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About


J.C. Manto alias Claudia Toman is a writer, designer, photographer, feminist, resister and geek from Vienna, Austria. She has published half a dozen novels under her real name and the pen name Anna Koschka, designs book covers for a living and writes poetry to survive.


A while ago I sat in the auditorium of Wiener Konzerthaus and listened to Amanda Palmer singing and telling stories of her life. I tried my best not to think the obvious thought: that I had avoided this place, the whole area for four years. It was the last place my dad went before he died. He had a ticket for a concert in his pocket, they handed it to me with all his other belongings. I’ll never know what happened that day. He must have fallen on the way from the car to the concert hall. Someone found him lying on the pavement and called an ambulance. He was in intensive care for two weeks when his heart suddenly stopped. They couldn’t explain it to me. Except that there were a lot of medical conditions that somehow multiplied. He never fully woke up in those two weeks and I wasn’t able to talk to him. I was in therapy for over a year just to get to the point where I could accept that I had never talked to him. In all our life together we had never had a real conversation about pain and pride and loss. You see, my mum had died of cancer when I was five. Dad and I, we both never healed. We just lived side by side in our individual bubbles. So when he died I was left alone. A singular bubble. And because there are no coincidences in life the day before he fell, the last day of my old life, Amanda Palmer published her song Bigger on the Inside. I remember lying in the dark with my headphones on listening to it.


In the weeks that came after the end, the song was my companion. Everything I felt and couldn’t put into words was there in the deep, profound sound of the cello, the hyperventilating ukulele and the fragility and boldness of Amanda’s voice.


So it was really fitting that the first time I dared to visit the spot where my dad had never arrived at was for an Amanda Palmer concert. And not long after the opening she told us the story of how her parents replaced the strings of the piano she was wildly playing on as a kid without complaining because they figured it was still cheaper than therapy. And it struck me then and there. I had been writing poetry for about a year, it was me trying to find my way back to being a writer, an ability I had lost completely with loss and grief. Therapy hadn’t brought it back and I was stuck, because it was too expensive to talk to this stranger week after week. But suddenly I knew what I wanted to do with this weird collection of poems. They are very personal and at the same time I think that everybody who has been at the pinnacle of grief, depression, anxiety or addiction will be able to relate. And in any case, reading them is still cheaper than therapy, so it won’t hurt to give it a try.
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