


Ode to Man
by Emma Mary Hall

A Playlab Theatre Publication



Contents
Publication and Copyright Information    3

Foreword — Shane Pike      4
 
Acknowledgements      6 

First Production Details      7

Ode to Man       9

Biography — Emma Mary Hall     40



3 Emma Mary Hall

Publication and Copyright Information
Performance Rights
Any performance or public reading of any text in this volume is forbidden unless a 
licence has been received from the author or the author’s agent. The purchase of this 
book in no way gives the purchaser the right to perform the play in public, whether by 
means of a staged production or as a reading. Inquiries concerning performance rights, 
publication, translation or recording rights should be addressed to: Playlab Theatre, PO 
Box 3701, South Brisbane B.C, Qld 4101. Email: info@playlabtheatre.com.au

Copyright
This book is copyright. Apart from any fair dealing for the purpose of study, research 
or review, as permitted under the Copyright Act, no part may be reproduced by 
any process without written permission. For education purposes the Australian 
Copyright Act 1968 (Act) allows a maximum of one chapter or 10% of this book, 
whichever is greater to be copied, but only if the institution or educator is covered 
by a Copyright Agency Limited (CAL) licence. All inquiries should be made to the 
publisher at the address above.

Copy Licences 
To print copies of this work, purchase a Copy Licence from the reseller from whom 
you originally bought this work or directly from Playlab Theatre at the address 
above. These Licences grant the right to print up to thirty copies. 

Ode to Man © Emma Mary Hall
First Published December 2018 by Playlab Theatre

General editor: Alexander Bayliss
Copy editor: Ashlinn Theroux and Elizabeth Elliott Haynes 
Cover design: Sean Dowling 

National Library of Australia
Cataloguing-in-Publication Data:
Catalogue in publication
Emma Mary Hall — 1981 –

Ode to Man
ISBN: 978 1 925338 78 2



Ode to Man by Emma Mary Hall

4A Playlab Theatre Publication 

Foreword
If I’m honest, I had a certain dubiousness about a play called Ode to Man 
on my way to see it for the first time. As Hall explains in Chapter 2 of the 
monologue, an Ode is written about the death of something and being a 
cis-gendered man I’m not too keen on us all being killed off … Furthermore, 
as someone who researches masculinity and male identity formation, 
specifically how it is (re)presented on the theatrical stage, I have more often 
than I’d like been met with belligerently didactic, and viciously critical, 
recited treatises condemning men simply for existing. I believe this can 
exacerbate “male-guilt”, particularly when artists use the dramatic soapbox 
to aggravate and inflame this social phenomenon, angrily attacking the 
male holders-of-power as if collective “men” is the same as a singular “man”, 
denying the existence of diverse and multiple masculinities, as Connell and 
Messerschmidt would describe them.

Ode to Man, however, is not such a work. A conversation sorely missing 
from our contemporary middle-class world centres around gender roles 
and the images of men we want (nay, need) young men to emulate in their 
own behaviour. Hall reflects acutely on these kinds of concerns and presents 
starkly the imminent social and cultural issues that stem from our avoidance 
of the escalating identity-crises (male and female) at hand. And all of this is 
presented through a feminist lens that privileges the biological concerns of 
cis-gendered women, something that some men may find hard to understand 
but all men need to witness  by virtue of works like this.

This is a work of poetry, in both the Aristotelian sense of The Poetics, and 
in its unique and often post-dramatic, stanza-like structure. It is a well-
researched work that combines reason with personal emotion and self-
identified prejudice alongside a keen sense of empathy and logic. Ode to Man 
cleverly unwraps the complex site of contemporary gender interplay with 
an astute mix of the comic and the confronting. There are some important 
home-truths unapologetically presented by Hall, but couched with such 
rhetorical intelligence that even the most defensive of “blokes” might be 
encouraged to take pause and think. And I can only imagine that Ode to 
Man must also generate a sense of shared experience, understanding and 
camaraderie between the story, the performer and women audiences.

Winner of the Best Emerging Writer award at Melbourne Fringe and a 
nomination for Best Performance, Ode to Man has toured Australia with 
great success, reaching out to audiences across the gender, social and 
economic spectrums. I find this important work to have such a useful 
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message and story to share that I prescribed it as part of the curriculum for 
one of my performance making courses at the Queensland University of 
Technology. If you are a student of theatre then read and/or watch this play as 
an example of the post-dramatic and take notes on how to construct (and de-
struct) a contemporary narrative; if you are a theatre maker or theatre goer, 
then this work will interest you in the masterful way it weaves poetry and 
prose into a dramaturgically profound narrative; and if you’re a woman or a 
man — or anyone anywhere along the gender spectrum — then you will find 
a connection to this character, often inspiring and endearing and sometimes 
necessarily confronting.

Dr Shane Pike
Lecturer in Drama
QUT Creative Industries Faculty
School of Creative Practice
March 2019
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1.
The new economy is indifferent to size and strength … the mothers pull themselves 
up, but the men don’t follow.
  — Hannah Rosin, The End of Men, The Atlantic 2010

2.
Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold

— W. B. Yeats, Sailing to Byzantium

3.
Went to UCLA until she met my dick
You wanted to be a doctor? I bet you did

— Odd Future, Real Bitch, 2012

4.
A performer is someone who has many perspectives of themselves in space

— Deborah Hay, paraphrased by Margaret Cameron, I Shudder to Think, 2016

5.
I’m torn between maintaining you as an entity to write to and talking with you as 
a person.

— Chris Kraus, I Love Dick, 1997
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Ode to Man

PROLOGUE.
 Ode to man

 a farewell to men

 in 15 chapters.

