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What people are saying about


Secondhand Daylight


Secondhand Daylight is written with the style and verve I’ve come to expect from Eugen Bacon and Andrew Hook.


Priya Sharma, award-winning author of All the Fabulous Beasts


Secondhand Daylight is a joy. It hurtles along at a cracking pace, is relentlessly inventive and always emotionally engaging. Both Green and Zada are spiky, flawed but eminently likable characters and the reader is quickly drawn to them and their individual plights.


Terry Grimwood, author of Interference


An innovative and gritty take on time travel, fate and entanglement. This story grabs the twin spirals of nostalgia and future-shock in one compelling bite.


Justina Robson, author of Glorious Angels and The Switch


In Secondhand Daylight Eugen Bacon and Andrew Hook resettle readers beyond the laws of physics. They unsettle its foundations, fundamentals and possibilities in a universe where time travel scenarios hold “no basis in scientific fact” and can “only be psychological”. This is a bracingly versatile and provocative book.


Dominique Hecq, award-winning author, poet and translator


A cracking tale of puckering timelines that shimmers with possibilities and blesses with impossibilities.


Clare Rhoden, author of The Chronicles of the Pale


Beautifully disjointed and exquisitely nuanced, Bacon and Hook have deftly created a transgressive, dislocated narrative that will have readers losing hours with the efficiency of a time slip.


Dave Jeffery, author of the A Quiet Apocalypse series


Intriguing and poetic, this ambitious book combines hypnotic writing with a gritty cynicism reminiscent of William Gibson. Whether lost on the dance floor or to the mysteries of time, the story of the main characters’ stubborn survivalism will pull you in and not let go.


KC Grifant, award-winning short story writer and author of Melinda West: Monster Gunslinger


Quantum Leap meets Memento in this clever exploration of time travel. The plot loops enticingly around an exploration of the personal impact of skipping erratically through time.


Phil Nicholls, reviewer and writer for the British Science Fiction Association (BSFA)


Hook and Bacon superbly capture what it is to feel out of sync with life. This is the new SF, a refreshing take on old tropes.


Tony Ballantyne, author of the Recursion, Penrose and Dream World series


Secondhand Daylight is a tale of characters entwined back and forth across time that picks Green and Zada apart as they try to find themselves, to discover purpose, and maybe find each other. Everything ripples off the page—words, phrases skilfully evoking place and character.


Scott Vandervalk, editor and author


Bacon and Hook’s novel Secondhand Daylight is an emotive and kinetic take on time-travel fiction, where magical realism and hard sci-fi collide to form an innovative and poetic narrative which fans of 80s post punk and books like This Is How You Lose the Time War will certainly enjoy. Secondhand Daylight is subtly queer and tinged with social commentary too, showing Melbourne changing through the eyes of two distinct and well-realised protagonists, starting in the recent past, and offering a surprisingly hopeful vision of a future yet to come.


Maddison Stoff, neurodivergent non-binary essayist, independent musician and author of For We Are Young and Free, a collection of meta-fictional Australian cyberpunk


 


Previous Titles


Mage of Fools (Bacon)


Bacon’s sentences are ceaselessly reaching with a boldness that would have made Angela Carter proud. Her stories are restless and relentless.


Angela Slatter, multi-award-winning author of All the Murmuring Bones


Danged Black Thing (Bacon)


Eugen Bacon is an exhilarating writer. Her work is daring, fierce, visceral and sensual, fast paced and packed with action, earthed yet given to flights of fancy. It is driven by empathy for the eccentric and marginalised, a simmering anger at injustice and inequality, and a deep concern for the big questions…A true original who glories in language and gives uncompromising rein to the imagination.


Arnold Zable, writer, novelist and human rights activist


Candescent Blooms (Hook)


Wondrous. Five stars.


Roger Lewis, The Telegraph


Frequencies of Existence (Hook)


Andrew Hook sees the world through a different lens. He takes often mundane things and coaxes the reader to find strangeness, beauty, and horror in their form; he colours the world in surreal shades and leads the reader down discomforting paths where nothing is quite as it should be.


