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INTRODUCTION

London, 2020

Dear Lindy,
You won’t believe what I’ve done: me, the quiet one. 

I’ve written it down, written you down, told all your stories, 
tried to capture you in the pages of  a book. Some people 
know about you already, or think they do; you’re sort of  
famous. Others have never heard of  you, but I don’t think 
it matters either way. This isn’t a rock biography, and 
although the story of  your band, The Go-Betweens, is 
part of  the narrative, the real story is you. Or maybe, in 
truth, the story is you and me, the arc of  a friendship, the 
imprint one person leaves on another.

Do you remember how it began? I do, so clearly: 31 
March 1983, backstage at the Lyceum in London. I was 
in my dressing room sitting in front of  the Hollywood-
style bulbs surrounding the mirror – uncomfortably bright 
lights which showed up the tattered glamour of  a faded 
old theatre, dust motes swirling in the air, a worn-out sofa, 
a carpet that had seen better days, a window that didn’t 
open, stale air.

My band the Marine Girls were about to play a gig 
supporting Orange Juice. Also on the bill were The 
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Go-Betweens. I was terrified and out of  my depth, unused 
to dressing rooms, sound checks, gigs in London, all of  
it. In my second year at university, but still a small-town 
girl at heart, little more than a child. My band was drifting 
and splitting, our friendships fracturing, and I felt myself  
coming apart, beginning to wonder who I was, and what 
I wanted. Earlier that afternoon I’d been brought close to 
tears by my first ever encounter with a road crew. Now I 
was feeling lost and lonely, staring at myself  in the mirror. 
I hated my hair. I hated my outfit. I hated my reflection.

The dressing-room door opened. A breeze. The air 
changed. Then someone speaking at the top of  her voice. 
Your first words were: ‘HAS ANYONE HERE GOT A 
LIPSTICK I CAN BORROW?’ I looked up to see blonde 
hair and a Lurex dress. A tall, angular woman, who seemed 
to reflect the light, or perhaps you had your own internal 
source. You didn’t look like you’d ever been scared to go 
on stage, or felt judged by your own bandmates, or been 
browbeaten by a road crew. You looked like confidence 
ran in your veins. You looked like self-belief  in a mini 
dress, the equal of  anyone.

I can’t remember what I said. I fear that I stared. I 
tentatively held out a lipstick. Who was this woman?

It took me a while to find out. Maybe I’m still finding out. 
After all the years I realised there was plenty I didn’t 
understand when I started this book. And if  you want to 
know what moved me to start writing it, I’ll tell you one 
more story before I begin. It’s the parrots story, and I 
know you remember it, but maybe you don’t quite realise 
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the significance for me. How it sums up so much about 
who we were, who we are, what it all meant.

It happened in 1987, when I invited you to come and 
spend a day with me at a spa. You brought along Amanda 
Brown, who had just joined The Go-Betweens, and 
together we went to the women-only Sanctuary Spa in 
Covent Garden.

Opened in 1977, a gift from a millionaire to his ballerina 
wife, it was one of  those luxe-hippy ’70s destinations, with 
a vaguely communal vibe, very much of  its time. There 
were secluded jacuzzis, a sauna and a steam room, and 
old-fashioned sunbeds. The walls were white and curving, 
the floors brickwork. Passages and narrow steps led round 
and back on themselves. Here and there were circular white 
rattan chairs, and piles of  cushions. Wooden footbridges 
crossed the pools, which were full of  koi carp, their mouths 
gaping open at the surface, begging for food, or gasping 
for air. Hungry for something anyway. Candles lined the 
edges of  the pools, in a style which was half-Moroccan, 
half-Japanese.

In the centre was the swimming pool, planted all round 
with tropical greenery. Ivy trailed down from the ceiling, 
and a swing extended out over the water, conjuring up 
images of  ’70s soft porn, and in fact an orgy scene from 
the 1978 Joan Collins movie, The Stud, had been filmed in 
this exact spot. Joan had appeared on the swing wearing 
black lace knickers, stockings and suspenders, although 
only after loosening up with a few drinks in a nearby 
Covent Garden pub.

I was faintly embarrassed by the corny connotations of  

785BBB_tx.indd   3 20/01/2021   12:08



4

the place, and I wondered what you would make of  it, but 
as we entered you simply shouted at the top of  your voice, 
‘Oh my God, PARROTS!’ because, yes, I had forgotten, 
to complete the rainforest effect, there were a number of  
brightly coloured parrots flying around.

In the changing room, we put down our bags and 
reached for our towels and costumes.