 A depiction of contemporary masculinity

 an excavation of heartbreak

 a poetic performance essay

 (in a sort of interpretive dance sense)

 but also a sociological treatise

 or rumination

 on contemporary gender relations

 and modern dating rituals

 in the hyper-individualised

 yet consistently patriarchal economy of today’s Australia.

 You may find yourself searching for chronology here …

 don’t.

 Life does not make sense.

 But as a beautiful, emotionally unavailable, German man 
recently said to me
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 (in the back of his van)

 “it is as it is, and it’s good as it is”.

 Let’s begin. 

1. MEN ARE LIKE HORSES.
 I asked one man what they were like, and he said men are 

like horses. Big and muscular, and you’re never quite sure 
what’s going to scare them. I said so you gotta put a saddle 
on and break them in … No no no, he said the metaphor 
falls off there.

 He said when he first came to grips with another man, he 
was surprised to discover they’re quite big, and broad. He 
said he’s never been comfortable with the amount of space 
he takes up.

 And it reminded me of that time someone told me the 
only difference between sleeping with a thin woman and 
sleeping with a fat woman was the size of their thighs 
when you lay next to them, there was more flesh between 
you. Which means when you wrap yourself around them, 
you just use more of your legs and arms.

 Otherwise, he said, it’s exactly the same.

 I asked another man what men were like and he said 
they’re all 8 year old boys. He told me his wife always says 
you gotta kiss a lot of frogs before … you get used to the 
taste of frogs. 
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 He said the fundamental thing you have to understand 
is that men don’t change. Women have periods and 
childbirth and menopause so their bodies break apart and 
evolve, but men remain the same little boys they always 
have been. 

 He said 
 WHY ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT MEN. WHY DO 

WOMEN ALWAYS TALK ABOUT MEN.
 STOP. JUST STOP. TALKING. ABOUT. MEN.

 One of the first men I ever loved wore a leather jacket to 
work and had a dark brooding stare. 

 He made his own bed every morning. He had been in the 
army and he knew how to tuck the sheets in real tight. 
He liked everything to be very clean, very neat. He also 
loved fast cars. He used to drive a great big black shiny 
car, really low to the ground. The prestige about the car 
is determined by how low to the ground it is. Looking at 
another car on the road was like looking at another man. 
Keep your eyes down, he’d growl. Don’t look. Don’t look. 

 All soft low-voiced like, the way a dog sounds when he 
hears a distant danger.

 He’s a team leader now in Canberra. He travels interstate 
presenting powerpoint summaries of economic trends and 
labour markets. 

 I doubt he still makes his own bed.
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2. ODES ARE ABOUT THE DEATH OF SOMETHING.
 I recently came across a photograph of a statue in Paris 

of a beautiful dying warrior. He’s a Gaul, which is a breed 
of peoples we have pretty much forgotten about now, but 
basically he is a soldier from Roman times. 

 He’s the image of a perfect man, he’s not wearing any shorts at all 
and he’s sort of slumped on the ground, like this.

 Earl A. Powell III, director, National Gallery of Art in 
Washington D.C. called the statue “a universally acknowledged 
masterpiece.” Earl A. Powell III said it represented “courage in 
defeat” and “composure in the face of death”. 

 The statue was first discovered in the 1600s, buried alongside 
another statue they call the Gaul Committing Suicide with his 
Wife. Here.

 And this is his wife.

 Odes are lyrical poems. Lyrical poetry is where the poet writes 
about something that moves them — emotionally, intellectually. 
Think William Blake. Think Keats. Think Walt Whitman. 

 Robert Burns wrote a poem once about a mouse, that was an ode.

 Odes always seem to have a sense of loss to them, of something 
that no longer IS, of something that exists in frozen time. 

 I’m writing an Ode to Man.

 And we all agree don’t we that the classical idea of man is dead. 
Big isn’t always better these days. 

 And we all agree this is a good thing right? We all agree that 
it’s better to talk about our feelings than fight with our hands, 
am I right?

 So why am writing an Ode about someone whose downfall I 
take pleasure in? 



13 Emma Mary Hall

 I mean, I’m happy to see you die. 

 I’m happy to see you die. 

 I’m thrilled you have your head down, muthafucker.

 I’m glad you’ve finally put down your stick. 

 I would gladly keep kicking your grey speckled marble 
balls until there was nothing left, but you’re made of stone, 
and I don’t want to break my toes.

3. THE MEN OF MY GENERATION.
 I’ve been reading a bit of Chuck Klosterman lately, he is an 

American journalist who writes for many places including 
GQ magazine. 

 Chuck Klosterman is a sort of pop-poster boy for the men 
of my generation. He’s a very fast thinker but he doesn’t 
over complicate any of it you know? He’s a sort of capitalist 
modern day Bukowski he writes bite-sized satire and 
tongue-in-cheek character studies about men who play 
football and urinate on stereos. 

 Chuck recently published his 10th book, CHUCK 
KLOSTERMAN X by Chuck Klosterman, “A HIGHLY 
SPECIFIC, DEFIANTLY INCOMPLETE HISTORY OF 
THE 21ST CENTURY”.

