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BIOGRAPHY:


 Martin Edmond grew up in a remote mountain village in New Zealand’s King Country. After university, he joined avant theatre troupe Red Mole, touring extensively and internationally in the late 1970s. Since 1981 he has lived in Sydney, working as an author and a screenwriter. He has written the feature films Illustrious Energy and Terra Nova; his books include The Autobiography of my Father, The Resurrection of Philip Clairmont and Chronicle of the Unsung, which won the Biography Award at the 2005 Montana Book Awards.
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LUCA ANTARA


MARTIN EDMOND


NEW TITLE





‘Luca Antara is a book-lover's book, a graceful and mesmerizing blend of history, autobiography,� travel and romance.’ - JM Coetzee





DESCRIPTION:


‘A book rich in ideas, at once erudite and eclectic, and full of beautifully unexpected and evocative descriptions... This is back-packing for the mind, a trip full of remarkable sights.’


New to Sydney, impoverished and displaced, Martin Edmond ekes out a living as a taxi driver and in his spare time, scours second hand bookshops in search of Australia’s history.


Amidst the rare books he savours, Edmond stumbles upon the extraordinary tale of a seventeenth century Portuguese servant, António da Nova, sent to find the mysterious Luca Antara.


The lives of Edmond and da Nova and the strange customs and unique social mores of each man’s culture and time intertwine in this quest for a history of Australia; a quest that takes the reader to the far Marquesas, Paris at the time of the Commune, the Portugal of the Fátima revelations, seventeenth century Dutch fatalities on the Houtman Abrolhos and the mysterious first Portuguese voyages into northern Australia.
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 CRITICAL ACCLAIM


FULL REVIEW


Luca Antara is an idea of Australia as conceived in the 17th century and sought by Antonio da Nova, a Portuguese servant, who is sent to discover it. Edmond, a Sydney cab driver and bibliophile, discovers da Nova and sets out to discover the Australia he inhabits. On one level, Edmond's curiously ambiguous book might be mistaken for a novel; on another, it is autobiography; on yet another it is literary history (much concerned with the hoax poems of Ern Malley); or it might be, in another shift of the book's tectonic plates, a topography of Australian national culture. 


Iain Finlayson


The Times


'part autobiography, part history, part travel book and part quest narrative, an unusual combination that nevertheless works. Indeed, Edmond's text is often a pure pleasure to read' �John Clay - The Literary Review


FULL REVIEW


A man walks into a Sydney bookshop and buys some books on the Pacific Islands, his area of interest. On subsequent visits he gets to know the owner and is encouraged to start up a relationship with the owner's wife. This takes place in the back of another shop run by the wife. Sex is unrestrained but depersonalised, which seems to suit both of them. The wife wants no ties. 'You can choke on the past or you can let it open put into the future.' But after a while the man, our author, wants to know more about her. She resists and their liaison collapses. This reads like a true story, and may well have been. The author, Martin Edmond, keeps us guessing, and this links in with the nature of much of this book. 


Edmond is a searcher, an investigator of people and events that are open to interpretation. He defines himself as a quest junkie. 'Without quest I become dangerous both to myself and others; without quest I am prey to ennui, self-loathing and worse.' He takes us on a variety of quests in this book, mostly linked to Australia. The Ern Malley hoax is addressed - a Modernist poet of that name was invented by two real-life Australian Poets, James McAuley and Harold Stewart. The Fátima apparitions are also examined, along with the third secret message vouchsafed to one of the original Fátima witnesses and revealed by the Vatican in 2000. 


We get the fascinating story of Jean Cabri, a nineteenth century Bordeaux sailor whose ship ends up stranded on the Marquesas Islands in the Pacific. Cabri goes native and, following local custom, is tattooed all over. Eventually he returns to Europe via a Russian ship to become an object of curiosity in France. Just before he dies, a dealer in curios offers to purchase his tattoos off him, planning to have his body skinned after his death. Edmond is drawn to write about Cabri as an example of somebody who becomes 'wholly other'. Fernando Pessoa, the Portuguese poet, and another user of multiple identities, offers the remark that 'the central error of the literary imagination is the idea that other people are like us and must therefore feel like us. Fortunately for humanity, each man is only himself.' Our author runs with this theme - the uniqueness of the individual - and it under pins much of his book. 