Aurealis, Australia’s longest-running speculative fiction magazine


Andrew Hook is an undisputed superstar of strange fiction.


Neil Williamson, award-winning author of The Moon King


Refreshingly original, uncompromisingly provocative, and daringly intelligent.


The Future Fire


Nitrospective (Hook)


Hook seems to approach the question of existence from a multitude of environments and personifications. The slant towards existentialist themes suggests a more contemporary re-telling of the ideals of Camus or Sartre


Xander Duffy, Dundee University Review of the Arts
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Somewhere here


Someplace other


on my mind




Green




Chapter 1


1990


I came to on the tarmac outside the Sarah Sands Hotel. I felt my feet, wriggled a toe inside my boot. I stood with caution, scratched my head.


The fog just happened?


I remembered the blinding light that threw me. I remembered a grunt that was mine. How I’d leapt high and backwards, then all the way in an arc bottom-first downwards. How I’d found and lost my possible girl.


I walked gingerly back inside. The suit with a line in his fade short crop looked at me as if how? You got in, got out past the bouncers. My eyes said fuck off, that’s how rather clearly. The hulk shook his head. Right-o, I agreed. Best not to ask questions.


I showed my stamped hand. Could have stayed silent, but still. “Nothing to see here,” I heard myself say, almost a growl.


The bunch of hookers sipping fruit-coloured cocktails at the bar was gone. Another DJ was whamming his thing.


So what’s this, you’re wondering now? It’s a non-start, that’s what.


My story has another beginning. There’s no bluebell forest or an undergrowth, no rabid dogs on a leash or shit like that. There are beer bottles and empty crisp packets. And later, let’s say maybe, there’s an AI or a bot that’s both a burden and liberty.


As if.


So here’s how it starts.




Chapter 2


I found my feet in a crowd. Throngs pulsing to time-warp did it for me, you know? Lives in a distortion of expectation, rushing, rushing, always rushing. Stepping off a purring train, climbing up a moving escalator, hurrying towards…what?


I looked around. A crowd wasn’t there in the train from Essendon on the Craigieburn line, past Moonee Ponds, all the way to Kensington, then Flinders Street Station.


I slipped my ticket into the slot. It popped up on the other side, as the barrier opened. I snatched the ticket, pocketed it. Exited the station through an arched entryway. Trams and horses moved outside the station’s mustard-coloured Mumbai look with its lost ballroom cone.


The big clock struck 11 pm.


I was on an RDO. Rest days off were ace—if I knew one thing. Waged part-time too—at 27 years—that was fab. Not the money, there wasn’t much of it. It’s not like I needed much. No-one barking up my arse, that’s what I liked about it. Meant zilch ambition, so what? I had no time for the world.


But the world had time for me. I’d just given up smoking, felt brand new. Lungs pushing in, out, easy as. Everyone was rushing. Not me.


I took the 71 tram to New Brunswick.


The Sarah Sands Hotel was unchanged. My haven of tranquillity. I knew it through and through: established in 1854—pub, bar, disco right there in the heart of Brunswick. Thursday nights, the indie disco. It was once my playground with Bateman. My smile was wry. Batey—mate for life, until marriage, kids and a solid job happened for him, ditched me to the solo party.


The hotel stood proud, vibrant inside. But outside it was unimpressive, really. It resembled a giant square cake with windows. It looked like a pretty thing someone had chunked without forethought onto the tarmac.


Still, the best scorched pepper on the menu. Roasted olives, rustic chips in vinegar, steak and ale pie with a finger-licky peppercorn sauce and buttered mush. A gobbler tomato caprese pizza too, basil, mozzarella and chilli.


I wasn’t there to eat tonight, and the kitchen was by now closed.


Round the back by the doorway to the disco, two suits stood in cop cuts, trimmed hair all the way. The line was long, and the bouncers were looking to punish, wanting to start things with a rebel. Well, I wasn’t one. Never a rebel. Maybe a little, those days of me and Batey; the world—what do they say?—our oyster.


