
 

 - 1 - 

ICA FAREWELL. ‘Three Stanzas.” I prefer not to talk-off-the-cuff as do not feel adequate 
enough to do so thus have come up with the following three stanzas. 
 
Cats. A Prose piece and ending with a Final Remark.  

1) CATS. Firstly, I found out very recently from family – and they may correct me – the name 

ICA comes from shortening the name of the Old Testament character Icabod who was 

‘without glory’ thus named by his father when as a child Ica had got into trouble with his 

father. Anyhow, Ica liked his cats and here are some wry observations about cats from 

the grizzly great American poet Charles Bukowski who I have always imagined would 

have gloriously got on well with Ica sitting in the backyard here with the fire and cats. 

 

1. “Having a bunch of cats around is good. If you're feeling bad, just look 
at the cats, you'll feel better, because they know that everything is, just 
as it is.” 

 

                      2   “Cats tell me without effort all that there is to know.” 

                          3  “The cat is the beautiful devil.” 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 
2)MASTER prose [abbreviated version and a full copy which can be kept as a talisman of the day 
can be picked up]. Ica would sometimes go on about my writing and especially that I do not do 
anything with it but am doing so today reading out a novel piece written maybe about two 
decades ago with some updates…the character Master is based on Ica but to give me some 
leeway remember it’s a literary piece. In the interest of some brevity I am reading selected parts. 
Thanks. 

 

Master  
 

“Yeah Ned you did end up better off dead…” the lyrics sung on the album continue to be 

paraphrased, “…‘cause you did at least then get some peace of mind.” A smile. “You poor 

whining Irish bastard.” A yawn. “Better to die on your feet than live on your knees. Anyhow 

we’re all going to be mulch one day. All our differences now will be no difference then.” Master 

lowers the volume on his large stereo. “My old records like this Redgum one or Neil Murray are 

still a lot better than all the condom music that’s on the radio these days. No home brew at the 

moment. Although I’ve just finished my latest beer label which has four police all on horseback. 

Apocalypse Lager-” 

“Master you truly are Australia’s greatest modern-day artist.  

“Fancy a cuppa?” 

 “Yeah, I’ll have one but not a camomile.” replies Michael. I feel like a real tea. Black with at 

least a couple of sugars 

Master manoeuvres his lithe body through a small dining area to reach the kitchen. He boils 

the jug. 

Michael picks up a newspaper from the living room floor. “An Aboriginal guy is trying to get 
over eighty million dollars compensation for the descendants of the two Aboriginal trackers who 

found Kelly. They didn’t get their reward. Apparently, Ned Kelly feared them. Today’s 
Remembrance Day officially commemorates the ceasing of official hostilities on the Western 

Front.” The paper is put down. “Yet the Allies soon sent troops to fight with the Whites against 

the Reds in 1919. There’s always a war goin-” 
“Do you think my grandfather would care about all that?”  
“You mean who wrote: ‘Jack died today’ in his war diary? Not much to say about your best 

mate.”  
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“Writing that might have been painful enough. In the trenches they were like brothers.” A 

pause. “LAW 303 still rules the world.  
“Yeah anyhow it was pretty good watching Breaker Morant.” Michael goes into the kitchen. 

“It’s pretty quiet here tonight. Usually you’ve got a few people coming through.” 
“It comes and goes. It’s surprising the number of ‘epsilons’ who are put out for a place to stay. 

I’ve got three bedrooms plus that other living area which you can fit a mattress in. I only need 
the ‘master bedroom’ so why waste resources? As long as the peasants help with the food kitty 
and some of the bills I don’t mind them staying until they sort themselves out. Plus, the masses 
like to come over for the barbeque muso events I put on in the yard.”  
“Not bread and circuses but German sausages and strumming guitars…as one would say.” 

ruminates Michael  
Master checks his mail on an old wood brown laminated table beside a Weetbix tin filled with 

stamps; with scrap paper a mixed literary pile of George Orwell and environmental books; CDs; 
DVDs and his two large desktop screens; throws a R.T.A. pamphlet onto the floor. “Their 
‘proposed’ freeway! The creek’s staying!” Master forcefully passes to his ‘audience’ a bush 
regeneration leaflet. “Let’s go outside. I need some nature.”  
The two friends amble onto the back patio. It is a summery night. To head off past a small toilet 

and laundry shed to reach an ageing, worn array of tables, couches and chairs surrounding a 
wood fire Master so often typically puts on; he switches on his little old transistor radio with 

which Michael knows he usually listens to either federal parliament especially the question times 
of both houses, late night live talk back, ABC NewsRadio as well as nearly everything on the BBC 
such as from history to science and science fiction to football, the all night 2SR Bob Dylan 
birthday music marathon through to Australian indie as well as Classical music; otherwise it is 
the AFL, cricket or the rugby league; tonight what can now be heard is Beethoven’s Ninth 
Symphony which Michael notes finishes off with the choir choral Ode to Joy. Master placing on 
a rickety wooden table a knife and saucer with butter on it to now hold a long thin tree branch 
taken from a large pyramid-like wood pile to check the aluminium wrapped potatoes which have 

been previously placed under a round tripod cooking plate; to be within a fiery oval of red 
glowing embers - his ‘universe’ – to forensically see if they are cooked enough right through; 
with the large overarching native trees also around the fire it is so easy for both ‘new arrivals’ 
to pretend they are at a campsite deep in ancient bush. “Here Jes.” A large black and white 
spotted cattle dog gently rushes up to Master who promptly kneels down to hug the panting 
animal. “You are worth far more than a dozen people I’ve had through here. That includes you 
Mick!  

