for the most part been safe and
comfortable, but how different a person might I have turned out to be if I had had to live, if
only a few years, in Morgan’s moccasins?
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I understand you have already released a second edition of North and Left From Here
(Take II). What do you want your readers to know about this latest book?
I began writing the original manuscript here, in Australia, some 10 years ago, but left it
dormant during the years I moved back to Paris. It's only upon my return to Brisbane - having
written Paris-based Benchmarks in the meantime - that I dug out the old North manuscript,
blew the cobwebs off it, redrafted most of it while spinning it around from a 1st to 3rd person
narration.
In its essence, North is a tad autobiographic. Like Alex, at thirty-five and a half, feeling old
and 'past it', I found myself terribly ... stuck.
Escaping back in time to previous moments of fireworks sexuality only exacerbated my
longing for real-time connections. But the moment came when, like I had, Alex promises
herself that she would no longer succumb to the familiar lust-cocktail of body chemicals and
quick-fix Band-Aid affairs to dig herself out of the emotional ruts. 
Back to top
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Synopsis
Set in Brisbane, Australia, Jagged Dreams
targets two social evils, homophobia and incest, and yet it
is also about love and commitment. In spite of its serious
exposition of such topics, Jagged Dreams is also a sexy
tale of lesbian lust and love. It is a romance novel tightly
wrapped inside a ‘whodunit’, a novel that offers something
to everyone without weakening any of its parts.
Sexual violence, emotional violence: for most of the
thirty-odd hours since Tamara, a victim of random attack,
collapsed in the grounds of a deserted parking lot somewhere in an Australian city, her thoughts are a shaken and
stirred cocktail of memories, stretched and distorted by the
warped reality of dreams and nightmares.
Yet, despite the dark thread of violence woven through the novel, one of its most lyrical moments occurs only hours after Tamara becomes the unwitting witness to the ugliness of sexual abuse.
It is in the vineyards of Bordeaux - Marielle is eighteen and straight. Tamara, at twenty-four, is the
older woman who, though she is terribly attracted to Marielle, understands that when the young
woman eventually sneaks into her bed, snuggles against her and begins a dreamy exploration of her
body, it is more an emotional connection Marielle is seeking than sexual gratiﬁcation. Tamara intuitively recognises that Marielle’s fragile psyche might construe any overtly sexual response on her part
as yet another act of physical domination.
That night-time visit is a very touching, very tender moment because Tamara’s sensitivity is, ultimately, what brings Marielle not only to survive the ritual of incest her father has been subjecting her to
but also to ﬁnd the strength to ﬁnally break free of him.
Jagged Dreams is a novel that brings hard-hitting issues to the romance genre without compromising
it.
Make no mistake, though it foregrounds violence, Jagged Dreams is really about love. And while real
time is suspended for Tamara who drifts in and out of consciousness inside a hospital bed, the reader
still has to work out whose act of violence has put her there and why.

PROLOGUE
She stops in mid-stride. No, she thinks. I shouldn’t just barge in on her like that and surprise her.
So instead, she has a look around the foyer. She looks at the artwork on the walls, at the large potted plants strategically placed in each corner, by the lifts, and by the entrance to each hallway. She
runs her hand along the already deserted receptionist’s desk.

Her eyes roam over the ‘No Bullying’ poster and on a notice board she recognises one of the memos
her lover had been working on a couple of nights earlier.
“What if I type Deconstruction Of Hero (ines) Part II and then follow through with the usual pedagogical blah blah blah?” her lover had asked late one night, late because that night they had made love
at the time her lover would otherwise have been typing the next day’s inter-departmental memos and
student notices.
“What if you do?” she had answered, unsure as to the real question.
“Well, I don’t necessarily want to mention the male hero thing ﬁrst, right? But it does have to be
mentioned because … well, because they do have to deconstruct how male ‘heroes’ are fabricated
too. I mean, that comparison is the main thrust of that particular unit.”
“Mmm?”
“But our students, even the girls, they’re really not ready for the shero word. Mind you, the she-hero
term seems somewhat contrived, and now that I think of it, it reminds me a bit of she-goat,” her
lover had rambled on, thinking out loud. “And yet, heroine is totally corny. So, without pandering to
the males…”
As Tamara hovers near the entrance to the hallway on the right, the impulse to peep into Suite 104
to surprise her lover hasn’t yet left her, not totally.
She would like to knock on that ofﬁce door and say, Hey …Look who’s here. Moi, she would grin.