 And in that book he includes an article1 he wrote about 
Taylor Swift in which he describes her very cleverly by 
not really describing her at all he just describes his own 
thoughts about her so you can kind of understand her 
through his eyes his Male Gaze you know. 

1. http://www.gq.com/story/taylor-swift-gq-cover-story
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 And I’m not going to read you any of his work, you can 
look him up on the internet, but across all his interviews, 
of men and women, Chuck is less interested in describing 
what he sees, and more interested in interrogating what 
these figures represent in the endlessly fascinating forest 
that is his own mind.2

 And look, I don’t have anything against Chuck Klosterman, 
he’s a smart guy. He kinda looks like my ex actually he had a 
beard … but he was tall … 

 Not that this is relevant. I mean I’m not particularly 
interested in Chuck Klosterman per se, all the best to him.

 I mean I mention him purely because I was writing this 
show and I asked my friend James to tell me why he loves 
Taylor Swift so much. 

 So James sent me Chuck’s interview … Turns out James is 
a huge Chuck Klosterman fan. Turns out James is a heavy 
drinker. Turns out James prefers to facebook chat.

 This, by the way is James’ cardigan. I like it because of its size, 
and because it smells like him. Don’t worry I’m not some 
weird stalker. Though of course I suppose stalkers rarely self-
identify. I didn’t steal it or anything, is what I’m saying. I got it 
from my housemate, who got it from her supervisor at work, 
where they recently fired James. They asked him to leave so 
quickly he didn’t even collect his cardigan.

 He tells me he doesn’t want it back. He says he’s “cutting all 
ties.” James lives overseas now. This show was supposed to be 
about him actually, but you know, then he left. 

2. http://www.rollingstone.com/culture/news/kanye-and-lebron-preview-chuck-klostermans-i-wear-
the-black-hat-20140616
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4. PORTRAIT OF MAN.
 The warrior man of today lives on drycleaning and 

home delivery. 
 The warrior man of today is madly tapping away at a 

keyboard.
 The warrior man of today has a bristled face.
 Coffee stained teeth.
 Broad shoulders.
 Skinny legs.
 Building the future, avoiding the future.

 Tall and in charge.

 A moustache, a neck beard
 Long arms, large feet
 Brute strength
 A belly
 The slightest hint of a coupla breasts from not nearly 

enough exercise 
 A decline since last decade
 Overweight
 Underweight
 Make it go away, make it safe, stay put, stay straight
 Stooping shoulders
 Jeans falling down
 Thin shorts
 A bulging groin
 Some hips
 Long thin fingers, evocative of other things
 Dirty shoes
 Denim
 Woollen jumpers
 Drizabone and lanolin
 Eyes down
 All hands, groping, slobbering
 Few words. Vacant eyes. Television and bottles of beer
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 Angry music
 Porn we won’t talk about
 A breaking voice
 No singing
 Fists gripping the steering wheel
 Sneakers ramming the accelerator
 Driving with purpose
 MEN ARE STRAIGHT LINES someone once said to me
 I’M A DINGHY TIED TO A MUCH LARGER SHIP OF 

FATE said another
 Lost at sea
 Going with the flow
 Keeping things calm

 Taking her in.

 The broken bones will make you
 The blood makes it better
 Being alpha, being beta
 Walking the streets at night in fear
 Averting eye contact, making eye contact, rules of the jungle
 Walking slowly behind women at night
 Not wanting to alarm, not understanding 
 Why oh why he says is everything SO COMPLICATED
 Running away and changing the subject
 Enjoying the simple game, rules we can all follow
 Stiff upper lip
 Taking it on the chin
 Accepting the way of all things
 New beginnings
 Sliding into the wet of a new lover
 Such ease
 Shutting off
 Shutting down
 Starting again
 Turning everything into a joke
 Carrying bags, opening doors, being the driver
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 Driving
 Being the driver
 Drinking scotch and dark beer
 Only eating when you’re hungry
 Only fucking when you’re horny
 Plowing the fields
 Sitting like this
 Picking the fruit
 Building the bridges
 The pioneer
 The hand on the land
 The good with his hands
 Flowers for mother, flowers for lover
 Learning to bake, but not till later in life
 Falling over in the surf
 Falling over on the turf
 Angry on the internet
 Hating yourself
 Breaking legs, losing eyes, smashing glass
 Moving on
 Climbing up
 Hardening up
 Tough mudder
 Running marathons
 Eating lean
 Up at 6
 Eating animal
 Skinning rabbits
 Screwdrivers and coding
 Winning. Winning. Winning.
 Closing the deals.
 Finding the outcomes, the inputs, the algorithms
 Keeping it simple
 Notice the content
 Focus on the content
 Get the job DONE
 Don’t get distracted
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 Knowing how to fix a washing machine, hold a chainsaw, 
prune a hedge, attach a trailer

 Not knowing how to fix a washing machine, hold a 
chainsaw, prune a hedge, attach a trailer

 Not knowing what you’re doing here
 Not knowing what YOUR ROLE IS
 Not knowing how to save anyone
 Not knowing if you’re strong enough
 Not clear about the emptiness
 Black hate
 Pure rage
 Smoke filled rooms and cluttered sheds
 Smacking people on the back
 Similar to each other like humans are
 Clutching shoulders
 Pumping fists
 Wearing hoodies on weekends
 Netflix and chill 
 Netflix and chill
 Netflix and chill
 Next chick and fill
 Next chick and drill
 Next chick
 Next chick
 Next chick
 Next
 Next
 Next
 Next
 Next
 Next
 Next
 Next

 Next
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 The warrior man of today has …
 Broad shoulders
 Back muscles
 Sturdy trunks
 Big wide berths. 
 Steer clear.

5. IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO TALK ABOUT WITHOUT 
SAYING EVERYTHING AT ONCE.
 There is a researcher called Hannah August and a couple of 

years ago she interviewed3 single women in New Zealand 
about what it’s like being single in a sexist country and you 
know the thing that really struck me is that obviously the 
women she interviewed are really diverse you know and their 
needs are complex although most of them are ‘contingently 
childless’ (which I learned is an academic term for when you 
suddenly find yourself single at 35 and think hmmm maybe 
I won’t be able to have babies but I really really really really 
really really want to) but anyway the thing that really struck 
me is consistently, the women she interviewed, these women 
all said they wanted a man they could talk to. 

 Maria she said she wants a man who’ll laugh at her jokes 
and Karen said she quite likes having someone to argue 
with and Emma said “I just want someone who can 
actually express themselves” and Catherine said “I have to 
be curious about them” and Janine said “they have to be 
curious about the world”. 

 Hannah August later told me that when she spoke to the 
single men in her life, they all told her it was hard to find a 
woman they could approach in a bar.

3. https://www.bwb.co.nz/books/no-country-for-old-maids
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 Hannah August says that maybe what it all boils down to is 
a communication problem.

 There’s a study I learned about at uni where they analysed 
conversation patterns between men and women — this 
would have in the 1990s — and back then it seemed that 
men just weren’t very good at talking. 

 Men expressed disinterest more.

 Men undermined.

 Men didn’t continue the story.

 This was from a study in a peer-reviewed journal.

 Words are only symbols for those things that aren’t there.

 It’s impossible to talk about without saying everything at once.

6. THE BIOLOGICALLY AVERAGE, STATISTICALLY 
CONFORMIST, MAN.
 There’s no such thing as A Man these days of course, just 

different types and shades of masculinity. 

 Different femininities. All of us humanities. On a spectrum, 
light and shade.

 I’m not even sure we can talk about the differences between 
men and women any more, we’ve done so much research, 
it’s all become unclear.

 And remember science itself is a man’s game, a man’s logic. 
Patriarchal knowledge, patriarchal rational thought, etc, etc.
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 Some say gender is really just something that’s performed 
these days, not a dress you might put on, but a series of 
repeated actions, performed over time.

 But others say there is such a thing as a biologically average, 
statistically conformist, male. The average man, you know, in a 
biological sense.

 And there are many women who fit this mould too, 
biologically I mean, women who are made more like men 
inside the brain, across a range of measures. 

 These include women who are better at things like spatial 
awareness, physical action, a preoccupation with systems 
and machines. 

 There are of course men who are more like women, who are less 
interested in an ordered world. Many of these men love to dance.

 There is a theory that male brains, the statistically average 
male brain remember, are predisposed to like building and 
cutting things. Male brains are oriented towards understanding 
systems, inputs and outputs, IF/THEN statements, IF you turn 
on the light-switch THEN the lightbulb goes on, you know that 
sort of thing, social hierarchies, social orders, being on top.

 Feminine traits on the other hand are… well, they are not 
things like 

 knowing how to do your hair or
  really liking cats. 

 No, the feminine brain is the empathiser, the one that notices 
people before machines, the one that dreams vividly, can read 
the emotional current of a room.

 Male brains are more disposed to turn to physical aggression, 
notions of dominance, violence, etc, etc. 

 You know, in general men are 30 to 40 times more likely to kill 
someone than women are. 
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 Some men (#notallmen) rape women, etc etc. Some men punch 
other men on the street at 3am and go to prison for life.

 They did this test apparently, where they showed people 
footage of a forest, and they asked people to count the 
number of trees or shrubs that moved when a person or an 
animal ran through the forest. 

 And men were better at that test than women. Men knew 
how to count the trees.

 I read about all this in a book by a widely disputed psychologist 
called Simon Baron-Cohen4. He does a lot of work around 
autism in men. Simon Baron-Cohen’s cousin is that comedian 
who married Isla Fisher, but that’s not relevant. 

 I worked with a man who once said:
 I’m going to buy all of you ladies the latest Richard Dawkins 

book for Christmas. The guy is a genius. He actually invented 
memes. Memes were actually his idea. He talks about ideas 
in a Darwinian way, you know? He says that some ideas – for 
example, opera – survive throughout time, and other ideas die 
away, and others breed to become new ideas, but memes endure 
in the human consciousness, the collective consciousness of today. 

 But Memes don’t endure, I said. Dawkin’s talking about the 
survival of ideas right? Of frameworks, or concepts?

 Those aren’t disco cats. Memes die.

 Well, now we’re getting into semantics, he said.
 Well, now you’re missing my point, he thought.

 Men undermine, men express disinterest more, men don’t 
continue the story.

 Men know how to count the trees.