‘You know, you can actually swim naked here,’ I said. 
‘Some women do. I mean, you don’t have to, and it’s maybe 
a bit of  a hippy thing, but . . .’

I glanced up into the mirror to see your reflection behind 
me, and you were stripping.

‘I love to swim nude,’ you said. Within a few moments 
Amanda had joined you. ‘Come on, it’ll be great.’

I rummaged in my bag, looking for something. What? 
Playing for time. Nudity was natural to you, always easy 
and liberating, but for me it meant exposure. I’d had very 
little of  it in my life, but I was trying to shake off the 
constraints of  my upbringing and background. In that 
moment I had to make a decision.

We take off our clothes, and peel off layers.
I think, what is surface, what is depth?
I think of  the mirror, and the pool.
I see us clothed and unclothed.
Lipstick, powder and paint.
It was the mid-’80s, and none of  us had a Brazilian or 

a bikini wax; we had full ’70s bushes. None of  us went to 
the gym either, or had a boob job, and I was skinny and 
flat, and you looked at my body, and with your usual lack 
of  restraint shouted, ‘Tracey, your tits are TINY!’ And I 
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laughed, there being nothing else to do. Something in me 
began to let go. Was there another way to be?

So there we were, three women from the UK indie 
music scene, that sexless little world of  plimsolls and 
anoraks, and we were stark naked, swimming in a pool 
draped in tropical plants, posing with our tits out on the 
porn swing once used by Joan Collins while parrots 
swooped and dived above our heads.

A few years later, I did the same again, on a Greek 
island with Ben, when we drove the length of  a rocky 
track down to an isolated cove, only to find when we got 
there that it was a nudist beach. A few moments of  hesi-
tation, then I picked my naked way across the sand and 
felt the bliss of  being in the sea, the sweet sting of  salt 
and sand, water on skin like a caress. I thought of  you 
that day, and remembered the Sanctuary, and was grateful. 
One tiny turn of  the key in a gradual unlocking.

I know you remember that day too, but maybe you don’t 
know what it meant to me, what so much of  our friend-
ship meant to me: how you were a friend to me, but also 
a symbol.

So go ahead, read it now, and I hope you don’t mind 
what I’ve done with the story of  your life, how I’ve used 
it: to talk about the two of  us, to talk about other women, 
to talk about how our stories get told by other people, or 
not told at all. You’re at the centre of  it all, but as you 
appear through my eyes.

Maybe all that follows will come as a revelation to you.
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BOYS’ GAMES

Sydney, 1988

A woman is in a TV studio, being interviewed.
She’s being interviewed because she’s the drummer 

in a rock ’n’ roll band.
Beside her sits one of  the band’s songwriters, who used 

to be her boyfriend. He’s wearing a necklace and lipstick. 
The interviewer is a geeky-looking guy in glasses, with 
tinted hair.

The woman is a blonde in a T-shirt, sitting with her 
legs apart, a short skirt pulled up between her thighs.

The interviewer wants to talk about sexism. And so 
most of  the questions are to the woman. Because sexism 
is a problem for women to explain, and define, and answer 
for. We know this.

‘Now, Lindy, is there any difference do you think between 
men and women’s ability to express emotion?’

She starts to answer – her face is serious, polite – then 
she smiles.

‘Yes, there’s an enormous difference. I think that women 
can express emotion by being hysterical, and, and, the 
thing that’s said to me most often within the band’ – she 
looks up, thinking hard, leg jiggling slightly, then looks to 
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the songwriter – ‘is to stop being emotional, stop being 
angry, stop expressing it. Because I think we’re encouraged 
as youngsters to cry, and I don’t think boys are allowed 
to, and I think there’s a secret language men have which 
is why you’re all so MUCH in power.’

She pulls back, takes hold of  her hair and scrapes it 
into a ponytail, looking down and grinning widely. She 
seems placatory, but then suddenly her tone changes, 
becoming faintly angry. Turning again to the songwriter, 
she says to him in a louder, harsher voice, ‘Robbie, are 
you gonna let me talk, or are you gonna play this game 
with him?’

The camera pulls back so now the songwriter is in shot 
too, and she is gesturing between him and the interviewer.

‘Are you gonna play this boys’ game?’
She slaps her legs.
‘OK, let’s NOT be serious, let’s play boys’ games.’
‘Now, no, no—’ the interviewer interjects.
But it’s too late; she’s reaching beneath her chair for 

something and she pulls out a water pistol, and her voice 
is rising now.