Not just on time but before time. So, you going to show me around or what?
She would like to see her lover at work. She imagines her as she might look up from her monitor or
from the contents of a ﬁling cabinet to answer a knock on the door. Does she keep on working, waiting for whoever to open the door and poke their head through or does she peer over her half-moon
glasses and call out, Come in! How does she move inside that ofﬁce?
In her mind, she imagines her lover, in one of the ofﬁces to the right of the sliding doors, some four
doors down. She imagines her tidying up her ﬁles, diarising a couple of must-do items. She imagines her organising today for tomorrow or next month. She imagines her, too, glancing at her watch,
relaxed in the thought that she won’t be around for a little while yet. She imagines her smiling at the
thought that all is well in their world and that a pleasant evening in a New Farm restaurant lies ahead
for the two of them.
She would like to meet some of her colleagues, too, even if her lover introduces her only by her ﬁrst
name without adding, my lover. Knocking on her ofﬁce door would be fun but she won’t impose that
on her lover. Home and work, different spheres, says her lover.
Both private. Differently private. Both for different sets of eyes. Never mind, she tells herself.
She smiles at a private thought as, with the straps of her backpack wrapped loosely around her wrist,
she walks back through the sliding doors and into the fading afternoon light. As she nears the car,
something glints at her, something on the ground. Almost behind the front wheel but not quite. She
drops her backpack by the car door and leans down to have a closer look. As she does, a blue blur

moves across the furthest quadrant of her peripheral vision.
She reaches down but her ﬁngertips do not get to retrieve the glinting object. If they had, she would
have immediately recognised one of her lover’s favourite ear studs.
*****

White. White-gray. Grey-blue. Blue-cool. Bubbles. Lots of bubbles. Bubble and rise. Breath
choked. No more noisy bubbles. Quiet. Mufﬂed sounds. Thud. Thud. Thud. Heartbeats. Upward
through the breaking blue. Warm-blue. Tam-Darling, really! Just because papa does it when he
shouldn’t, you must never jump off from up there. Bub, you understand?
Watery voice. Use the ladder. That’s what Old Jacob’s for you know, Jamie. I told him that, I know I
told him to use the ladder. Grey. Hard, grainy, nasty gray. Wet against my cheek. White-blue again.
White-blue ice. Cold-blue. High blue white walls. Walls against my body. Tight. Cold. Hard. Blue.
So much of it. Why so much blue?
A voice. From inside. No, not from inside me. Outside. Not in my head. One ﬁnger in my ear. The
other ear tight against the pillow. Mother’s voice. Small and far. A stranger’s voice. “Watch that
bloody drip. Is she coming around?”
Walls. Soft-hard thickness. Cold ice-walls too tight. Too tightly against me. Can’t breathe. Slip.
Grip toes! Slip, slip, slip away. Electric blue. Dildo-blue. Uh … no. Not for me, she said. You
should know better, shouldn’t you? She said. It’s just that I never got around to giving it to Solange.
That’s what she said. Leather-blue blur.
Grainy gray. Rough against my cheek. Too weak, no grip. In the ward, inside her bed, inside her
head, Tamara’s brain is taking her back to a particular day, though that day is already years old and
that’s because her thoughts are still not hers to harness. Tamara tossed and turned as if she truly
believed that a show of temper would mufﬂe the exultant sounds that came from the farmyard. The
roosters, the frigging roosters, were already awake. She pushed her head further into the downy
depth of the pillow and yet the roosters’ pre-dawn calls were, in fact, not as discordant as that of the
crows in Alex’s suburban backyard.
‘No sound can possibly be worse than the early morning cawing of the Brisbane crows,’ she used to
think back home, in Australia. ‘Even a ﬂock of chirpy galahs would be softer to the ears.’
The other difference was that Alex’s backyard crows cawed after sun-up round six a.m., not before
dawn. And so, what Tamara was craving, at the moment of the roosters’ triumphant cock-a-doodledoo, was a few more hours burrowed inside the warmth of her bed. One ﬁnger inside her ear-hole,
the other ear jammed tightly against the pillow, she closed her eyes again, willing the receding
drowsiness to linger on just a while longer.
She stretched ﬁrst one leg then the other. Her thigh muscles protested. Again, still, even after eight

days. The sole of one foot snuggled back against the calf muscle of the other leg. It’s that frigging
squat that does it, she thought. It’s the hours on end bit that does it. It’s a killer.