Well, with your black ‘devil’ here as well I’ll at least have to brush up on re-reading The Master 
and the Magarita by Bulgakov.”   
  Master is in his own world. Looking on at the yawning pitch-black darkness of his native tree 
bushland backyard as if to have dismissively ignored Michael’s literary reference to a devilish 
‘master’. His suburban ‘garden of Eden’. He finally speaks thinking out loud about his own 
mischievous black cat yet as if to be speaking to himself. “Yeah Muzzie’s full of fury and right 
now he’s hiding somewhere as he’s just been fed well but at least the other two cats Billy and Sid 
are both calm 

 “At least I can always call on you slave for cat minding duties…as for the possums like ‘Frank’ 
and blue tongue lizards on this property they have always kept a good eye out for themselves so 
as to mostly not come to any harm…Frank especially likes the tree house”. Master smiles. “Jes 
here is as smart as Inspector Rex - which has to be said: you certainly are not.” Jessie is stroked. 
Master looks up at Michael. “How long you minding her this time?”   

“Just two days. Jessie’s ‘mistress’ is on a work trip. Her health department job often means 
getting out of an air-conditioned office…” 

“I stare at a screen. Press buttons. At least I can work mostly from home. Yet I still think of 

switching to horticulture especially since starting all the bush regeneration work at Stotts 

Reserve.  
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Michael eyes the garden shed. “You’ve still got that big pile of stubbies beside ‘Nauru.’” He 
turns slowly to survey what’s all around him to then glance back at the house. “When there’s so 
much land to have already…fancy keeping human beings- 
 Knowing what Michael is going to predictably say Master cuts him short only so as to keep to 
the main point of the discussion. “Yeah, yeah I know those bottles have been sitting around since 
the time you and ‘Lucille Ball’ made that roundabout. You think she could have cleaned up that 
mess during her stay.” 

 “We’ll dump them now.” 

 The beer bottles are placed into a recycling bin.  
“It was funny driving home from the Hopetoun where we saw Living With Robert.” grins 

Michael. “There were so many roundabouts. Forced to slow down. In the EH. Both tipsy. Circle 

after circle. Blaming those Greek bastards Plato and Aristotle for all the hassle. Aristotle and 

his whirring spherical universe! Plato’s Theory of Absolute Forms at every intersection! All 

these stubbies still lying around! Lucy yelling: ‘ROUNDABOUTS! Me: It’s Karl Marx’s 

birthday! Lucy: Let’s build at Master’s House the Eternal Roundabout! Peasant! Give way!” 

Michael muses. “Funny how it was that day as she was really amazed when I once showed her 

that photo on the mantelpiece of you Master in your thick woollen flannel jacket reading in a 

newspaper the Premier League results in front of the big Karl Marx bust at Highgate Cemetery. 
I’d love to- 

“Well slave when we’re finished we can open up two more stubbies.”  

 “Maybe you could get the guitar out-” 

“Maybe...but I wouldn’t mind having a look at that diary as well. Today’s the day for it.” 
“Yeah,” agrees Michael. “You’re right. There was no justice in any of it was there?” 

“No,” surmises Master matter-of-factly. “None at all.”  

“The gods play with us.” broods Michael. 

“One thing’s for sure - they play. Which reminds me after Derrick there’s a European Soccer 
Championship game on SBS at eleven.” 

 
[thank you] 

________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Out of curious interest I wondered who also of some importance passed away at 65 and looking just at five 

males there were: Ghenghis Khan the Mongol warlord, Walt Disney, Bach the German composer, Yul 

Brynner the actor and Shane McGowan [of the Pogues] so Ica is in some good company. 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

3) Final Remark: Today by remembering Ica the way we are with both verse and music etc - 

including dance - we culturally resurrect his spirit but to briefly go back to Marx - of all things - 

it is interesting what Engels said about Marx’s death as he claimed that the greatest living thinker 

had ceased to think, to have peacefully gone to sleep but for ever. I actually thought much the 

same when Ica of sharp wit being one of the most unique thinkers I have ever known had also 

ceased to think when he too had peacefully gone to sleep and - as well - for all time; and this, in a 

spiritual sense, is how, as a last impression, I will always remember him and with a boyish look 

which will leave him ‘forever young’ in my mind. Thankfully, unlike Marx who passed away 

when left alone on his armchair for two minutes, Ica was not alone with two long-time friends 

and two family members at the time of his passing on Monday 12th of May at 5.01 pm and we 

have the family, with Anthea so often at the helm, to thank for compassionately always making 

sure that in the last days, which were now certain, that it would be the case that there would 

always be someone by Ica’s hospital bedside when his soul like a dove gracefully left his body with 

his last breath. 

 

AMEN 