‘My God, I’m BRILLIANT at boys’ games’ – she squirts 
the interviewer who has a hand up to protect himself  and 
turns – ‘absolutely BRILLIANT’ – and squirts the song-
writer, who also has a hand up. All three of  them are smiling, 
but something has been unleashed, very, very quickly. The 
atmosphere is electric and alert, all eyes on the woman and 
what she might do next. The audience applauds.

CUT.
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Lindy Morrison was thirty-seven years old at this point. 
Not young by rock ’n’ roll standards. It was near the end 
of  her time in The Go-Betweens. The band would break 
up soon, having been together for almost a decade. She 
and the songwriter, Robert, who was thirty-one, had already 
parted company after several years together, although many 
people never even knew they’d been a couple. Journalists 
were embarrassed when they found out. How could they 
not have noticed? All those song lyrics, for one thing. All 
those songs about her, about them. It seemed it was all 
spelled out there on the records, but who ever knows? 
Maybe it had been a mistake to have ended up in a band 
together, but it had just happened that way without any 
planning, and so now here they were, still connected, still 
individuals. Part of  a group, utterly separate.

Along with a bunch of  other ex-pat Australians, The 
Go-Betweens had lived in London for a few years during 
the mid-’80s, and Lindy had become my best friend. We 
had talked and talked, seen ourselves in each other, looked 
for and found a resonance, a comforting sense of  home.

But now the band were back in Australia, and they were 
trying, still trying, always trying, to make it in the music 
business. Ambition and enthusiasm had set the motor 
running, but it had been a longer and harder slog than any 
of  them had imagined. They’d come close a couple of  
times, but things hadn’t panned out, and success had 
proved elusive, while critical acclaim came easily. For Lindy, 
who’d had a life before the band and was now consumed 
by her dreams of  a life to come – a life she’d have to 
create, probably by herself  – the engine was running on 
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empty. She must have been so past all this, so weary. So 
very, very tired of  all these boys, all these games.

CUT.

Back in the interview, the woman has a beer beside her 
now and is smoking a cigarette.

‘Now, Lindy, have you turned out, do you think, as your 
parents would have liked? The drummer in a rock ’n’ roll 
band?’

She blows smoke out, forcefully, looks down, pulls a 
face, then smiles, wide, eye-crinkling, and laughs. ‘No, I 
don’t think so. But then I don’t think parents, if  they have 
girls, want them to turn out to be plumbers or train drivers 
either, else there’d probably be a few more of  them around 
as well. I think they would have preferred me to get married 
and have children. There’s a pretty big tradition of  women 
doing that.’

She grins hugely.
‘And, uh, why didn’t you?’
‘I never wanted to get married, cos I always felt it was 

a bit of  ownership. You know, somebody owns you.’
This is said in a tone of  sadness. Or maybe that’s wrong, 

maybe that’s projection. It could just as easily be tiredness, 
or even just sheer boredom at finding herself  still saying 
this, still having this conversation.

The interviewer continues. ‘Rock ’n’ roll’s a pretty 
macho world, generally. Do you have to put up with a lot 
of  sleaziness or condescending attitudes from men in the 
industry?’
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Without missing a beat she answers, ‘I’ve got pretty 
good at being sleazy and condescending myself.’ She is 
staring him out, and the mood has once again become 
confrontational. But who started it? And how long ago?

The interviewer adopts a jokey, sleazy voice and, smiling 
greasily, he leans forwards, and OH MY GOD, he appears, 
though it’s out of  shot, to touch her leg.

‘Don’t you DARE stroke my leg,’ she says with a big 
laugh, but she means it.

‘She’s much taller than I am,’ he says pathetically.
‘Am I? I didn’t think I was that tall.’
The mood changes again, in an instant. She picks up 

her beer with both hands, as though trying to appear 
smaller and weaker. Maybe this has been a pattern, taking 
men on, then backing down, taking them on again. The 
shot pulls back so we can see that the songwriter, the 
ex-boyfriend, is looking away, disengaged from this whole 
conversation. He is smiling slightly, at someone we can’t 
see, someone off set. He’s elsewhere.

‘But do you cop much of  that “Oh, she’s a woman 
drummer, she’s not the real thing”?’

‘Pretty constantly. Now that I’m older it’s not as bad, 
but when I was younger, nearly every single day.’

‘How d’you deal with it?’
‘I developed a very aggressive way of  dealing. I just 

turned into what I’ve been commonly called – a bully.’
‘Well, for example, imagine I’m saying, “She’s no good, 

she’s just a woman”.’
‘And I’m five years younger? I would have thrown my 

glass of  beer at you.’
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She goes to say something else, but the interviewer 
addresses a question to the songwriter, and realising she 
has interrupted, she apologises quickly.