I reached the suit whose fade short crop had a line. He checked my eyes, the set of my jaw for trouble. But you know me. I loosened myself, pulled a smile that was a little clumsy—a party trick. I honestly didn’t like suits.


The block of a man stamped my hand.


Now I grinned. The joint showered a thousand reasons to smile. Crammed with girls clad in hip hop, baggy jeans and tank tops. Blokes high on platform boots and some goth look detained with studded belts. Some were gobbled in oversized shirts, like mine, or zipper turtlenecks I didn’t care much for.


I strode past the pool table with its rowdy mob, walked all the way to the bar. A bunch of hookers I’d seen before, now sipping fruit-coloured cocktails, all lethal, in V-shaped glasses. I caught the eye of the tall barman with a goatee, the one they called Sinner—he wasn’t mucking around, showed little emotion as he took and filled orders. His deadpan gaze said he didn’t want you to pry.


“One single shot crisp vodka,” I said, peeling from my usual taste for a VB. Slipped a twenty out of my wallet.


That’s when I saw my possible girl.


She was a catch. Not a hooker, I didn’t think. Her black hair, unlike mine, was dyed. I was one of those blokes who knew things like that about women. I knew from the dark gold in curly sprouts at the roots where it wasn’t permed into a fringe across her face.


She was in a pleather jacket and wore sunnies. She toyed with a clutch bag.


I gave her my best grin. “You look like an Em. New?”


She smiled back, perhaps at my English accent. “Something like that.”


I caught a whiff of her sweet watermelon breath from the martini she’d downed.


“Try the Sea Breeze,” I said in boldness. “It’s ace.”


Not Em leaned over the counter, beckoned Sinner. “How about not a Sea Breeze?” she said to him.


“Say what you want.”


Interesting. I wondered what she’d done to sour Sinner.


Not Em frowned, saw a girl walking from the counter with a fluorescent drink. And pointed. “I’ll have one of that.”


“It’s a Woo Woo,” I offered more trivia she wasn’t buying.


“Sure thing. Now you’re naming drinks?”


Sinner mixed, shook, poured, and pushed the flute to Not Em.


She turned, now faced me. “I’m gonna need you to pay for this.”


“I feel the pressure,” I teased, reaching for my wallet.


“How about I get it?” a man behind me said.


“Yeah, first dibs,” said Not Em.


I smiled at fading possibility. “Close call,” I said. “Stay in touch.”


I downed my crisp vodka, turned away from the bar feeling a bit shit that another man was chatting up my possible girl.


Above, DJ Shazam was doing his shuffles. Oh, yeah. The chords of ‘Kool Thing’ were near. I took position on the dance floor. Threw my hands, shimmied in half a step, pumped my body to the wink of the lights.


“Come on!” I yelled at the beats.


A clock on the wall said it was 1.27 am.


I liked it when girls watched. I was clinical in my approach, pulled some best moves. Belly jingle, arms akimbo. Drop shot move to the flashing neon. I adjusted my body in jeans and the oversized flannel shirt. Anticipated the drums, the lights, each blink and flash of the strobes.


Someone did a glide, leap and jump, moonwalked past me.


“Scoring points?” a girl said.


I swirled. “You dropped in,” I said to Not Em.


“Deep. You said to stay in touch. I didn’t know how so this is the next best thing.”


She’d ditched the pleather jacket and was squeezed in a tiny slip dress that was more of a camisole with spaghetti straps. She slipped near me in sneakers, not boots like most of the other girls on the dance floor.


Her legs were bare, no leggings.


She had good legs on her, I noted. Nearly said it too. The spaghetti strap dress was so thin, so tight, I wondered how it didn’t burst.


She flowed to the music. “You’re not trying,” she said.


“Trust me, I’m an expert.”


“Of what—guessing girls’ names? We both know how that went.”


She slow-danced on the spot in a grind and sway I’d never seen.


“Nice,” I said. “You mean business.”


“You like naming things—what’s this move, then?”


