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badapplepress.com.au

Hello 
& welcome

Welcome to the 2020 catalogue for Bad Apple Press. 
Co-founded by publishing colleagues and long-time friends, 

Bad Apple Press aims to publish engaging and entertaining 
stories by Australian writers from all walks of life. Covering 

subjects ranging from memoir, self-help, 
popular psychology, health, fitness and 
lifestyle, cultural and social history, and with 

an online platform that communicates directly 
with its audience, Bad Apple Press truly 
brings readers and stories together.

Bad Apple Press values quality over 
quantity. All of our titles must meet 

the following criteria: they must 
be well written, they must be 

entertaining, they must 
be engaging and they 

must have something to 
say. Above all, they must just 

be really good reads! To that end 
we have six titles in 2020 that we can safely say meet all of this 
criteria and of which we are very proud.

We are thrilled to be able to introduce you to our titles for next 
year, and hope they become just as much favourites of yours, as 
they are ours.

Sam and Sonya
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‘This book is a delight!’

Maggie Beer, AM, cook, restaurateur, food producer
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IN SHORT

Title: A Year in the Mud and the Toast and the  
 Tears

Author:  Georgie Brooks

ISBN: 978 0648 556909

Format: Paperback, 224 pp, 215 x 152mm

Illustrations: Black & white line illustrations 

Price: $27.99

Date: 1 February 2020

Pre-order now and don’t pay until delivery! 

Quick Facts
 ▪ According to analyst Mark McCrindle, a sea change or 

tree change doesn’t work out for one in five people 
who attempt it.

 ▪ Since as early as the mid-2000s, nearly 80% of people 
changing from city to regional areas have been under 
the age of 50.

 ▪ The 2015 Annual Household Income and Labour 
Dynamics in Australia Survey  found that towns 
smaller than 1,000 people and non-urban areas 
increased life satisfaction.

Book 
description
A laugh-out-loud account of a young family’s misplaced 
confidence in themselves to become hobby farmers in rural 
Adelaide Hills, where their fantasies about life in the country 
are progressively destroyed and their almost total ignorance 
about everything agricultural is revealed...

‘After suffering through another 40+ degree day in Adelaide, a 
simple line drawing of an old cottage in the real-estate section 
of the paper catches my eye. The cottage is in the Adelaide 
Hills on about twenty acres of land, with mature trees, a creek 
and a spring. It sounds much, much cooler than our current 
house. My husband gets in the car and drives to the address 
of the advertised cottage. He phones me 30 minutes later.  ‘It 
is 19 glorious degrees Celsius,’ he announces. ‘I can hear the 
frogs croaking and birds singing.’  I am filled with envy.  I get him 
to drive home to mind the children so I can have my turn up in 
the Hills. When I arrive, the valley is encircled by dark hills, with a 
starry blanket over the top.  A cool breeze rustles the leaves on 
the oak trees. It smells of hay and honeysuckle and I think there 
will be dew on the lawn in the morning.  I am besotted.’

After buying an old cottage in the Adelaide Hills, Georgie 
and her young family are transfixed with dreams of becoming 
hobby farmers, tending chooks, sitting by log fires, growing 
their own veggies and generally immersing themselves in the 
joys of nature. However, a stubborn cow named Ginger, acres of 
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mud, a feral crop of artichokes, the coldest winter of the decade 
and a husband whose job means he is away from home most of 
the week but leaves him time to repeatedly bog the tractor on the 
weekends does not make their introduction to rural living ideal. 
Surely things can only get better from here … ?

For anyone who has either made the escape from city living or 
dreams of doing so,  A Year in the Mud and the Toast and the 
Tears is an entertaining and humorous story about a tree change 
with more than a rocky start. 

Book 
description continued

‘Humorous, refreshing and insightful … a good bible for anyone with young 
children contemplating - or beginning - a new life on the land!’

Simone Kain, 2015 Women’s Agenda NAB Leadership Awards National 
Rural Entrepreneur of the Year, creator of George the Farmer

About the 
author

On being published...
‘I’m delighted to be published, as writing allows 

me to talk without being interrupted.’

Georgie Brooks grew up in Adelaide and studied law. She 
practised as a solicitor where the gossip was incredible but 
the time sheets were not. Since then Georgie has worked as 

a university researcher, policy writer 
in the areas of electricity, water and 

climate change, a stay-at-home mother 
and a hobby farmer. Her hobbies include 
gardening, reading and writing (also 
eating, drinking, reading the internet and 

mindlessly following social media feeds). 
She excels in driving her children to various activities and then staying 

to watch and support while they pretend they don’t know who she is. 
She is currently a secondary school teacher, while trying to become a 

truffle farmer and train her dogs to hunt for truffles. Georgie lives in 
the Adelaide Hills with her husband and two children.
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extract
I walk towards the cows and climb through the slightly droopy barbed 

wire fence, painfully snagging myself in the process. It does nothing 
for my self-esteem to be unable to skilfully squeeze through, while 
fourteen cows have apparently nimbly seized freedom without any ill 
effects. I look up and down the fence line for the gap they have used to 
escape, but can’t find any obvious breach.  Great, the cows are able to 
teleport. It’s rapidly becoming an incident from The Far Side by Gary 
Larson. I’m even the crone of the piece, with the glasses. I grumpily  
walk to the gate and prop it open. Then I walk in a large circle to get 
behind the cows. My plan is to skilfully muster them through the gate. 
They are busily eating the apparently more delicious grass that belongs 
to our neighbours. They all ignore me except Ginger, who suspiciously 
stares at me as she chews. 