4. Fine, Cordelia (2010) Delusions of Gender: How Our Minds, Society, and Neurosexism Create Dif-
ference, W. W. Norton & Company
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7. DEAD HEROES.
 Victor Wald sat in the stairwell of the World Trade Center 

not wanting to move. If he’d kept walking he would have 
got out in time, but his wife said he’d missed his calling. He 
didn’t want to be a stockbroker at all, he got tied down with 
kids and a mortgage, you know how it is. She said he should 
have been a history professor.

 There are people who make their own story, and there are 
the people to whom stories are made.

 I once knew a man who told me that the world trade centre 
attack was an inside job. 

 Two of his closest friends had killed themselves in their 20s 
and he told me that the only thing that had kept him alive 
during that decade was long distance swimming. 

 When we met he had a two year old son in New Zealand, 
but he couldn’t stay put. Last I heard he’d gone backpacking 
across China.

 I always tend to go for the guys on the move. When someone’s 
watching the horizon they aren’t focussed on you, and when 
they aren’t focussed on you they’re much easier to see.

 The last one I met was cycling across the Nullabour. In 
February. He was British, he’d never been to Australia 
before but he spent his twenties working the club scene in 
Brighton, South England, so he reckoned he could do the 
Nullabour no bother.

 He knew loads of people who’d done this sort of thing 
before, loads of chat forums. He’d once met a French guy 
who’d done it. He told me he’d spent the last five years 
looking for a meaningful relationship but people only ever 
wanted to use him for sex.

 On tinder he was only ever dressed in full body lycra.
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 Men who travel overseas are less likely to return than women, 
there was a study that showed that. 

 Did you know that men die at higher rates than women in 
almost every demographic?

 You men, you’re a dying breed. 

8. ETYMOLOGY.
 Etymology is the study of the origin of words, the cataloguing 

of words, the idea that the words we use today have a history: 
a root from which everything grows. 

 Husband was traditionally the word used to indicate ‘the male 
head of the household’ the master of the house, literally house-
dweller from ‘hus’ meaning HOUSE and ‘bondi’ meaning 
DWELLER, FREEHOLDER, so Husband has this old meaning 
of HOUSE-DWELLER , FREEHOLDER, LANDOWNER.

 When you look up wife you see the etymology of wife is linked 
to the old English WIF (meaning NEUTER, WOMAN, LADY) 
and to the high german WIP meant WOMAN, FEMALE 
PERSON and the dutch word Wiif now softened to mean ‘girl’ 
or ‘babe’ from its earlier meaning BITCH 

 so historically wife has never been linked to man or LAND 
it’s only ever been linked to woman, no economic returns 
there at all really 

 the online dictionary of etymology listed associated words 
to WIFE 

 WOMAN ALEWIFE FISHWIFE MIDWIFE GOODWIFE 
HOUSEWIFE WIFE-BEATER TROPHY MERMAID 
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 for HUSBAND 

 the online dictionary listed for HUSBAND no associations 

 just the verb TO HUSBAND meaning MANAGE THRIFTILY 

 (it didn’t even list HUSBANDRY meaning FARM 
MANAGEMENT but I looked that up separately and yes of 
course they are related).

 HUSBAND
 OWNER OF LAND
 MASTER OF CATTLE 
 DWELLER OF HOUSES
 HOLDER OF FREEDOM
 COMPANION TO MERMAIDS

9. OFF GRID CODERS. 
 Last year I had dinner with a man who installs IT systems in 

banks. He also plays the saxophone. He’s not “defined by his job.”

 I told him I was writing a show about the death of heroic 
masculinity. He said “WHAT DOES THAT MEAN!!!”

 I said oh, you know, there’s an economist in America who 
thinks men are redundant these days, what with the declining 
manufacturing industry and the economic liberation of 
women and everything now being run by machines. 

 He said but that’s ridiculous, we’ll always need men. We’ll 
always need someone to build our houses. 

 There’s a guy who co-created twitter5 who lives off the grid 
somewhere between northern California and Uruguay. 

5.  Evan Henshaw-Plath
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 With his wife and young son, he built their own house out 
of paper.

 His name is Evan.

 He’s totally dreamy. He has a double-barrelled surname. 

 He kinda looks like my ex actually he is tall and he has a 
beard and…

 Evan gave up on Silicon Valley years ago. He calls himself 
a non ideological anarchist. An anarchist for the sake of 
anarchy. An anti-tyranny warrior. 

 Evan knows how to saw a tree trunk and build a lighting grid. 
He’s working out how to stick antennas on mountaintops to 
get himself faster internet. Not long ago Evan went on a big 
road trip around South America and posted lots of pictures of 
him and his ute against big mountains. 

 This is the sort of thing he’s into I guess, or the sort of thing 
he wants us to see. 

 Evan says that computer programmers are the new digital 
superheroes. 

 He says it’s a fight against Silicon Valley to colonise the 
interwebs, but he says Silicon Valley are winning and the 
good guys will lose if they don’t play the same game. 

 By good guys, I think he means open source keyboarders. 

 By play the same game, I think he means TAKE. CONTROL.

 Living on the land, says Evan, you really gotta understand 
how things work. When you build on the internet, you 
need that too. 

 So I guess it’s not that different, building a house or hacking 
a firewall.
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 My friend did a survey, and apparently there’s nothing 
sexier to women than a man punching away at a keyboard, 
shirt sleeves rolled up to elbows. 

 What’s your romantic capital, gentlemen? 

 In the documentary I saw, Evan’s wife, Gabba, was only 
ever hovering in the doorway. 