“The Rage.”


We laughed, two strangers sharing a moment.


DJ Shazam whizzed out a fast-paced renegade, some megamix, then—finally—the chords of ‘Kool Thing’ chimed. I did a butterfly move, and my possible girl did a quiver dance to the throb of my pulse.


It was just us, the rest of the dance floor out of it in that moment.


“Look.” I leaned across the music.


Strobe lighting hit me as our bodies neared and it was voltage. I felt myself here, where, not there.




Chapter 3


I approached Sinner at the bar. “Mate. I thought DJ Shazam was on to 3 am.”


“He was.”


I blinked. Looked at the thinned-out dance floor. The clock on the wall said 3.07 am. Had I passed out all this time?


That’s how it started, a season of outpouring.


Now I stalked Flinders Street Station. My black desert boots a soft shuffle on the concrete as I searched between the sheeted downpour to watch the trams as they came and went along designated routes.


Destination: New Brunswick.


A 17-minute journey that would take me back to the Sarah Sands Hotel with the dance floor upon which strobe lighting had blanked me out bum first on the tarmac for two hours, or fast-forwarded me into the strangest future.


I remembered how, bewildered, after giving the suit that fuck-off look, after Sinner’s answer had befuddled me, I’d stood solo in time as the dance floor stayed empty and then repopulated to ‘This Charming Man’—the opening of Mr Floppy’s ‘100,000 Morrisseys’. The timbre of the song caught muso Smiths’ fans mid-step, wrong-footed on the dance floor.


And just then I understood that something had happened when that strobe lighting hit me at the chords of ‘Kool Thing’, something for which I clutched no explanation or control.


That night, further down the room after the peculiarity, I was past the pool table when I again saw my possible girl. There she was, speaking with new friends. She didn’t look my way, which was gutting, as I brooded about the fuck that happened. I’d drunk only one crisp vodka, smoked no spliffs. Maybe it was the vodka, never my thing.


Out of sync with the new song, I entered the toilet, rinsed cold water through my spiked hair. The force that threw me had coincided with the strobe, that much I knew. For a moment I was here, where, not there.


Now I looked about, another Thursday. I shook my head, craved the familiar. I leaned against the counter, caught Sinner’s eye and ordered a VB.




Chapter 4


Two Thursdays now. Here I was again, bidding to replicate that night. Journeying from Essendon to Flinders to New Brunswick. I’d walked it once, a full hour and 18 minutes, a supermoon ascending over a bridge at a location I could no longer recall.


I danced to a megamix, butterfly-moved to strobe lighting.


But no. Nothing happened to leap me in the air and crash me bum-down on the tarmac.


It affected my output at the job in the factory, always distracted. And I’d had what appeared to be another time jump, didn’t know why, but I was too startled to consider it.


It happened after a part-time shift. I’d knocked off work at 5.30 pm, waited for the 5.50 pm bus from Port Melbourne to Flinders Street Station. The bus arrived on time. I noted the young driver, a clean face fresh from school, because I noticed such things. A scatter of passengers, the mother with a toddler.


The bus hummed.


We approached traffic lights and the beam blinked amber, then red, and I felt a little dizzy by the time the lights changed for the bus to continue. In 19 minutes I’d arrived at Flinders, only the big clock said different. We’d arrived at 7.39 pm, not the 6.09 pm that would have been the right time.


A whole hour-and-a-half lost, and no-one seemed ruffled by it. Well, I was rattled, seeing that the driver (now ash-haired) and passengers (no mother with a toddler) were all different!


I wrapped arms around myself in the cold, and wondered if this was the life I’d convinced itself to be.




Chapter 5


Shrinks have a knack of asking, “Tell me about your mother.” She wasn’t true blue, which kinda made me fake. That’s how I felt, sometimes.


Mum and Dad relocated in the mid-70s, leaving England just as music was about to break. I grew up feeling disconnected from a culture that was past, present and future. Who was I? What was I? There was a certain resentment there, one so solid yet stretching to my mid-twenties, I felt it an infraction.