I start to run towards the cows but they ignore me and keep chewing. 
I shout crazy war cries and wave my arms … still nothing. I clap my 
hands tunefully (Play School has been of some use at least) while I 
continue with the shouts and the jiggly dancing. Those cows are 
a tough audience and maintain their bland stares. They are at least 
looking at me now, but keep chewing away, uninterested, like insolent 
teenagers on a bus. The dog, encouraged by my madness, starts to 
bark and run towards the cows. Finally, bovine movement. I am elated 
and move forwards to encourage the cows to the open gate so they 
can go home and eat the identically delicious grass on our side of the 
fence.  Now a stampede of sorts starts and the cows begin to clumsily 
gallop (who am I to criticise) towards the gate and towards home. I am 
ecstatic. I am a real farmer and I have solved the problem without my 
husband. However, at the last second, the leading cow swerves away 

EXTRACT from the gate and runs back to where she was before. All of the others 
follow. They are now behind me and seem to be trying to get me to 
move through the gate.

I am still optimistic. I can do this. Surely I am smarter than a cow? I 
double back behind the herd and start my war dance again, whistling 
Boddington to get behind me. He throws himself into the role of a 
cattle dog, barking and snapping at the cows.  Again, so close, but this 
time Ginger (what a surprise) is the cow who leads the breakaway 
movement. I try again and again. Finally, exhausted, I lean on a fence 
post near the gate for a rest. I will have to go back and check on the 
children.  Then I will have to go and apologise to our neighbour, and 
offer to pay for any damage caused by the cows. I scratch Boddington’s 
head between his ears; he has done a good job. As I am resting there, 
Ginger starts sniffing around. She lumbers towards the gate and walks 
home. Slowly, the other cows follow her. I cannot believe it. Thirty 
minutes of ridiculous running around in my gumboots and the end 
result is that the cows have gone home when they wanted to. Excellent 
work.  I feel there is a lesson here, but am too desperate for a cup 
of tea to ponder what it is. I lock up the gate behind the cows even 
though I know it can’t keep them in, and I slowly trudge through the 
damp paddocks back to the kitchen. In my absence, the toddler has 
decorated the walls with Weet-Bix. Acres of it. At least someone has 
achieved something worthwhile this morning.
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‘Ousback chronicles a horrific childhood, heroically detailing her own life to date 
and that of her prodigiously talented brother Anders, artist, chef, restaurateur, 
wine writer and significant contributor to Australia’s culinary awakening. 
Harrowing but also inspiring.’

Leo Schofield,  restaurant critic,  journalist, creative arts festival director, and 
trustee of arts and cultural organisations
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IN SHORT
Title: Red Herrings for Breakfast

Author: Annabet Ousback

ISBN: 9780648556923

Format: Paperback, 256 pp 

Trim: 230 x 155mm

Price: $32.99

Illustrations: Possible colour photo section

Release date: 1 April 2020

Pre-order now and don’t pay until delivery! 

‘Wherever Sydney dining has moved forward, at the point where you can 
mark a change for the better, a move away from a parochial, there you’ll 
find the hand of Anders Ousback.’ ‘A man born with good taste’ - Sydney 
Morning Herald, June 3, 2004

DESCRIPTION

This beautifully written story traces the history of brother and sister Annabet and 
Anders Ousback, who grew up living in the now iconic boatshed at Balmoral 
Beach in the 1950s. While it seemed idyllic, their lives were anything but. They 
were raised under the care of their overbearing, violent Swedish father and very 
strict, emotionally distant mother, who were both unsupportive of the children’s 
creativity and talents.

The story begins with the shock of Annabet’s brother Anders’ tragic suicide 
and traces his and Annabet’s careers. While remaining close and supportive of 
one another, Anders became an internationally recognised chef and trained and 
influenced many of the well-known chefs of today: Neil Perry, Serge Dansereau 
and Matt Moran amongst others. He was know as the ‘Mr Fixit’ of many restaurants 
in Sydney. He was also a talented ceramist and had many shows that displayed 
his art. Annabet was an influence in the developing fashion scene in Sydney with 
her own clothing line and became an business woman in her own right. 
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‘I think Anders was more complex than many, just as he was more talented and gifted 
than many. But to me he was like the little boy I never had,’ Margaret Fulton – ‘A man 
born with good taste’ Sydney Morning Herald, June 3, 2004

Despite their success they struggled emotionally their whole lives; Anders because 
he was gay in an era which did not approve of or legally recognise homosexuality, 
and Annabet because she was continuously criticised and undermined by her 
mother.

This memoir encompasses many areas of interest – the 1950s, iconic Balmoral 
Beach, being raised in a boatshed, the developing food culture, the struggle of 
being homosexual and regarded as socially unacceptable, a dysfunctional family, 
suicide, grief and poor relationship choices – and touches on many areas of day-
to-day struggles within familes that occurred then but were not discussed and 
which are, sadly, still occuring today.  

Description continued...

Annabet Ousback 
grew up in the 

Scandia Boatshed 
Balmoral Beach, 

Sydney during the 
1950s. After leaving 

school she forged a 
career in the fashion 

industry, which led 
into manufacture and 
supply to retail outlets 

around Australia, including David Jones.

Writing has long been a passion and after the 
suicide of her brother, Anders, she began writing 
about their extraordinary childhood in the hope of 
understanding his decision to end his life. What started 
as a cathartic exercise developed into a memoir titled Red 
Herrings for Breakfast. This is Annabet’s first book.