 Gabba worked alongside Evan at Odea, the company that 
built twitter. At the beginning there was only 4 of them, 
three men and Gabba. 

 I imagine that’s how they fell in love. In Silicon Valley.

 If you live in Silicon Valley, you’re a short ride from 
corporations with a combined market value of 3.5 trillion. 
3.5 million million.6 

 In Silicon Valley, the cost of childcare is five times the cost 
of college tuition. 

 In Silicon Valley, 60% of women are sexually harassed by 
their colleagues.

 Last I heard, the gender count there was 10 men to every 
1 woman. 

 Bachelors falling from trees.

 “So we both had fun” texted the saxophone player who 
works in a bank. “I think we should go out again.”

 “I’m sorry” I said. “I’m still not ready to date.”

6. Facebook, Google, Adobe, eBay, Netflix, LinkedIn, Cisco, Seagate, Tesla, Intel, Microsoft, 
Pandora, Symantec, Twitter, Hewlett-Packard
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10. BYZANTIUM.
 When I was little, I used to imagine I’d get myself a husband 

who would know how to dig things, you know? He’d have a 
shovel, and he’d wear grey cotton singlets — the loose kinds — 
and he’d work in the backyard on Saturdays — maybe building 
planter boxes — but then a man moved into my sharehouse 
and he didn’t do anything but play computer games, and then 
another man moved in and he said “I’m gay and I don’t know 
how to fix a doorknob,” and my friend’s older sister built her 
own house from scratch! So it’s silly to expect things from 
people just because of the genitals they were born with, or the 
genitals they want to have.

 And then I got older and I started to smell the cattle.

 I started to pay attention to those old romantic tropes of man 
taming the wilderness, you know: Ulysses on that voyage in a 
big ship or Icarus and his wings to touch the sun or Gilgamesh 
diverting a river for his burial. 

 I started watching the men from the banks and the board 
rooms 

 building TOWERS and TOLLROADS and PAYWAVE.

 I started to pay attention to the breaking apart of our planet the 
men sticking poles into Uluru so that tourists can climb it and 
the men sticking flags on the moon and the men laying gas pipes 
under farmland and the men bombing Bikini Atoll and the men 
building freeways in the Arabian desert and the men pulling up 
those same freeways because Dubai now wants a canal.

 THIS IS HOW THE WORLD WORKS
 THIS IS HOW THE WORLD WORKS
 THIS IS HOW THE WORLD WORKS.

 And I can’t work out why we need you anymore.

 Because what use is a chest of hammered gold?
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 Because how many trees are left to count?

 Someone once said to me men are only good for two things: 
fighting and dying.

 Still, he’s always been bigger than me, and it feels good to be 
small. 

 Sometimes, it feels good to be small.

 11. RIDE THE TIGER.
 One of the first men who heard me read this script asked me 

afterwards to explain to him my politics. He wanted me to 
understand there was more than one type of man in the world. 
He told me I simply had to read Julius Evola’s 1961 political tract 
Ride the Tiger: A Survival Manual for the Artistocrats of the Soul. 

 Why are you so obsessed with the homo stockbroker, he asked. I 
mean, what kind of a soft cunt wears a computer watch?

 Bettina Arndt wrote an article a few years ago about how single 
women over 30 in Australia really fucked up. She said it was 
because they’d spent their 20s dating all the best men, but not 
wanting to settle down and start bleeding (breeding), so they 
are paying for it now. Because now, says Bettina, even the men 
who spent their 20s being rejected by women are hell virile ten 
years later, and they are winning in a Buyers Market. One of the 
men she found in the depths of the internet said he likes fucking 
women in their 30s and then deleting them from his phone. 
“They get used to the pump and dump”, he said.

 Julius Evola is an Italian philosopher who died in 1974. I’d 
never heard of him. His other books include: Revolt Against the 
Modern World, Men Among The Ruins, and Meditations on the 
Peaks: Mountain Climbing as Metaphor for the Spiritual Quest.
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 Another man recently added me on facebook in the middle 
of the night. I didn’t recognise him at first but then I realised 
we used to date, many years ago. I must have been I dunno, 
22 back then, he would have been, I dunno, 29? He was 
thrilled to discover when he woke up that we were now 
facebook friends. He had no memory of adding me the night 
before; there had been a lot of whisky involved. He said he 
could remember everything about our time together. He 
could remember asking my friend for my phone number. 
He could remember what he cooked for me on our first date. 
He could remember meeting me on a specific corner in a 
pocket of the city next to the hospital I’d worked at, and I was 
wearing glasses, and he was excited because he realised he 
had two girlfriends in one, he had the girlfriend who wore 
glasses and the girlfriend who didn’t wear glasses. He could 
remember walking with me through the central train station 
and running into his brother and introducing me and being 
so proud. He could remember a tight denim skirt I used to 
wear. I don’t remember any of these things.

 Last year I went to the Netherlands and I asked a man I 
met ther “what’s masculinity” and he said “I’m not sure 
there is such a thing anymore, I used to think it was 
about being strong and brave, but now I think it’s just 
about being kind” and I said “you mean being human” 
and he said “yes”. And I said “what made you realise 
that” and he said “Damon Albarn.”