With brown hair so dark that others thought I’d dyed it black, my wan complexion and tendency towards punk, my retained English accent and an unfamiliarity around camaraderie…oh, fuck it—I was an outsider. It was a badge I was proud of, yet it troubled me. I guess even the roundest of pegs sometimes sought a square hole.


The dissolution of my parents’ marriage hadn’t rectified the situation.


Mum returned to England. Dad dissolved himself whichever way.


Here I was, staying solo in the Essendon suburb, caretaker for a space of fermenting memories. Dad gallivanted to fruit-picking seasons in the Dandenongs to the north, shuffling on his knees at strawberry level or balancing at top-of-the-ladder height cutting grooves into his index finger as he snapped cherries from their stalks.


The house was a life some would envy: a vacant property to which I held no financial commitment. Remember? Zilch ambition. I used the space to expand a burgeoning record collection. On occasion, I brought some gal home.


I’d grudgingly come to respect my quick jaunts from the suburbs into Melbourne, and was cool with a part-time job at the Boeing factory that built wing parts. I earned a pittance that covered groceries and bills.


Yet, the walls of the house reverberated with the residue of arguments and recriminations, evening shadows conjuring Mum and Dad, fingers in each other’s faces, or worse—thin walls no barrier for their subsequent making-up, the grunts and humps of a sex act that, even unseen, sounded as brutal as the arguments.


The paucity of Dad’s means hardened into reality those transient memories. Much of the trappings of childhood that I did remember were gone, sold to cover bills and spousal maintenance.


I slept on a mattress on the floor in the corner of the second largest room, as if the proximity of two walls might offer emotional warmth. A mattress and three pillows on the floor, a stool here, a single chair there…The furniture was rudimentary at best. Whenever I tugged someone back here from the dance floor, someone like Not Em had the chance happened, it never bothered me that the one-storey property gave the impression I was squatting in my own house.


The cutie, whichever cutie, made good noise in that squatter house as I introduced her to the power of pre-orgasmic sex, as I licked her up a stairway to heaven, and put my tongue everywhere she allowed. Her pleas rose in urgency and crescendo while I held back and held back until she gripped my hardness and, with a moan, pushed me into her wet folds.


In a nutshell, my squatter house didn’t seem to bother anyone else either.




Chapter 6


Thursday night I was back at the Sarah Sands Hotel. It afforded me an approximation of community. The post-punk crowd dressed as extras from a Cure video. The DJ who knew which records to spin, the dance floor which was my church. Within that rectangle, under multicoloured lights, cossetted by music, I spun and twisted, cavorted my body into memories and shapes, glimpsed others doing the same, amorphous companions who returned to the shadows once the song finished.


It was a dance floor that forged acknowledgements rather than friendships. I mostly kept to myself unless I was feeling especially voracious for squatter tantra to a roaring climax.


Yet here—in this specific space—I sensed a journey that might last forever, so inexorably did it stream. At the same time, I felt pinpointed in reality, a light moth pinned on canvas. Sometimes it was as if a gigantic YOU ARE HERE arrow positioned me on a map right there on the hotel and its dance floor.


The chords of ‘Kool Thing’ began and I took to the floor. I felt confused abandonment as the song came to an end without voltage, without me blanking out, or taking a single step in forward time.




Chapter 7


Three Thursdays later.


My journey to the Sarah Sands was now a distorted pilgrimage, not unlike those attempts to impose happy memories on the Essendon home. I slipped out of Flinders Street Station between raindrops to chase a nearly departing tram, its doors whistling. I shoved myself inside, stood gripping the overhead strap for balance. I trailed a groove towards what was now a windowed cake building where nothing inside it happened to toss me here, where, there, when the strobe lighting flashed.


I listened for ‘Kool Thing’, and jiggered nervously waiting for something, anything, to take me out of time, out of place. Tonight, the DJ spun ‘California Über Alles’ by the Dead Kennedys and, once again, I found myself lost in music, my body gyrating, backwards walking, turning, stepping, immersed in song. Everyone else faded to a blur, faces smeared red as if violently lipstick-kissed, those closer to me meshes of black clothing, some ripped and torn.


