


HouseHopping
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Moving 
house

4



and exp
loring 

a new s
uburb

...
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I follow a track up a hill... 

6



through sky and sun ...

7



to a sum
mit ...
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and look out over the plains 
to the sea ...
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to the shark patrol 
and cliffs on the horizon...
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then follow the ridge to 
a hang-glider pad (otherwise known as`the edge of the world´) and look down ... and marvel

...
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aghast ... t
hen discover

 

a secret and
 secluded be

ach

in the dista
nce ...

12



and a track winding 
down through the boulders...

13



throug
h foss

ils an
d rock

y 

outcro
ps ...

14



to a beach with no n
ame 

...

15



a secret beach with rocks and 
waves ... and a track winding back ...

16



‘through bli
zzards 

and desert
 heat, acr

oss 

torrents, 
through 

narrow pas
ses’

1 ... to a 
beach 

of shimmer
ing light 

...
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and watch Sapphire sniff and survey the sultry spray ... 
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here, at 
Maslin Be

ach, 

in the Gu
lf of St 

Vincent, 

in Adelai
de, South

 

Australia
, where w

e moved o
n 

January 1
0 2009 ..

.

and know that she and I 
are home ...
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and for
 today 

- Janua
ry 

15 - th
is is e

nough!
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our place

Ochre Point 
The Secret Beach

Blanche Point

Gull Rock

Moana

Maslin Beach
+

•Glider Pad
•

Gu
lf
 S
t 
Vi
nc
en
t

↑
N

House

•Lookout

•Nudist Beach
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47 Gulf Parade, Maslin Beach, SA 5170
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Touring
 and Dr

ifting 

in a Po
stmoder

n Age .
..
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○
1  ‘At

 No
rth

 Fa
rm’ 

by 

Joh
n A

shb
ery
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‘We start our lives in chaos, in 

babble. As we surge up into the 

world, we try to devise a 

shape, a plan.There is dignity in 

this. Your whole life is a plot, a 

scheme, a diagram. It is a failed 

scheme but that’s not the point. 

To plot is to affirm life, to seek 

shape and control...’ 
(Don Delillo, White Noise,  

1986, p. 291) 
 

‘You reach a moment in life 

when, among the people you 

have known, the dead 

outnumber the living. And the 

mind refuses to accept more 

faces, more expressions: on 

every new face you encounter, 

it prints the old forms, for each 

one it finds the most suitable 

mask.’. 
(Italo Calvino, Invisible Cities,  

1972/1979, p. 75) 

 
That’s what it all comes down to 

in the end,’ he said. '‘A person 

spends his life saying good-bye 

to other people. How does he 

say goodbye to himself?’ 
 (Don Delillo, White Noise,  

1986, p. 294) 
 
 
 
 

 
 

For the written to be the written, it must 

continue to “act” and to be legible even 

if what is called the author of the writing 

no longer answers for what he has 

written, for what he seems to have 

signed, whether he is provisionally 

absent, or if he is dead, or if in general 

he does not support, with his absolutely 

current and present intention or 

attention, the plenitude of his meaning, of 

that very thing which seems to be 

written “in his name.” 

 
(Jacques Derrida, ‘Signature Event Context,’ 

A Derrida Reader, 1991, p. 91) 
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