 The man I told you about earlier the one who told me to 
read Ride the Tiger: A Survival Manual For the Aristocrats of 
the Soul, told me he had joined the army straight out of high 
school. He started out in infantry, but they soon promoted 
him to officer, because they found out his family was rich. 
Officer training was dead boring he said, all he did all day 
was learn how to count bullets using spreadsheets and he 
wanted to die a noble death, you know? 
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 I did an online survey where I asked men about masculinity 
and one of them said masculinity is overrated bull dust.

 The man from facebook who could remember everything 
about our time together told me he had later married a 
model and had three young boys. He was now divorced. 
He said it had taken him a long time to work out what he 
really wanted. I asked him why he had married her in the 
first place, he said it was because she was really hot.

 A 30 year old barista, sorry, barrister, told Bettina that 
younger women are “in many ways” more attractive than 
women his own age. He didn’t go into details.

 RIDE THE TIGER is something white people say online 
to asian people they want to have sex with. This isn’t what 
Julius Evola was talking about in 1961. No. Julius Evola was 
referring to a Chinese parable that says when you are being 
chased through a jungle by a tiger, the only way to survive 
is to jump on top of it. That way you can make sure the tiger 
can’t eat you, and eventually, when it gets tired of running, 
you may even get to kill it. 

 The man from facebook who could remember everything 
about our time together and had married a model and 
had taken a long time to work out what he really wanted 
told me he is now the head of customer complaints at 
a big telecommunications company. He said all of the 
complaints stop with him. I said “how often are you able to 
solve people’s problems”. He said that depends. He said the 
things people complain about are rarely the real problems 
they want solved.

 The man who quit officer training because it was dead boring 
is now an intensive care nurse. He said the best part about 
working in intensive care is holding someone else’s life in 
your hands.
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 The man in the Netherlands who likes Damon Albarn told 
me I should move to Portugal. He sent me an article about a 
commune that’s been set up there to help men and women learn 
how to love each other. He said it sounded like my sort of thing. 

 I did read Julius Evola’s Ride the Tiger: A Survival Manual For 
The Aristocrats of the Soul. Well, I skimmed it. It is very popular 
today among men’s rights activists. It has a lot to say about 
strength of character, and resilience, and self-determination.

 The man from facebook who could remember everything about 
our time together and had married a model and had taken a 
long time to work out what he really wanted and is now the head 
of customer complaints at a big telecommunications company 
said that it was hard to tell me what it was like to be a man now 
that he was a father, because it wasn’t possible to talk about being 
a man without also talking about what it was like to be a father. 
So I said, tell me what it’s like to be a father.

 Another one from the survey said masculinity was a deliberate 
post-industrial contrivance to make us happily accept our role 
as units of profit.

 So I said, “tell me what it’s like to be a father”.

 Ride the Tiger also refers to a tantric philosophy about 
reaching spiritual transcendence by harnessing the feminine 
life forces of creativity and change and men use it to give 
themselves whole body orgasms. You know, Julius Evola never 
married and he never had children.

 The hero in Bettina’s article is an attractive 28 year old student 
called Naomi. Naomi wears ballet flats. Naomi has been dating 
her 36 year old fiancé for 5 years. When they met Naomi was 
23, and her fiancé would have been 31. He was studying when 
they met, but he is a financial adviser now, with a PhD and a 
good body. 

 So I said, “tell me what it’s like to be a father”.
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 The man who quit officer training before becoming an 
intensive care nurse was only 24 years old, and he had been 
dating a woman for the last four years who his friends all 
believed was probably a lesbian. 

 Julius Evola said the increasing cultural and sexual power of 
women is a sign of collapsing times.

 A 38 year old writer, from Melbourne, told Bettina that no 
women were interested in him when he was younger but the 
floodgates really burst open for him in his 30s. 

 Another one from the survey said masculinity is “a framework 
I must adhere to if I am to tolerate being trapped in my skin”. 

 The head of customer complaints told me that fatherhood 
meant having pride, and self-respect, and confidence, 
because that’s attractive. 

 The writer from Melbourne said his flatmates were just 
amazed by how much sex he was getting.

 Julius Evola was a huge fan of Mussolini and would travel 
to Germany to give lectures to the SS and doesn’t seem at all 
concerned about the death of the weak and the needy. 

 The head of customer complaints said fatherhood is being able 
to puff your chest out when walking into a room. He said it 
was important to look sharp, and to have your shit together.

 One of them said Masculinity is a wank. 

 One of them said masculinity is grinding your teeth in 
your sleep.

 Bettina Arndt says we should all be more like Naomi.

 It wasn’t only Damon Albarn, if I’m honest. He also said that 
David Bowie was a big influence.

 He said “it’s being the kind of guy that people can call at 3am.”
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 He said “it is a front put on by idiots who think they are 
GOD’s GIFT.”

 He said “it is 60% FORCE, 40% REASON.”

 He said “it’s not the 1950s anymore.”

 He said “it is holding a woman’s hand.”

 He said “it’s one half of what it is to be human.”

 He said “he liked being someone that people can lean on.” 

 He said “I no longer know what I can do with my rage.”

 He said “why do I always have to fall for beautiful women.”

 I said “I don’t know if I’m riding the tiger or you’re riding 
the tiger or we’re all riding the fucking tiger.”

 Because I don’t know who the tiger is. 

 I don’t know who the tiger is.

12. 
 Ok. I guess it’s fair to say I’m of a certain rage (age).

 And as you might suspect from a straight, generally single, 
mainstreamly alternative, contingently childless, opinionated, 
ambitious, educated, well-travelled thirty-something woman 
with a fringe I hate pretty much every man I meet. 