Screaming muscle aches had not been on her mind when she had let her wanderlust take her to the
East of St Emilion and up and down, inland from the banks of the Dordogne River. What thoughts
had drifted, while she strode past vineyards and the century-stained walls of low-set farms revolved
around the odd ridge one of her socks had shaped inside her hiking boot. Her backpack harness
rode comfortably against the length of her back and snugly against her hips. So uncluttered had her
backpacker’s mind become while trekking through this friendly territory in the central western region
of France that preventing the skin irritation from forming a blister had been the sole concern of the
past few days, certainly her only annoyance.
Basic physical comfort she had decided, comfort within one’s body, was essential. It was the gateway
to well-being. Everything else was absolutely optional: saving for an old age that may never come,
a three-bedroom house in the suburbs, a PDA and a mobile phone, emotional entanglements, tattoos and piercings, other must-haves she either had or wished she had. She lumped them all into
an imaginary bag labelled ‘Disposable Gadgetry’. It is not the indeterminate leave of absence from
her ordinary life as a worker in the Brisbane Domestic Violence cell that had given her that particular
insight, but two or three weeks of solitary trekking.
And so, it was the newfound understanding of what really mattered that had prompted her to give
into the rub that was irritating the outer side of her big toe inside her Trailblazer boot. She had
smiled to herself, face lifted to the soft afternoon sun. She knew that that irritation would soon be
relieved. And she would, once again, have a totally blank screen on which important things like
sunsets, smells and scents, picturesque sights, new and unexpected experiences, would paint themselves. All of that, plus the incredible feeling of being at ease within her young and healthy body,
would leave one at a time their clean, uncluttered impressions. That feeling ruled supreme. Sweet.
Priceless.
“Alors, la jeune Tamara! On bouge là d’dans?”
Tamara scrunched her eyes more tightly shut and suppressed a groan. Marielle’s voice, cheery as
usual had, yet again, found a way to sneak all the way to Tamara’s middle ear and beyond.
“C’est sûr qu’ après l’ chant du coq y en qu’ pour les paresseux à c’ t’ heure-là.”
Marielle knew that Tamara was no longer asleep. That is what she knew. What Tamara knew was
that there would be little gained by pretending deep sleep. Marielle’s daily wake-up call said it all.
The gist of it, as Marielle had patiently explained until Tamara had understood, was that it’s only laziness that makes the sleepy head sleepy after the roosters have called in the new day. That’s what
the winegrower’s daughter said adhering, as she did in all things, to the locals’ earthy reasoning. And
so, Tamara knew that Marielle wouldn’t go away. Not before she had seen her soft-pale feet poke
from under the édredon and grope for the thin ﬂoor rug.
“Allez, La Grande! Un bon p’tit déjeuner pour chasser la faim d’ la nuit. Et les raisins, y sont déjà à
nous attendre, eux.”
Marielle liked to refer to the household’s only backpacker as La Grande, the tall one. Not that Tamara

was unusually tall, standing only at ﬁve eight, but she was certainly taller than the vigneron’s daughter.
Though slight, Marielle was much stronger, her body stubbornly enduring, born as she was into daily
physical work that went far beyond doing the usual washing-up expected of city children. It was the
trekker’s slender hips and taut rollerblader’s legs that made her look taller than she was.
Tamara yawned silently, rolled over and wiggled her toes. She rotated both wrists and winced again
in the darkness. Yep. That ache was still there, too, still deep inside the muscle that snaked from
wrist to elbow. It, too, protested, but from the repeated strain of cutting bunch of grapes after
bunch after bunch with pruning secateurs. Some two thousand bunches a day she had cut. Multiply
that by eight for the number of days I’ve been at it, she mused, and that amounts to sixteen thousand wrist snips. Awesome.
Grape picking was a ﬁne thing but Tamara had quickly ﬁgured out that vines were not harvested by
picking. Only by cutting. Snip, cut, snip, cut, cut. Don’t know how she does it, Marielle, topping me
by another thousand. Every day. Must be in the genes.
Something her mother must’ve put in her baby formula.
The second part of Marielle’s early morning wisdom is about, as she says, not forgetting the grapes.
They’re out there, already waiting for us, she says, how cute. Quaint, Tamara sighed inwardly, imagining the dark round grapes in their chunky clusters just hanging. Like, they’re just waiting for us to
start snipping. Snip, snip, cut, cut, snip.