On being published
‘I have dedicated Red Herrings for Breakfast to my brother, Anders 
Ousback, because he was a remarkable person and I want his memory 
to live on.’

About the 
author

A
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Starved of affection, it was little wonder Anders and I were so close. We 
looked out for one another. We were all we had. 

After Amanda was born, we protected her too. When she was three, we 
saved her life.

Mum enjoyed fishing. Often at the end of a summer’s day, Mum, Anders, 
Amanda and I would fish for leatherjackets off the high wharf. Amanda 
was too little to hold a line, so she’d lie on her tummy searching the water 
below, her arms flailing around, pointing out fish, giggling and wriggling. 

Until one day she wriggled too far and toppled into the water below.

Everything happened in a blur. Mum screamed. Anders immediately 
jumped in after Amanda. I unzipped my skirt as I ran to the lower wharf, 
threw it to one side and, in my underpants and blouse, dived off the 
landing. I swam towards them with a frantic thrashing of arms.

Anders was treading water, holding Amanda who was screaming 
uncontrollably. There was no way Anders could’ve brought Amanda in 
alone. He was fully clothed and she was fighting him. He struggled to keep 
both their heads above water.

‘Put her arms around my neck,’ I told Anders as I backed into them. 
Amanda almost strangled me. Her weight on my back nearly drowned us 
both. I breast-stroked back to the wharf. Anders dogpaddled next to us.

Mum was kneeling on the landing, waiting, her outstretched arms urging 
me on. As soon as we were within reach, she yanked Amanda off my back 
and ran up the wharf.

‘I’ll put on a hot bath,’ she yelled over her shoulder as she disappeared 
inside.

Anders and I clung to the landing, too exhausted to heave ourselves out of 
the water. My heart hammered my chest. I gulped for air. My legs swung 
with the incoming tide. 

‘Let me help you.’ I looked up into the eyes of a stranger. His body bent 

toward me. His arm was outstretched, waiting for me to take it. I reached 
out to him and with one swift jerk he had me on my feet on the landing. 
Anders was next. 

Shrieks of laughter were coming from the baths. I looked across and 
saw a small group of girls laughing, pointing at me. I suddenly became 
aware of my blouse and underpants clinging to my body. I felt naked and 
embarrassed. I stumbled toward my skirt, picked it up and wrapped it 
around me as I fled into the boatshed. 

‘Get out of your wet clothes and into the bath,’ Mum told Anders and me. 

We squeezed into the tub on either side of Amanda, who was calmly 
sucking on a threepenny Cadbury chocolate from the milk bar.

‘One each,’ said Mum, handing a chocolate to Anders and me.

A knock on the door took Mum away to answer it. We could hear a man’s 
voice, but not the conversation. Mum returned smiling.

She looked proud. ‘I was just speaking to a man who saw everything. He’s 
the one who helped you both out of the water. He said he’d never seen 
such brave children and wanted to reward you with this.’ She pulled her 
arm from behind her back and held up three one-pound notes. ‘One for 
each of you!’

‘That’s so unfair!’ I blurted out. ‘Why does Amanda get one? Anders and 
I were the brave ones!’

‘It is fair, Annabet,’ Mum scolded. ‘If it wasn’t for your sister falling in the 
water you wouldn’t have a one-pound note or a Cadbury chocolate!’

At dinner that night, Dad said, ‘The till was one-pound short today, Toots.’ 

Available for pre-order now and don’t pay anything until delivery of your 
books in 2020. Full order details p55
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‘What you hold in your hands is a memoir, but it is much more than that. You will 
discover how a boy rose above his circumstances and set about conquering the 
world armed only with three weapons: his voice, his words and a huge dose of self-
belief.’ 

Michael Jai White, American martial artist and actor

‘An inspiring story with great thought and wisdom.’ 

George Foreman, two-time world heavyweight boxing champion and an Olympic 
gold medalist
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Title: Good Night Irene 

Author: Michael Schiavello

ISBN: 978 0648556930

Format:  paperback, 224-256 pp 

Trim: 215 x 152mm

Illustrations: 8 pp colour section

Price: $32.00

Release date:  May 2020

Pre-order now and don’t pay until delivery! 

IN SHORT

Interesting...
Michael Schiavello has been nominated and won multiple awards: 

 ▪ 2019 Asian Television Award (Asian Emmy) for Best TV Sports Presenter 
/ Commentator, 

 ▪ 2011 CableFax USA Award Nomination - Best Television Host

 ▪ 2011 World MMA Awards Nomination - Leading Man 

 ▪ 2018 World MMA Awards Nomination - Personality of the Year

Top 10 MMA countries worldwide

Australia is rated as #10 worldwide in MMA popularity, and the sport 
continues to grow stronger each year, as described by commentator 
Ariel Helwan of ESPN:

‘If we’re talking UFC in particular, there’s never been this much talent. So 
100 per cent I would describe it as an explosion right now for Australian 
MMA.’

DescriptionThis down-to-earth memoir describes how a bullied fat kid from Melbourne 
evolved to become an award-winning, international television presenter and 
sports commentator. Michael Schiavello, the overweight son of an immigrant 
factory worker, was taunted and bullied at school and was told he’d never 
amount to anything. By his late teens he knew he only had two things going 
for him: his deep booming voice and a burning ambition to prove his critics 
wrong.  