 Pretty much every single one of them.

 I hate them for thinking they’re owed something. I hate 
them for not getting on with it. I hate them for controlling 
every conversation we ever have, and for describing us all 
the time, and for interrupting.
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 I hate them for their eyes.

 I hate them for being outside of me, for being their own 
entity, for staking claim in my brain and for refusing to 
leave. I hate them for being inside of me. I hate them for 
telling me sex is something I need to learn better. I hate 
their stupid hairy chests. I hate their stupid sneakers. I hate 
their stupid friends and their stupid banter. I hate their 
bad jokes, their relentless one upmanship. I hate their next 
round and their fresh starts. I hate their 40 fucking years of 
virility. I hate their failures and their fears. 

 I hate their feelings.

 I hate them for their feelings.

 I hate them for their feelings.

 I hate them for hating their feelings. 

 I hate them for hating my feelings. 

 I hate them for leaving.

 —

 —

 —

 —

 —

 —

 —

 —

 —

 That one has the working title ‘Ode To A Former Lover.’
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13. SWAN SONG.
 My last boyfriend was really wonderful, I loved him a lot 

you know. 

 I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him, but 
knowing the statistics around relationship breakdowns I 
would have been happy with the next ten years.

 But he was always going to move overseas for his career 
and then he did move overseas for his career and we tried 
for a while, I was getting to a point with my career when it 
would have been possible for me to follow him but it was 
taking a bit of time and in the end things with him just 
didn’t work out.

 Many people said to me “the long distance thing is hard 
for men because they need the physical contact you know,” 
although my dad worked overseas in the 1990s and back 
then we only had FAX MACHINES

 but, anyway.

 So then my ex met a girl ten years younger (not that it 
matters) and he ended it with me in a not very nice way 
(I’ll never forgive him) and I realised he just wanted the 
same thing I did. 

 He just wanted someone who could stay by his side while 
he went off in pursuit of his dreams. 
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14. GET BACK ON THE HORSE, GET BACK ON 
THE HORSE, GET BACK ON THE HORSE.
 A few months ago, I performed this show in another town. 

Not the whole show. Just the horses bit, and the bit about 
the tiger, and that last little bit about hate. 

 It was a drunk crowd. A couple of guys at the back yelled 
“so heteronormative!” and a woman at the front yelled “I 
want to be the tiger!” and we all laughed.

 And afterwards someone asked me if I really did hate men. 

 “I guess I hate men as much as men who love women hate 
women” I said.

 The next day, I emailed the Producer of the event, and I 
asked him who I should address the invoice to.

 When the Producer finally replied, days later at 1am, he 
told me to address the invoice to him, thanked me for a 
great show and asked:

 “If you don’t mind my curiosity and philosophical mind 
around performance (and say so if you do mind): how 
do you reconcile such a visceral hatred of men in your 
performance against sleeping with one that night?”

 How do you reconcile such a visceral hatred of men…. in 
your performance… against sleeping with one that night?

 -

 -

 It’s a conundrum.

 The man I slept with that night, his name is Shannon. He 
recently came out of a twenty year marriage. And in the 
dying years of his relationship, when he was still trying 
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to win his wife back, he started riding horses. He doesn’t 
really like horses. But his wife loved horses and he wanted 
to win her back, so he started riding horses.

 He took his wife away up the coast for a romantic weekend 
to save their marriage, but she didn’t want to be without 
her horses. So they took the horses, and he converted an 
old machinery shed into a makeshift stable on his mate’s 
property up there so the horses would have somewhere 
to sleep, and the next day he walked them to the beach — 
because his wife had always had a lifelong dream of riding 
horses on the beach — but when they got there her horse 
SHAT right on the shore, in front of all these surfers. And 
the surfers were, like, mate, what are you gonna do about 
the horse shit, so Shannon picked the shit up, with his bare 
hands, and the shit was steaming hot, fresh, moist, bowel 
juice, and he carried it to the bin, with his bare hands, while 
the surfers yelled, “that’s love, mate. That’s real dedication.”

 Shannon told me it was ok if I told you that story. 

 He sent me this photo too, so I could show you the horse. 
Isn’t she beautiful?

15. THE BOXER.
 Out of the ash I rise with my red hair and
 I eat
 men
 like
 air

 Said Sylvia Plath, the woman who put her head in an oven. 

 I saw the same phrase tattooed on the arm of a non-cis-
gendered woman.
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 We are the product of the things we ingest. We are the 
product of the stories we hear. 

 But I don’t know who these stories belong to anymore. 
They belong to none of  us? Or they belong to all of us?

 We’re all on our own track these days, we’re all making this 
up as we go.

 It’s like that thing Norman Mailer said, said Father John 
Misty. The boxer never really has an opponent; they’re just 
fighting themselves.

 I get up when I want these days and I never have to know 
if I snore. I only clean the bathroom once a month, I 
hardly ever vacuum. I have noone to blame for my bad 
investments. I have noone to blame for the way that I look. 
I’m never found to be wrong. I’m never tempted to cheat. 
I’m never just not in the mood.

 I’m never lying in the dark next to someone I love, 
pretending not to cry. 

 My world is immense. I remain undiminished. The only 
thing I miss is … 

 Nah.

 I’m going to stop. I’m going to stop talking about men.

The End.
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