Tamara swivelled her hips slightly to ease the strain she felt in her lower back. The unexpected
sweet sensation that spread throughout her body was different from, but not unlike, the pinpoint moment in lovemaking when an indescribable shimmer focuses her attention. The exact second when
her body kicks into the pre-orgasmic phase. She moaned softly.
Marielle was sliding the curtains sideways to allow the pale pre-morning light to ﬁlter inside Tamara’s
corner of the converted barn. The light crept in through reluctant windowpanes, chasing away the
bits of night that had been clinging to the whitewashed walls, like Tamara to the warmth of her bed
and drifting thoughts.
Tamara seldom understood everything that was said in French but she understood enough to get the
general drift of whatever was being said around her. Her precipitously revived A Level high school
French could only stretch so far at such short notice.
Marielle liked the foreigner’s easy smile. She liked her smile because it made it easy for her to smile
back. Besides her unusually green eyes, she liked, too, the traveller’s approach to struggles that
she, herself, wouldn’t have liked to face in a foreign land and in a foreign language. She understood
Tamara’s determination to keep on cutting, to keep on snipping, even when close to the edge of her
endurance.

Marielle knew a lot about determination. About the determination it takes to keep going, teeth gritted, to keep the pain inside and the silence outside, though Marielle’s endurance was not at the
physical level. She was healthy, strong, used to back breaking- tasks. She was resilient. That resilience allowed her to keep her thoughts silent behind gritted teeth and in a calciﬁed heart. And so,
unwittingly, Tamara had successfully completed, in Marielle’s eyes, the essential phase of an unwritten rite of passage.
Because of all that, and because they were close to the same age, and because Tamara’s presence
offered her a temporary break in an otherwise all male environment, except for her mother, Marielle
didn’t mind repeating things slowly, exhibiting uncharacteristic Gallic patience. And so, Tamara knew
how knowledgeable the young woman was in regards to all aspects of the vineyard and the farmyard
fowls and the cows.
Tamara had observed the many things Marielle knew to do with her hands. Wide and strong hands,
she had. Larger than her below-average height and slim frame would have suggested. They were
totally capable, those hands of hers, and one day they would become hard like Madame Dufour’s, her
mother’s. Hard because calloused. Calloused because never idle.
Tamara raised her wrist to peer at her watch face. Just as she suspected, the small hand had crept
up to the ﬁve but the big hand was lagging behind. It was nowhere near the twelve. She ran a
hand over the warm skin of her stomach, up and across her breasts. Her nipples felt her touch. She
sighed again but made herself sit up.
“Ça va. Je suis ré-veillée.” Yes, she was awake though still fuzzy from the night. Still fuzzy from her
recurring dream, but awake. Will there ever be a time when that dream will just go away? Go away
and stay away? Jamie jumped. He was not allowed there at all, not even under adult supervision.
She had shouted at him to climb down, to get back on the deck. ‘Use the ladder. Go very slowly.
Old Jacobs is not for little people,’ that’s what mother says. ‘You know Papa says you’re not allowed
up there. You’re never to climb up there, he said that, you know?’ Instead, Jamie had pushed off
the tiny barrel-like platform of the crow’s-nest. He had jumped. He hadn’t wanted to. Not at all.
His eyes. All he –
“C’est bien, Tamara. Bientôt, c’est toi qui viendra me chercher.”
I don’t think so, Tamara thought. No matter how often Marielle might suggest the idea, Tamara
couldn’t possibly envisage a time when she would beat her to the breakfast table. She’ d have
moved on long before farm life could alter her in such a drastic way.
As she emerged a little more from the night, Tamara was keen to not let a lurking grumpiness encroach any further. She needed to ﬂush it out of the corner of her head, from whatever corner it was
that wanted to revert to her old habit, the twenty-four year old habit of sleeping in. Lazy weekend
mornings had always been a sacrosanct ritual of hers.
Tamara ran her hand over the warm ﬂeecy fabric of her pajamas over her still sleepy, still warm sex,
and she stretched again. But again, she reasoned, if waking Marielle from inside the huge four-post-

er bed tucked away in the east side of the ﬁrst ﬂoor was an option, a viable one, that would certainly
entice her more quickly out of her own bed. Why, she might even beat the roosters to the dawn
and watch the sunrise through the small window tucked under the eaves, the vigneron’s daughter’s
moonlight-pale body tucked into her own.