Good Night Irene, a catch cry Michael would become well known for as a 
commentator, describes how Michael became one of the most highly sought 
after sports broadcasters on US cable networks, and relates many interesting 
stories about the people and celebrities he met along the way, including 
a gun-toting Steven Seagal, Jean-Claude Van Damme, Diego Maradona, 
Hulk Hogan, George Foreman, Dana White, Drake, Wasim Akram, Dannii 
Minogue, the D Generation, Richard Stubbs, Cathy Freeman and more. 

Michael Schiavello with Michael Jai White and Steven Segal
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DescriptionWhile pulling back the veil of sports commentary and peeking into the lives of 
some of the world’s biggest celebrities, Good Night Irene also serves to inspire 
and give hope and courage to those who struggle with being bullied. For any 
child battling to find their place in the word, and thinking they won’t amount to 
anything beyond their identity issues (weight, gender, etc), this book is proof that 
anyone with a dream, and the passion and devotion to work hard, can achieve 
that dream.  Inspiring, moving and entertaining.

From top left to bottom Michael 
with: Dannii Minogue and 
Costas Mandylor,  
Claude Van Damm, Maradonna, 
George Foreman, Pat Miletich, 
Steve Austin, Members 
of the D Generation

Michael Schiavello grew up in Melbourne. After 
interning at Triple M, Michael began working 
as a sports journalist. Since then he has written 
for more than 50 publications worldwide, was 
the long-serving editor of Blitz Magazine, and 
the editor of International Kickboxer magazine 
until 2009, a feature writer for Inside Sport 
magazine, and was the youngest ever inductee 
to the Best Australian Sports Writing Awards. 
He has commentated for AXS TV, K-1, Dream, 
Maximum Fighting Championship, King of the 
Cage, and The Contender, Asia. He currently 
travels the world working as a TV Commentator 
and Presenter for Singapore-based MMA 
promotion One Championship.

On being published...
‘I hope my story of overcoming my bullies and believing in the 
weightless parts of myself - my voice, my words and my imagination 
- inspires others that they too, through unwavering devotion, can do 
what anything their mind conceives, and their heart believes.’

About the 
author
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I’m riding the bus to the Rydges Hotel in Melbourne’s CBD to 
interview Dennis Alexio. The American kickboxing heavyweight 
world champion shot to international fame with a starring role 
alongside Jean-Claude Van Damme in the film Kickboxer.

Kickboxer was a hot topic of schoolyard banter upon its release. ‘That 
guy who played Van Damme’s brother is a real kickboxing champion,’ 
one of my friends had said. I didn’t believe him. The same friend once 
said being more than a second dan black belt is illegal in Australia. 
‘Once you become a black belt you have to register your hands and 
feet with the government. You’re considered a lethal weapon.’ 

Strangely, I believed that at the time.

Alexio is in Melbourne for the most anticipated fight in kickboxing 
history against Australia’s Stan ‘The Man’ Longinidis. A year ago 
Longinidis jumped on the ropes following a win in the USA, picked 
Alexio out of a crowd of ringside observers and challenged him to a 
showdown. Alexio, who was sitting next to Chuck Norris and Priscilla 
Presley, felt Longinidis had embarrassed him. He vowed to make the 
Australian pay somewhere down the road. 

The fight is set for December 6 at the Melbourne Sports and 
Entertainment Centre. 

With football season finished, and horse racing carnivals winding 
down, December in Melbourne is the start of international cricket. The 
West Indies and Indians will soon be here for the Benson & Hedges 
ODI World Series at the MCG, but for now, Melbourne is in the grips 
of kickboxing fever. 

Thanks to my friend and mentor, Rocco Di Zio, I’ve secured a press pass 
to the big show, reporting for the English sports section of Il Globo — 
the weekly newspaper of Melbourne’s large Italian community. It will 
be my first fight event and I’m keen to see what the sport of kickboxing 
looks like in person.

I arrive at the Rydges Hotel and take the elevator to Alexio’s room. 
He wears black sweatpants and a sky blue singlet showing off tanned 
biceps so large they look ready to break through the skin. Black curls 

EX
TR

AC
T sit on his head like pools of ink, and a rat’s tail rests plumb in the valley of his 

broad shoulders.

Alexio invites me to sit on the couch. I take the tape recorder from my jeans 
pocket, place it on the coffee table, and begin the interview with a question 
about Longinidis.

‘He’s a different breed of animal,’ says Alexio. ‘I’m a professional, killing, 
fighting machine. He’s just a prima donna who’s trying to get by on a few Hail 
Mary’s and stuff like that. He’s calling my house, calling me up, asking me if 
I want to hang out and party with him when I come to Australia. What is that 
shit? I don’t want to hang out with this guy. I’m just here to kick his ass, man! 
But that’s okay. Everyone will know come Sunday night who the true champ 
is when he’s knocked out cold doing the chicken dance. Ten-four, message 
received, brother!’

I’ve never heard anyone talk like this. Alexio is a comic book character come 
to life.  Our interview moves on to a discussion of Jean-Claude Van Damme. 

‘Jean-Claude was never a real kickboxer,’ says Alexio. ‘Everyone knows that.’

I didn’t know. 

‘We sparred on the set of Kickboxer but it wasn’t really sparring, it was more 
like a game of tag. I mean, Jean-Claude has some good kicks and he’s flexible, 
but he doesn’t have any power. He’s not a fighter, he’s an actor.’

Forty minutes later, with gold on tape, I stand in the hallway outside Alexio’s 
room waiting for the elevator. I’m itching to play the tape to my dad. Maybe I’ll 
finally get his nod of approval.