In the height of the song, I disconnected. Not in the time and space sense, but the waiting. The desire for something to happen undermined my expectation of movement. This wrong-footedness lost my grip on the music, sullied the experience, ruined it.


I spun off the dance floor feeling desultory. The world rearranged itself, someone else filling my space, as I became inured to the sounds, realised I was so eager for that time-shift to happen again that it destroyed the pleasures of the everyday.


I took myself to the bar. Got in a VB. Wasn’t drinking vodka tonight. Fuck vodka. I sat alone and morosely near the pool table for the remainder of the evening. Songs I normally gyrated to were this night anathema to my ears.


I watched the pool balls clack and interact, their motion predestined with each hit from the cue but maintaining the illusion of free movement. The metaphor wasn’t lost on me.


Long before the hotel closed, unusual for me, I was under the darkened sky. A possum rooting through a litter bin rustled the quiet of the night. I leant against the side of the building, molecules in the brick subtly shifting through the reverb of the music still playing inside. I took a couple of deep breaths and pondered why I felt so plummeted.


I knew why. That ‘Kool Thing’ moment I’d experienced was the equivalent of an illegal high. I understood now that what I craved was its kick, its repeat clarity yet haze, its affirmation. Nothing else would suffice.


The possum manoeuvred its way to the bottom of the rubbish and was now making a journey back. I held my focus on the bin, tethered reality. As the possum emerged, lights from a passing car caught its eyes, and the shimmer reflected me and my possibilities.


I blinked rapidly at the peculiar flash, felt a bit off. I stood away from the building then reached out a palm for the surety of the brick. The edifice crumbled under my fingers.




Chapter 8


I wondered at the back of my mind if I’d had a seizure. Some unknown epilepsy, accentuated by the lighting flashes, somehow hooked into the rhythm of the movement. The pounding of the dance floor reverberating through the soles of my feet, jiggling me forwards into a time and space that wasn’t meant for dancing.


That possibility was likely, but I no more wanted to see a doctor than I did a psychiatrist. There was an embarrassment in being ill, a frailty I wasn’t asking for. But if it were an ailment, it was a good thing. Because then it would account for the events of that night.


No-one had shown notable concern or curiosity, not the suits on the door nor the punters when I’d re-entered, but illness was the only logical explanation. And, with my English background and the clinical disintegration of my parents’ marriage, I was less attuned to impossible fantasies.


Was that why I’d somehow let Not Em go rather than approach her where she sat with those girls, offer to buy her a watermelon martini or a Woo Woo? Was it why I now wasn’t picking up girls, crouching them above me face forward on the floor mattress, sliding them into me, wrapping their legs around me in the most intimate way as I pulled into their G-spot?


I was losing my game. There was that yellow-haired Rapunzel in the unisex cloakrooms, the one whose name I couldn’t remember. There was the chance with the older girl—Lily or Sweet Pea, whatever—who’d kissed me, both with her lips and her peony and sweet alyssum scent. I was holding off on hooking up. Nothing lasted forever and illness was a plausible bottom line that underscored facts. If I acknowledged epilepsy, then it would be a definition.


I deeply wanted to talk to someone, maybe Dad, or Bateman at the factory. Brainstorm and chuckle about what might be happening. But Dad was a ghost, a silhouette from my life, and I wasn’t so cool with Batey any more. Nah. He wasn’t cool with me any more. Bateman’s life was now Tammy and the kids, fuck me. And Bateman in his supervisory cap was a broomstick up my stinkiest butt.


I thought of Aunty Dawn, Mum’s sister. She’d once visited from England, way before Mum and Dad parted. Dawn was a fulsome little thing, tiny bodied yet vibrant with life. She wore the face of a comedian and had only to look at me a certain way to yank out my giggle. She came bundling bars of chocolate, and for a while during her stay I called her Aunty Chocolate.
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