Chuckling at her own sleazy thoughts, Tamara ﬁnally decided the time had come to keep her eyes
open and face the wonders of and ﬂatten the sleep-tousled spikes of dark hair that stood up at odd
angles, Tamara crossed the paved courtyard on Marielle’s heels, quite keen now to stand by the
warmth of the kitchen’s hearth. On the other side of the heavy French doors, Madame Dufour’s
strong chicory-coffee blend and tartines cut thick would ready her for the work ahead. By then, a
little more of the sun would be out. By then, the vines would be glistening with clingy, crystal-clear
raindrops. By then, the grapes would just be hanging, waiting to get cut off the vine, just like Marielle said.
Some eight days earlier, Tamara had entered the wide courtyard that she guessed might date back to
the fourteenth century or thereabouts. She had knocked on the door that seemed frail, embedded
as it was inside the thick depth of stonewalls. No one had answered. She had propped her backpack against the age-stained wall, happy to separate herself from the load that had almost become
an excroissance, a growth, that had latched on to her lean frame. A dog had barked. A voice had
answered it. A woman’s voice, it had been.
Good sign, Tamara had thought.
She had rounded the corner and almost stumbled headﬁrst into a knee-high, moss-festooned well.
The dog had barked again, unpleasantly this time, and the woman who had been feeding the fowls
looked up. The dog barked again, clearly suggesting to Tamara that she shouldn’t come any closer.
Glad the dog was tied up, she nevertheless stayed where she was, the cool moss of the well refreshing against the side of her knee. She waved at the fermière who seemed young, about her age. To
better see the stranger, the young woman raised her hand to shade her eyes against the slanted rays
of the afternoon sun.
“Bun-jour,” Tamara had said.
“Bonjour,” the young farmer had replied noncommittally, eyes still shielded.
From her position by the well, Tamara had launched her request in rusty French. “Uh … Je voudrwais
… Est-ce possible … un endrwoit pouhr dohrmir?” she added.
“Ben, c’est qu’ ça dépend,” the young woman had replied still noncommittally but pleasantly enough.
When, pushing back a strand of chestnut hair, she had added, “Viens un peu. Viens,” with a movement of the hand that meant ‘Come here’, Tamara thought it augured well for her toe. It would soon
be free from the irritating rub of the sock.
And when, a while later, Tamara had found herself alone in the converted barn that was a lovely highceilinged, thick-beamed affair, she almost felt like baby Jesus in the manger.
She expected, of course, that there would be some kind of exchange en nature, as they say, some
work to do in the vineyard, but she hadn’t asked what. On the one hand, the task of communicating with strangers seemed, momentarily, too arduous to attempt just then. On the other, she was

totally unworried as to what the work might entail. Whatever the vignerons had lined up for her she
guessed would be fair and within the ability of any ﬁt young person.
On the ﬁrst of Marielle’s post-dawn visits to her barn, Tamara’s only gripe had been the gritty sensation behind her eyelids. She had slept well but not enough. Marielle had ushered her to her place
at the breakfast table. Thick chicory coffee, the morning’s milk already in the heavy grés jug, thick
slabs of home-made bread smothered in creamy butter and grape preserve had put her into the right
gear for what lay ahead.
She found herself ushered in to join a hourdon, a team of cutters, all of them local men of varying
ages. Some smiled awkwardly. Some simply nodded. Les campagnards, though usually welcoming,
Tamara had already noticed, were not by nature talkative people.
Though she, herself, was always extremely interested in others, in the human species in general, she
didn’t mind working in silence, letting the postcard-documentary quality of these moments in the
vines ﬁll her senses, before the squatting, the bending, the cutting and the snipping numbed them.
Besides, any conversation in French would have had to be reduced to a threadbare simplicity.
Grape harvest in the Bordeaux region is still very much a local males’ business though exceptions are
made for itinerant workers such as Tamara. However, when Marielle joins the vendangeurs, the pickers, she doesn’t actually join them. It wouldn’t be ﬁtting for her to take her place inside an all-male
hourdons.
Solitary work at the other end of the vineyard under the late September skies affords her hours of
silence as, in her hand, she feels the weight of the bunches of Cabernet-Franc or Cabernet-Sauvignon
grapes. Hours of emptiness as her hand mindlessly clenches and releases the secateurs’ handles.
Hours during which she takes in her ﬁll of that land she loves more than she loves herself. So many
hours during which to also hate the code of silence of that land that keeps her walled-in. Emmurée,
as the French say.