Available for pre-order now and don’t pay anything until delivery of your 
books in 2020. Full order details p55
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‘A real diamond in the rough story with some genuinely laugh-out-loud 
moments and packed full of Australian colloquialisms ... I thoroughly enjoyed 
working on this and recommend it for anyone who wants to be entertained 
and amused ... ‘

Sam Miles - Publisher, Bad Apple Press



In Short
Title:  13 Pairs of Boots

Author:  Mark Howison

ISBN:  978 0648556961

Format:  Paperback, 224 pp

Trim:  215 x 152mm

Illustrations:   Colour Section

Price:             $32.00

Release:  1 November 2020

Interesting...
 ▪ People who travel around Australia are called ‘Big Lappers’.

 ▪ 100 000 people are travelling around Australia right now.

 ▪ Kangaroos have outpaced the population of Australian 
residents 2 to 1.

Description
In 1973 David Howison announced to his then 17-year-old son Mark that they 
were going to walk around Australia to raise money for a wildlife sanctuary to 
protect kangaroos. 

Once he got over his initial shock, Mark was up for the adventure. Thanks to the 
local Kangaroo Protection Society they were kitted out in boots, hats and suncreen 
and given a sponsorship with Hanimax cameras. After leaving Sydney with a 
huge farewell from a Scottish Highlander band, thousands of people and many 
media interviews, it was just Mark, his dad, and their dog Wendy on the road. The 
fourth mem ber of their team was a large cart loaded with their belongings, which 
they pulled behind them. 

Anticipating a hero’s welcome and free hospitality at every town, the pair soon 
discover that not only are they left to fend for themselves but that, in the bush, 
the bloody kangaroos don’t need saving and on many occasions angry farmers 
reminded them of this fact by firing bullets over their heads. Dirt roads, wild-
driving semi-trailers, feral pigs, crocodiles, snakes, rogue RSPCA officers and, 
eventually lack of food and, even more importantly to David, cigarettes, turn this 
inspiring quest into one of survival. 

To make matters worse, halfway through the trip, not only have the locals turned 
against them, Mark and David begin to become heartily sick of each other. And 
that is when the fun really begins ... 

Frequently hilarious and written by a master storyteller with a very ‘Australian’ 
turn of phrase, this is warm-hearted, entertaining read.
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About the 
author

M
Mark was born the eldest of five children 
in Bathurst, NSW. As a family they 
travelled around a lot, mainly to avoid 
debt collectors or to follow their father’s 
latest gambit to make money. During his 
teens and early twenties Mark played 
rugby league and participated in boxing. 
After his journey with his father around 
Australia, Mark worked as a painter and 
decorator, and later in sales adminstration. 
This is his first book.

On being published... 
‘Through the publication of the book, I look 
forward to talking with people and retelling 
many of the great adventures experienced 
during that year.’
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Here I was stuck up a tree, about 20 feet off the ground, with an apparent madman 
slowly circling around the trunk below. Why was I up here? What had I done? A 
few minutes before it had been simply me and Dad walking across the Nullabor 
and all I had said to the old man was, ‘Maybe it would be a good time for you 
to give up the fags.’ This was not meant as anything other than a desire to make 
conversation, but the old man just exploded.

‘Give up smokes, yeah why not? I have given up every bloody thing else. I’ve 
given up rooting, I’ve given up bathing, I’ve given up drinking … I’ve even given 
up living and now you want me to give up smoking!’

Well, as I thought this was just Dad being Dad, the bloke with all the gags and the 
quick wit, I once more offered my opinion. 

‘All I’m saying is that it’s been three days since you had your last smoke and if you 
gave up, you wouldn’t have to send me into town anymore to buy them anymore.’

‘Look!’ Dad screamed, with a glint of madness in his eyes. ‘I could no sooner 
give up cigarettes, than you could give up wanking, so I’m gunna give you three 
choices: pull a packet of smokes out of your arse, get up that fucking tree there or 
bloody well fight me.’

Now Dad had never been violent and I can’t ever recall him striking anybody in 
anger. Sure there had been the childhood threats of the belt and sometimes even 
a couple of whacks across the backside, but this was a demonstration of real fury.

In hindsight I should have seen it coming. He had been snakey for three days now 
since running out of smokes and was only getting crankier. At this stage we were 
three and a half months into our planned twelve-month walk around Australia to 
raise funds to build a wildlife sanctuary. As we crossed the Nullabor the walk had 
taken on a humdrum routine of getting up at the break of day, walking till 1.00 pm 
and then having a break until 4.00 pm to escape the real heat of the afternoon. We 

Extract
would then start walking into the night or until we both agreed we were rooted. 
Blow up the airbeds, have a leak and sleep until the first light of day then get up 
and do it again.

Dad had run out of cigarettes a couple of times before and it had not been a big 
deal; he usually just put the bite on a passing motorist or sent me into the nearest 
town to get a couple of packets. This time though, we were on the Nullabor and 
the nearest town was a bloody long distance away and passing motorists were few 
and far between. 

Of the three choices given me, I chose the second and climbed the tree. Now 
people think the Nullabor doesn’t have any trees, as the name would imply, but 
the Western Nullabor does have some. They are sparsely placed and not very 
tall, but when Dad and I were having our moment of unpleasantness, there was 
a particularly tall Mulga tree and I was perched on the top branch. I was shaking 
violently from the fear of heights, but also shaking from a fear that I might really 
hurt Dad in a fight. Not quite understanding what was going on and not willing to 
beat him up, I stayed put for two hours. During this time I started thinking about 
Dad, pondering on my strange life with him and his various adventures.