‘Robert, do you find yourself  consciously, or subcon-
sciously, treating Lindy or Amanda a bit differently? Are 
you more gentle with them than you might be with a guy?’

‘Um, no, not really. I think, when we started the band, 
I always . . . I knew it was going to be a band of  both 
sexes.’

‘So, it’s no issue with you, really?’
A brisk shake of  the head. It’s clear the interviewer will 

get nothing out of  him on this topic. There’s a digression 
while the interviewer teases him about sometimes wearing 
a dress. The songwriter objects – ‘I only did it two times’ 
– and in the background she challenges him – ‘Robert, 
that’s not true. You used to walk around the bedroom all 
the time in a nightgown.’

She looks at him affectionately, in a way you could easily 
mistake for love. Or the ghost of  love.

CUT.

When I first met them they were crazy about each other. 
Or seemed to be. They were allies – another couple in a 
band, trying to make it work, proving it could work. But 
maybe it couldn’t. It didn’t for them.

And this TV interview makes you wonder how far they 
were allies to each other. She’s on her own, fighting this 
battle alone once again. He’s wearing his lipstick and his 
necklace, but he’s the songwriter in the band, so he’s not 
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having to defend his corner. Lindy is the one who has to 
justify herself, account for herself, explain once again what 
on earth it is she thinks she’s doing here.

The conversation is about sexism, and the man is 
wearing lipstick, but she’s the one doing all the work.

CUT.

Now a biker has joined them, and he’s been seated next 
to the woman. He’s not a member of  the band, or their 
road crew, or anyone they know. He is there simply to add 
a spark of  controversy – to provoke her and to start an 
argument. He’s her adversary and things are about to get 
gladiatorial.

The biker is wearing denim jeans, a black Harley 
Davidson T-shirt and a leather waistcoat. He has sunglasses 
on his head, a mullet and a huge moustache. He is textbook 
biker. Cartoon biker.

‘Raymond,’ says the interviewer, ‘what do you think of  
feminism?’

Good question, yes. We all want to know what Raymond 
the biker thinks of  feminism.

‘I’m not really sure what it means. I mean, to me a 
feminist is . . . it conjures up images of  short hair, overalls 
. . . they don’t shave—’

‘Wow, come on. I’m a feminist. Look, I shave’ – she 
lifts a bare leg up to him – ‘D’you wanna look at my 
armpits?’ – raises an arm to him.

‘Are you a feminist?’ says the biker. And he leers at her, 
in a predatory manner.
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‘Yeah, course I’m a feminist.’
‘What does it mean?’ he says, in a challenging tone. He’s 

squaring up to her now, looking like he wants a row. Or 
maybe sex. There’s definitely something in the air.

‘It means’ – she breathes a deep heavy sigh – ‘it means 
that I want to feel totally free as a woman. And not feel 
in any way oppressed by old attitudes that men have forced 
upon us.’

Her tone is serious: not angry, not playful, just explan-
atory. It’s courteous of  her to pay him the compliment of  
implying this conversation is worth having. Maybe she’s 
not kidding herself  that she’ll convert him, but she’s aware 
that this is a TV show, and a wider audience is watching 
with interest. Maybe it’s worth trying to explain to them. 
Or maybe she just has to speak up on behalf  of  her sisters. 
She’s been handed the banner, now she’s got to lead the 
bloody march.

The biker interrupts her, ignoring her sincerity. This is 
a game, and he wants to score points, to win. ‘You wanna 
get on top?’

She looks down. Jesus, we’ve ended up here again. 
Nothing I’ve said has made any difference.

‘No, no,’ she says, and just for a moment she sounds 
beaten, ready to quit right here.

But it’s not over. She pushes back her hair. She sits up 
straight. No. Fuck ’em. Damned if  I’m gonna let him have 
the last word.

‘Well, if  I wanted to be flippant, yes, I’d say I wanna be 
on top. Sitting down at some bar I’m gonna say, “Yes, I 
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wanna be on top.”’ She folds her arms. ‘But I’m not sitting 
at a bar, I’m trying to have a serious conversation.

‘So, NO, I don’t just wanna be on top, Ray-MOND.’

CUT.

When she gets home from the TV station, Lindy writes 
me a letter and posts it from an address in Darling Point, 
Sydney. ‘I miss you so much,’ she writes, ‘you wouldn’t 
believe it, Tracey Thorne.’ Spelling my name wrong as 
usual. It’s wrong on the envelope too.