“C’est Tamara. Elle est Australienne,” Marielle had said that ﬁrst morning in lieu of introduction. And
she had left, in a swirl of calico skirt above dung and mud-splattered plastic boots, chestnut hair already piled up under a wide-brimmed hat. The mornings were cool; there was no doubting that but,
though late in the season, the sun was still able to muster considerable strength as soon as it cleared
the low-lying hills. Marielle knew this year’s harvest would be sweet and have a high alcohol content.
From the other side of the rége, of the row, one of the silent men had handed Tamara a little yellow
plastic basket and a pair of sticky secateurs. He had smiled at her but only with his eyes. She had
smiled at him with all of her face. He had looked away. She had glanced at an old man a few metres
ahead and had imitated his stance, his squat, shoulder to the dusty vine.
The basket, Tamara had ﬁgured out, was just the right size to accommodate four kilos of grapes.
When these little baskets were full, a porter would come around and empty the vendangeurs’ baskets into his own, a huge one that he carried on his back. One that, by the time he emptied it on
the ﬂatbed of the truck released some eighty kilos of grapes. At the family-owned vignoble of Sainte

Thérèse, the vines were always harvested by hand. To the devil may go the mechanical harvesters
used by some neighbouring viticulteurs.
At Sainte-Thérèse, the Dufour family still did things in the traditional way. Good year, bad year, from
the top of the genealogical tree to its lower present branch, the Dufours had struggled with their
vines and for their vines since the 1800s. Through the 1886 deadly invasion of the Phylloxera louse
that came from the south to decimate thousands of hectares of vines, they struggled and survived.
Through spring-times that were as cold as winters, they survived, but the grapes were as dried up as
old nursemaids’ teats. Through torrential rain that brought in a rot that could never be dried out, the
Dufour estate survived, though barely. And family feuds tore up more parcels off the patrimoine and
added none.
The Dufours struggled and the name had survived. But hard times, bad times, bad fortune, bad luck,
wars, deaths, and intermittent greed through the decades had seen to it that what remained of the
original estate could, at the turn of the twenty-ﬁrst century, only produce a fraction of its legendary
former yield. Still, there were some two hundred hectares of Cabernet Sauvignon and CabernetFranc to bring in, ferment, bottle, and more importantly, to drink.
For the French oeunologues and local connoisseurs, the cuvees Sainte-Thérèse were a delight made
thus delightful by its méthode artisanale and its limited production. Rare were the smaller vineyards
that could produce, year after year, such a balanced, rich, and silky Cabernet at a price that shamed
its loftier neighbours who used their chateaux’s exhausted name to justify the market price of their
cuvée.
Anyway, Marielle was only a few years younger than Tamara but, at nineteen she didn’t know any
other life but that spun out of the seasonal cycles that revolved around the hectares of vines that still
belonged to her father. But when all the work was done and dinner over, Marielle would jump on the
back of the old rumbling Ducati her ﬁancé had inherited from an uncle. Hugging the back of the lowlying hills, amber red, Christian’s broken taillight quickly became a lone receding eye.
A red light blinks. A red beacon across the aisle to guide Tamara back to where she needs to be.
”Any second now. And counting.”
“Five seconds and I say she’ll have come good. One … two …three … four. And … Hel-low? Yes!
Here she is.”
I can see through water. Far above me. Pale. White. Elongated sounds from the deep. What’s up?
White again. White everywhere. White walls. Soft walls.
“Tamara, hello. I’m Fiona.”
Is this voice for real? It’s like, so mufﬂed. Mufﬂed. Someone’s talking to me. Tongue. Move
tongue. Tongue, move! Oh, man …Dry … All dry. Swallow. Wipe the blur away. Water in my eyes.
Underwater water.
“Nah, nah, nah!” Fiona says in a staccato. “No, no, no,” she reiterates. “Tamara, don’t you go mov-

ing around so soon.”
Bumblebees buzz all around. Awh … my head! Throb. Contract. Expand. Contract. Crack. Pound.
Pound. Pound. Who is this woman? Where am I?
“Tamara, I’m Fiona. You have a thumping headache, right?”
Right. A hangover like I’ve never had in my whole entire friggin’ life. What the hell did I have to
drink last night? I … uh … Last night?
Two ﬁngers resting lightly across Tamara’s wrist, eyes on her fob watch, Fiona started counting each
pulse over ﬁfteen seconds and multiplied them by four. Sluggish.