13 Pairs of Boots is available for pre-order now, don’t pay anything until delivery!
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‘Night Train to Varanasi wears its bristling intelligence so lightly, darting and diving 
from shocking history to the profound core of India’s spiritual tradition – how it took 
hold of the West, and even today continues to change who we are. But it’s in the 
tender, self-revealing way that Doyle relates to his daughter, stumbling on a path 
between protecting her and letting her go, that this book touches us most deeply. 
It’s a jewel of a book.’ 

Steve Biddulph, author of Raising Girls, Raising Boys and Manhood
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 ▪ The number of Australian tourists travelling to India 
was over 35,800, an 11% increase in the year to 
March 2018. SBS Hindi 05/2018

 ▪ ‘What is it like to travel Varanasi?  Travellers either 
love it or hate it. Varanasi is one of the oldest 
spiritual cities in India. But Varanasi will keep you 
on your toes!’ - Indian travel blogger

quick facts

Travel writer and editor Sean Doyle has loved India for decades, so when 
his first-born, Anna, finishes high school, they set off on a two-month trip. 
She wants an adventure; he wants a holiday. But India is no cakewalk, 
especially for women: he’s nervous.  

Night Train to Varanasi showcases Sean’s ability to reflect on his lived 
experience, shape it into a compelling narrative, and write in such a way 
that the particulars of his life become universals we can all relate to. He 
speaks for all of us when he describes the emotional rollercoaster rides that 
comprise parenting, ageing, the challenges of India and life in general, and 
his hopes for his child.

Blending erudition, humour and paternal angst, this is a beautifully nuanced 
exploration of a father–daughter relationship set against the backdrop of 
one of the world’s most intense cultural experiences. A compelling and 
insightful reading experience.
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On being published...
I tried to manage a Subcontinent so my daughter could have a nice 
holiday. It worked out, and it didn’t, as my book reveals in grim and 
glorious detail. If life is about exploring the full range of our capabilities, 
fatherhood and India have served me well – though it hasn’t always felt 
like it. And now I’m getting published: sweet icing on a spicy cake. This 
publisher might be a Bad Apple, but it’s done a good thing: it’s helped 
me find my happy place.

After completing a BA (Hons) degree 
at Sydney University, Sean Doyle 
misspent his twenties travelling the 

Asian, especially Indian, road. He 
sought redemption by writing Beyond 

Snake Mountain: A journey in Rajasthan 
(HarperCollins, New Delhi, 1991). In his 
thirties, married with kids, he was an English-
language teacher, then a travel journalist. He’s 

now a writer and editor – and an empty-nester. When not back on 
the road, hogging the slow lane, he lives in Northern NSW, where 
he loves to bodysurf and cook aspirational curries.

About the 
author
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Anna is frowning deeply. I follow her gaze to a cart packed high with caged 
chickens. The cages are tiny, the sight disturbing. This is what I feared, exposing 
her to animal cruelty. That didn’t take long. Welcome to Old Delhi, standing at 
a gateway to heaven, looking at some kind of hell.

‘Shall we walk?’ I say. I want to get her away from that.

‘Yes.’

The light is beginning to fade. We set off – I don’t know where, just away from 
the chickens. The shrapnel rage surges, inspired jointly by the plight of the 
chickens and by me bringing her to them. But how was I to know about them, 
or the traffic, or the pollution? It’s 20 years since I was in Delhi. If this trip is 
going to work, I need to ease up on myself.

I get an idea. ‘We could check out Chandni Chowk. It’s the main street in Old 
Delhi. Plenty to see there.’ And hopefully no more horror shows. In the old 
days, Chandni Chowk was Instant India: Tibetan vendors and Tamil snake-
charmers, Bengali poets and Keralan dancers, itinerant hawkers, dignified 
shopkeepers, every religion on display. Quite a head-trip.

‘Do you want to see Chandni Chowk?’

‘No.’

‘Do you feel like doing anything else?’

‘No. I want to go back to the hotel.’

I don’t mind. There’s no point trying to force things. ‘Okay, we can get some 
dinner on the way.’

Back in Defence Colony, we queue at a roadside stall for some momos, Tibetan 
dumplings – popular winter fare here. The queue follows a makeshift brass 
railing erected on the footpath, nightclub-style. A group of teenage boys are 
fooling around while their friend stands in line. One of the boys accidentally 
knocks over the railing and leaves it lying on the ground. Suddenly self-
conscious, he glances around.

‘Are you going to pick it up?’ I call to him.

‘Excuse me?’ he says. He heard me, but doesn’t like the question.

Extract ‘Why don’t you pick it up?’

No reply, just some awkward shifting from foot to foot.

‘These guys are trying to run a business. You’ve made a mess. Why don’t you 
clean it up?’

He’s very embarrassed now; can’t even look at me. I take a few steps to where 
the railing lies, stand it up as before then get back in line.

‘Why did you do that?’ Anna says.

‘Do what?’

‘Be rude to that boy?’

‘Was I?’

‘Yes.’ Plenty of attitude in her voice.

‘Well, like I said, he made a mess and didn’t clean it up. Don’t you think he 
should have picked up the railing?’

A pause. ‘Yes.’ 

‘So what’s the problem?’

‘It’s none of your business.’

Now we’re getting to it.

‘You shouldn’t interfere.’

‘Because I’m not Indian?’

‘Exactly.’

‘But I feel Indian …’ I also feel a surge of irritation. I don’t like being told how 
to behave. 