The Go-Betweens are about to start recording a new 
album – 16 Lovers Lane – which will be their last. ‘Over 
here, we start rehearsing tomorrow,’ she writes. ‘Thank 
god, I’ve been out of  control really.’ Everything is becoming 
complicated for them: relationships are breaking, alle-
giances forming and dissolving. The letter talks about the 
‘newfound chumminess’ between the band’s two song-
writers, Robert and Grant, which is causing friction. They’d 
announced that the two of  them were going to produce 
the new album themselves, asserting control and owner-
ship, which riled the other members of  the band. ‘Amanda 
and I actually kicked each other under the table . . . After 
some argument they proffered that the credit would be 
The Go-Betweens but they had all the executive decision 
making. “Oh,” we said, because we were both feeling a 
little awestruck by this no-nonsense mate-ship approach.’

Somewhat bitterly, she refers to the two boys as ‘Hamlet 
and Horatio’, although admits they have written some good 
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new songs. ‘All love songs except for one of  Rob’s titled 
“Clouds”, about clouds, I think, but then I’m so literal.’

The letter complains that her sex life has been atrocious; 
there’s been no action at all for months, apart from her 
bringing home a man called WOLF, who had tattoos and 
long hair but was doing so much speed he couldn’t get it up. 

He did play with me. But now when I see him he runs 
away and hides. I chased him mercilessly, only because I 
felt like dinner hadn’t finished. Anyway I picked up the 
marching orders which is a good thing as I could never 
take him home to Mum’s, and spending all night in a bar 
waiting for him was damaging my health. I’m a fool.

The songwriter ex-boyfriend, Robert, is meanwhile 
having an affair with a woman who is engaged to someone 
else. Lindy had screamed at him that he was being a pig 
and he had screamed back, ‘You never let me finish a 
sentence for the whole seven years and at least she listens.’

‘SHIT!’ writes Lindy.
She is feeling lost back in Australia, having trouble 

adapting. ‘Biting my nails, silly, non-concentrated. I’m glad 
we’re starting work tomorrow, perhaps that will give me 
something to hold on to.’

And then she tells me what had happened at the TV show.

We did six songs and then an interview over one and 
a half  hours – just Rob and I. The topic – sex roles. 
They brought in a biker – I mean a really killer biker 
who said things to me like ‘You just want to be on top’ 
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and ‘You couldn’t take me on your back’. It was hilar-
ious. Actually we did very well. I was very languid on 
camera sitting with my legs apart and my skirt falling 
between my legs. Flirting with the biker who between 
takes asked if  I would like to spend the night with him 
after the show, said I would have the time of  my life, 
he could make love all night.

She ends, possibly imagining my shocked disbelieving 
face – a face I wear much of  the time when she is talking 
to me – with the simple words: ‘This is TRUE.’

CUT.

Here are the things I hadn’t known when we first met, in 
London, in 1983: she was thirty-one years old to my twenty, 
and already on the third act of  her adult life. Five years 
earlier, she’d been living in Brisbane, in a shared house 
with a bohemian collection of  visual artists and musicians, 
and was the drummer with an uncompromising feminist 
punk band. Queensland, of  which Brisbane is the capital 
city, chafed under the rule of  a quasi-fascist premier, Joh 
Bjelke-Petersen, and operated more or less as a police state. 
Political protest was quashed, corruption was rife, law and 
order out of  control. Her band were chased by cops every 
time they went to a gig, or played one. For young people, 
Indigenous people, anyone who stood out or who was at 
all unconventional, harassment and arrests were common. 
Lindy was caught in the middle of  all this and dreaming 
of  escape.
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Five years before that, in 1972, when I was ten years old 
and still at primary school, she had been living in a different 
shared house, with a bunch of  actors, all of  them politically 
engaged, progressive and radical. A newly graduated social 
worker, she was the only white woman employed by the 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Legal Service 
(ATSILS) in Spring Hill, Brisbane. She was out of  her 
comfort zone and out of  her depth, but nonetheless 
committed to the idealistic task of  improving life wherever 
possible for Brisbane’s oppressed and mistreated Indigenous 
population. She shared duties with the activist Denis 
Walker, who was known as something of  an uncompro-
mising firebrand. Inspired by the movement in the US, he 
had founded a chapter of  the Australian Black Panthers. 
To the shock of  Lindy’s more strait-laced middle-class 
family and acquaintances, she was also at this time having 
a passionate affair with him, which would soon go very 
wrong indeed.

So when she walked into my dressing room that evening 
at the Lyceum, I was right to stare. And to wonder who 
exactly she was. Somehow I was instinctively picking up 
vibrations which told me that this woman was someone, 
that she had a story, that she herself  was the news.
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