Water. Swallow. Blink. Blink again. A splash of white. A face in my face. Close. Too close. Uh …
yes, white. White, more white. No blue. Oh. Back to blue. Close eyes. Eyes! Close!
“No, no. Tamara, keep your eyes open. Good. Thatta girl.”
Dots. White dots. White polyps in a storm. Upside down storm. A night storm of white polyps.
Dark water. Cold. Clams. Clammy. Sweaty.
Back in the blue. Warm-blue water. No! Not from there, Jamie. You’re not allowed. Only my
Papa can jump in. Even me, I have to use the ladder and I live here. Even if you’re older than me,
Papa says you can’t jump from there. Black Night’s a schooner, you know. Schooners are jolly big.
They’re all big like this one. Big but not always black, you see. They look mean. This one is nice but
Mamma, she thought we should still call it Black Night. Too high, says Mamma. Too high for me to
jump off the crow’s-nest. She’s wrong, though. I’m not that little anymore.
I’m seven years old, you know. And look, I’m the best swimmer. I’ll beat you to that rock out there.
That’s if you ever get down here. It’s nice in here in the warm-blu –
“Hellooow, Tamara. You’ve drifted off. We’ve met, remember? I’m Fiona. Tamara, Dr Mac is here to
see you.”
White Jamie. Too white in the warm-blue. Blurry. Blurry white. White moon. White face. Fiona?
“Hello, Tamara. I’m Dr Mac. First name’s Gill,” says Doctor McIntyre in her usual breezy way. “They
tell me you’ve just woken up. Is that right?” She removes the ball of her thumb from Tamara’s eyelid. “Feeling groggy?” Another frown ﬂutters over Tamara’s brow but she cannot think of what she
needs to reply to the woman’s questions. Too fast. “It’ll wear off. Did Fiona run past you what info
we have?”
Very dirty lenses. Must clean lenses. Hey, I don’t even wear glasses. Must see that face on the
other side. Mac. Fiona and –
“Tamara, you’re at the RBH.”
R …B … Why? “Uh … what … uh … where am I?”
“You’re at the Royal Brisbane, Tamara. Ward seven. It would seem that you’ve suffered a violent

blow to the head. You have moderate concussion. What is the last thing you remember clearly?”
Fog. Fog’s thinning. I can see her now. Like Mamma’s face. I could see Mamma’s face like that.
Upside down looking under the water, she was. Looking down to see me through my puddle of water.
Calling out to me. There but not there. Not where I am. High up, she was. Up and far from me.
Cold clanks. Thin clanks. Metal against metal. What the fuck is this Mac woman telling me?
“Before I got … here?” Long spidery ﬁngers of pain twitch deep inside Tamara’s head.
“No, don’t move your head. Keep still. The trauma to your head is not severe but there is trauma.
Concussion. No fractures. No haematoma, subdural or otherwise. So do you remember talking to
anyone?”
Tamara closes her eyes, hoping to ease the pain away. To ease the pain and clear the confusion. To
keep the slide from sliding anymore. To keep everything still and get a grip.
“What I remember?”
“Do you remember walking through a parking-lot at around six?”
“Had coffee … I was early. Concu … concussion? Why?”
“Well, Tamara, I can’t answer your Why question. I can’t say why it looks like someone took to you
with something much heavier than a rolling pi– ”
“My … my head. When?”
“Earlier this evening, Tamara, some four hours ago. Give or take. However, the good news is that
you’ll be able to go home in a day or two. We’ll know for sure by tomorrow. That coffee you mentioned, at what time was it?”
Thoughts slide past but do not connect.
“Tamara, at what time do you think you had that coffee you mentioned?”
“I was early. I … had to meet … I was going to meet … someone after work.”
“At what time were you going to meet this friend of yours?”
“She’s not my … uh … at ﬁve …I think.”
“At ﬁve or at six, Tamara? Can you remember? The friend who called the ambulance says she was
expecting you shortly after six.”
“It’s not … I can’t get think back to … can’t think. Not clearly.”
“OK.” Doctor Mac glances at the nurse who tightens her lips, her way to indicate that she, too, understands there might be a problem.
“So, you stopped somewhere for coffee because you were early? Your friend said she found you a little after six but she doesn’t know how long you’d been waiting or, more to the point, how long you’d
been unconscious. It’s very important that we know how long you were under. Do you understand,
Tamara? No, don’t nod. Just say yes.”