We get our momos and stand there eating them, things a little tense. This incident 
is trivial, but it reveals the distance between our respective approaches, and the 
distance between me now and in the old days. On my first trip, I would have 
reacted as she has. I felt like an outsider then, as she does now. I no longer do, 
so I get involved. Anna mightn’t like it, but that’s too bad. Relationships grow 
through communication. I’ll talk to her about this when she’s less bothered. It’s 
Day One, after all. Her neural pathways have just been nuked.
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‘Max is one of the most important constructive critics of the Left in recent years. 
I know of no one who writes so well about the Australian Labour movement, its 
past, as well as its possible futures.’

Brian Howe, Former Deputy Prime Minister to Hawke and Keating (1991-1995)

Working Cover
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‘Many both inside and outside the labour movement will read his book with 
interest, and with any luck it will stimulate even more productive discussion in this 
heavily contested area of Australian politics and industrial relations.’

Andrew Dettmer, National President, Australian Manufacturing Workers Union

in short

Description
A Long View From the Left is a memoir by Max Odgen, a longtime Australian 
Communist Party member, Unionist and, from 1985, ALP member. The 
memoir traces Max’s 60 years as a union and political activist, as well as 
the changing social and cultural values of Australian society over this 
time, and reveals many rich lessons that will be invaluable to our current 
and future generations of leaders.

In this fascinating book Max describes his home environment and the 
development of his political influences as a result of the effects of the 
Depression on his family. He also details his extraordinary rise from 
lowly metal-worker apprentice to being appointed an Australian 
Council of Trade Unions Industrial Officer, before being invited 
to head up a research unit at Melbourne University, all without 
obtaining a tertiary education.

He also describes his trips to international events held in Algeria, 
the Soviet Union and the US, and his time spent studying Labour 
Movements in Sweden and Norway, as well as his role in the 
NZ Labour Party Commission on the Future of Work. He was 
active in many of the campaigns of the Left generally, including 
Vietnam, peace and nuclear disarmament, the role of women in 
the workforce, technology and industrial democracy.

During his career, Max worked with and alongside the greats 
of the Union and ALP movement, such as Laurie Carmichael, 
Bob Hawke and Bill Kelty. He was instrumental in setting up 
the AMUW education program, and his work was crucial to 
transforming the standards and work practices of Australia’s 
national food industries. A Long View From the Left is not 
only a terrific record of recent cultural and political ideas 
within the broad left of Australia, but an intriguing and 
valuable contribution to our social history.
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On being published…
 ‘I am pleased that my memoirs are being published, 

because a lifetime of campaigning for a more just, equal, 
peaceful, and democratic society, brings with it many 

rich experiences, both positive and negative. I hope I 
have succeeded in drawing out the important lessons 

for both my contemporary colleagues, including 
many fine young activists whom I constantly meet, 

and even for those yet to join the battle such as my 
grandchildren, there will be something to learn. Far 

more people, especially activists, should write up 
their rich experiences, as they often don’t realise 

how valuable they are in learning how to improve 
progressive activism to achieve a better society’.

Max Odgen was born in Melbourne in 1938. He was 
originally named Neville Maxwell but after the then 
British Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain signed the 
Munich Agreement with Adolf Hitler that same year, his 
name was changed to Max. Born into a predominently 
left wing family, Max was asked to leave Cubs because he 
refused to sing ‘God Save the Queen’ and salute the flag. 
Max rose to prominence as a union representative with the 
AMWU, and became contemporaries with AMWU leader 
Laurie Carmichael, Bill Kelty and Bob Hawke. Over his sixty 
year career as a Unionist and activist, Max was involved in 
many of the campaigns that shaped Australian society, such 
as around Vietnam, peace and nuclear disarmament, the 
role of women in the workforce, technology and industrial 
democracy. His interest in contemporary labour and industrial 
relations matters continues today.

About the 
author

M
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By the time I was 16, in 1954, I’d finished school and started a fitting and turning 
apprenticeship. With my pedigree it wasn’t going to be long before I got involved 
in the union. In my second year I joined the Amalgamated Engineering Union 
(AEU) and its Youth Committee, which concentrated on apprentice and young 
worker issues. Not long after I’d finished my five-year apprenticeship and become 
a permanent employee, I was elected as a shop steward.

As it happened I had chosen a particularly interesting time to become involved in 
union politics. The post-war period was a time of huge upheaval in the Australian 
Labor Party. The party was split, with the broad membership, including the 
communist-sympathetic left, on one side and the minority largely Catholic, anti-
communist, anti-Soviet right on the other. The right was dominated by members 
of the Industrial Groups which were established to counter growing communist 
influence inside unions in the ’30s and ’40s. The ‘Groupers’, as they became known, 
were in turn influenced heavily by the Catholic Church. At the time I joined the 
AEU Youth Committee, it had become one of many battlegrounds between these 
two sides. For those of us on the left, Youth Committee meetings became all about 
having sufficient numbers over the Groupers to ensure good policies. There were 
plenty of vigorous, passionate debates though for the most part we maintained 
the upper hand. In the finish, most of the young Groupers gave up and left the 
committee. Our meetings weren’t as lively after that. 

The Youth Committee turned out to be a second apprenticeship for me: an 
apprenticeship into activism. During my period on the committee over the coming 
years I would variously be president, secretary and editor of our paper, The Young 
Engineer. I would chair meetings, speak publicly and be involved in writing 
and editing for the first time. I still clearly remember my first public speech, to a 
factory-gate meeting of apprentices at the Williamstown Naval Dockyard. I was 
probably still a teenager. I worried about it all morning while at work, then rode 
my motor bike the short distance to the yard. I needn’t have worried. Shop steward 
Carl Tulloch, a most colourful person, called the meeting to order with a stern 
voice, telling the assembled group to ‘be quiet and listen, as later on I will ask you 
what he said’. It went off smoothly, and after that I had little difficulty with public 
speaking…

Extract Besides work, politics and music, Aussie Rules football remained important to 
me in my late teens and into my twenties. Football provided the opportunity to 
move among a very different group of people from the rest of my life, where 
politics was rarely discussed. I played in the under-19s for the Preston VFA  team 
(effectively the VFL second division) and the Preston Scouts before being invited 
to train with the Collingwood under-19s in the VFL (the major league at the time). 
Collingwood wouldn’t have been my choice – they were arch rivals of Fitzroy, 
the team I supported, and widely loathed by all but their own supporters. But 
in those days the team you played for depended on where you lived so I had no 
choice. Nevertheless, when I made the list and was presented with the black-and-
white striped jumper of my new team, I was reluctant to pull it on. 

By early 1959, just short of my twenty-first birthday, I was ready for a bit of 
adventure. In the great Australian tradition of then and now I booked a passage 
to the UK with the idea of working and travelling around Europe for a couple of 
years. However, as my departure got closer, I was approached by colleagues in the 
AEU Youth Committee with another idea. They told me that the seventh World 
Festival of Youth and Students was to be held in Vienna in the coming June. Could 
I change my plans and attend the festival as the union’s delegate? They had a 
pretty good sales pitch. The Australian delegation’s travel arrangements included 
a month in the People’s Republic of China and travel to Europe via the Trans-
Siberian Railway. On top of that the union would support me with some funding. 
It didn’t take long for me to decide to take up the offer…

Pre-order your titles now and don’t pay until delivery!
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Your Best Life at Any Age by Andrew Fuller 

Leading Australian psychologist Andrew Fuller has interviewed 
over 500 000 people to trace the commonly identifiable 
stages of life. Understanding what stage you are in will lead 
to making changes that can improve your relationships, 
create better health and develop a more resilient mindset.  

Women Like Us by Mandy Nolan and Ellen Briggs 

Bssed on their bestselling comedy show, Women Like Us delves 
deep into the minutiae that makes up the drama of life … and 
turns society’s expectations of what women should be upside 
down. Women Like Us is for anybody who is tired of being told 
what they must look like, act like or even talk like! 

ISBN 9780648226796
RRP$32.99

FOR ANYONE WHO HAS 

REALISED THAT BEING 

PERFECT IS JUST TOO DAMN 

HARD!

MANDY NOLAN  
& ELLEN BRIGGS

‘Funny, fabulous and a little bit scary.  
I love these ladies.’  GRETEL KILLEEN

ISBN 9780648100836
RRP $27.99

Around the Grounds by Peter Newlinds

Peter Newlinds worked for ABC Radio Grandstand for 18 years 
through the 1990s and 2000s. His name and voice will be familiar 
to cricket followers around Australia, and also to the followers of 
many of the various sports the ABC has covered over the years. 
Peter provides a unique perspective on the life of a broadcaster.

ISBN 9780648100874
RRP $32.99

More
Bad Apple titles

Mr Ordinary Goes to Jail by Wil Patterson

Wil Patterson was just an ordinary working husband and father. 
Wil knew it was wrong but the temptation was too great. Soon 
enough he found himself down at the bank cashing a work 
cheque, that wasn’t for him. After vowing ‘never again’, it 
wasn’t too long before Wil’s mounting debt meant he just could 
not resist ...
ISBN 9780648226741
RRP $27.99

ISBN 9780648226789
RRP $25

The Camino Diaries by Cilla Cole 

Is it madness or just plain naivety when a young woman thinks 
walking the ancient Camino de Santiago pilgrimage path 
with her new husband, her  even newer father-in-law, and his 
architect, would be a fun way to spend her honeymoon?  

Nature Heals by Virginia Field, Karen Gray, Kerryn Coombs-
Valeontis 

The first of its kind, this beautiful book brings nature into the 
growing areas of well-being and health care. An inspiration 
and a resource for developing and delivering programs assisted 
by nature, from the healing of a therapeutic garden or farm to 
the expanse of the forest and wilderness. A must for anyone 
ISBN 9781684541638
RRP $49.99
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Unlocking Your Child’s Genius by Andrew Fuller

Leading clinical psychologist Andrew Fuller says that children 
are born bright and curious – with a greater capacity and inner 
genius than we realise. Every child has an innate sense of 
inquisitiveness, creativity and lateral thinking that form the basis 
of genius.
ISBN 9781925048353
RRP $27.99
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How to create a  
great relationship 
with your teen … 

without going crazy!

Tricky Teens

Author of the bestseller Tricky Kids

Tricky Teens by Andrew Fuller 

Tricky Teens: How to create a great relationship with your 
teen without going crazy! provides parents with a step-by-
step guide to understanding what is really going on in the 
minds of their teenagers - and why.  
ISBN 9781925048186
RRP 24.99

Green Vanilla Tea by Marie Williams Winner 2013 FINCH 
MEMOIR PRIZE

A story of compassion and courage in the face of a deadly 
and little understood illness. Marie’s husband’s, a normally 
devoted family man and loving partner, has suddenly 
devloped a range of behaviours that no one can understand, 
which leaves the family bewildered and devastated. A 
beautiful story of loss, grief and resurrection of spirit.

ISBN 9781921462993
RRP $24.99
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