Too late. Eyes squeezed tight Tamara moans softly. When she opens her eyes, they are shiny with
repressed tears.

“I left close to six … the coffee shop.”
“Good. Excellent Tamara. And where did you go next?”
“Next door. To get … my … my friend. Early. I remember I was early.”
“Very good all that, Tamara. So you might have been unconscious only a few minutes before she
found you and called the ambulance. We’ll just say ten for now. So, young lady,” Dr Mac asks again,
“how old are you?”
Light. In my eyes. A ﬂicker. Steady probe. Aawh … fucking hell!
“Tamara, be still,” says Fiona ﬁrmly. One hand loose across Tamara’s forehead, she’s holding Tamara’s eyelid open with her thumb. With her free hand, she shines a light into Tamara’s eye. “The
pain’s from the blow, not from the light. I just need to look at the back of your eyes. Be a good girl,
will you?”
“My head hurts. It’s like, so bad.” Her heart is beating far too fast. “Thirsty … please.”
Glass skittles. Shards bite. Blinding white pain. Red throbbing pain.
“Don’t move your head.” That’s the other voice. “You don’t need to. Yes, that’s much better. Suck
as hard as you want. A little more. Now, Tamara, tell us a little something about yourself like, what’s
your surname?”
Questions. Too many questions. I hear them now. Not nice. Finger in my ear to block off the
sounds. Push back into pillow. Can’t hear Mamma. Turn off the light, Bub, she says. Yes, I say, turn
off the bloody light.
That sick feeling is in Tamara’s stomach. A dark and hollow feeling. Her Adam’s apple bobs up and
down. Up and down again. Too fast. Saliva is thinning inside Tamara’s mouth.
One ﬁnger in her ear to not hear. Burrow into pillow. Receding light. Thumping. Throbbing. Oh
…not good. No more water. Hot. Too hot.
“Uh … I … uh … I feel … might throw up.”
“It’s OK, Tamara. It’s the sedatives. The anti-emetics will kick in soon. Tamara, please tell me what
you make of my ﬁngers … how many? And now? What about this light?”
Light? Yes. Turn off the friggin’ light! Where is it? “Uh … yes. Light.”
“Where’s the light, Tamara?”
Where is the frigging light? “Behind … behind my eye.”
“Which eye?”
Tamara cannot tell which of her eyes registers the light.
“Tuh … Tamara.” Tamara’s public school vowels, the BBC accent, as Emilie calls it, come out wrapped
around the name. Tahmahhrah.
“Yes, that’s correct. Tamara what?”
“Tuh … Tuh … “ Oh, for fuck’s sake. No, don’t cry now. I can do that. I know my name. “Tuh …
Townsend.”
“Good, Tamara. Very good. Now, what do you remember of voices, sounds? People talking to you?

Remember anything of what they said?”
Grey cotton noise.
“It would seem you have a touch of amnesia. Antegrade/retrograde amnesia. It only affects your
memory in terms of what’s happened just before and right after the trauma to your head. That’s
only momentary. What’s a bit harder to tell, at this stage, is whether or not there’s been microscopic
tearing under there.” Doctor Mac raps her knuckles on the side of her head as she would on a door.
“You’ve received a violent blow to the head, a nasty one, there’s no denying that. But you may have
been very lucky all the same,” Doctor Mac adds, peering into her patient’s face. She pats the limp
ﬁngers, just below the protruding cannula taped to the back of her hand. “So, back to the old question, how old are you, Tamara?”
“Twenty … eight.”
Aawhh. Rip ﬂash. Mad bees buzz. Chainsaw head.
“No, no. Don’t move like that. You must avoid that kind of pain for yourself. You were found unconscious. Someone called the ambulance.”
“Someone?”
“A Ms Anderson. Emma-Lee Anderson.”
“Emilie.”
“Emma-Lee, yes. The ambulance driver conﬁrmed he got to you in under ten minutes. Anyway, all
in all, looks like you may have been out for about twenty minutes, twenty-ﬁve on the outside. We
can’t know for sure.“
“Not Emmalee.”
“Excuse me?”
“Em … ilie.”
“And what about Emma-Lee?”
“Her name’s Emilie, but … she’s not my friend.”
“Are we talking about Ms Anderson? Emma-Lee?”
“She’s … my lover.”
“Ah … yes. Ms Anderson did say something about that. Therefore, you do remember Emma-Lee.
Good, Tamara, that’s very good.”
……………………
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