Throughout, we learn more of Edmond's own life: how he came to Sydney in 1981 from his native New Zealand and worked at odd jobs - taxi driver, night sorter in the post office - while making his way as a writer. He takes us through bizarre personal events such as the 'fake' wedding ceremony he attends where his girlfriend, needing the money, gets married to a gay Chinese man keen to acquir3e an Australian passport. At the registry office two couples in love are there, although one is marrying the partner of the other. 


He writes of the horrific Batavia mutiny and shipwreck off the coast of Australia, and much more. The title refers to a journey to Luca Antara, an island that first appeared on a 1602 map and which was probably present-day Australia. The journey in question was undertaken by Antonio da Nova, the servant of the Portuguese explorer, Godinho de Heredia. Da Nova's account of his journey was published in 1621, and the only remaining copy was lodged in the archives of the royal library in Brussels until it disappeared. Edmond manages to outline a modern-day summary of it by a diligent search that leads him eventually to Mallaca. He then sets off on his own journey, following in the footsteps of da Nova, to try to authenticate this early 'discovery' of Australia. 


The book is therefore part autobiography, part history, part travel book and part quest narrative, an unusual combination that nevertheless works. Indeed, Edmond's text is often a pure pleasure to read, full of felicities of style and construction. I enjoyed my time in Edmond's company, not least because of the way he notices minor details and gives them their proper due. Only towards the end does the book sag a little, as he makes his way, held up by unavoidable travel delays, along the same route as da Nova. There is too much detail of meals eaten and shops visited, making it closer to a travelogue then the earlier suspenseful writing. 


Overall I would recommend this book highly for its originality, its imaginative recreation of the past and its prospective impulse. It is full of the 'surprises, and adventures, and incongruities and contradictions, and incredibilities' that Mark Twain noted as being characteristic of Australian history. 


John Clay


The Literary Review


'A detective story for bibliophiles, Luca Antara is as much a tale of books lost and found as it is what it purports to be: a history of the origins of Australia.. [a] wonderfully original memoir' �Ian Beetlestone - The Observer


FULL REVIEW


A detective story for bibliophiles, Luca Antara is as much a tale of books lost and found as it is what it purports to be: a history of the origins of Australia. The title comes from the name given to a semi-discovered land in the late 16th century by explorer Manoel Godinho de Erédia. It could be Australia or any number of Indian Ocean islands and can translate as 'the day after the day in between'. At the centre of Martin Edmond's palimpsest of past explorations is an account that is apparently by Antonio da Nova, Erédia's servant, who was sent back to find Luca Antara when illness forced Erédia to give up his quest. Emailed to Edmonds by an unstable ex-scholar based in Melaka who goes by the pseudonym of Henry Klang, it may well be nothing more than a beguiling fiction. 


On learning of da Nova's voyage (itself the result of a voyage of a chance discovery in a bookshop that disappeared the next day, only to reappear near his apartment), Edmond writes: 'I wondered if it would be possible to fabricate an account of this voyage in such a way as to give it not just credence as a work of fiction but the unmistakable aura of truth, but decided, reluctantly, that both historical novel and non-fictional recreation were probably beyond my ability to write.' I'm not so sure. In this wonderfully original memoir, he appears to have done both. 


Ian Beetlestone


The Observer


'Reading this book is like listening to someone whose companionable, open-ended stories are absorbing yet elusive: you must make of them what you will' �Artemis Cooper - Daily Telegraph


FULL REVIEW


One day in 1914, the Portuguese poet Fernando Pessoa sat down - or rather stood up, at a chest of drawers - and wrote 30 poems. They spoke in a clear voice that sprang from a fully realised persona, or heteronym, whom he called Alberto Caeiro. 


Pessoa went on to create more than 70 other heteronyms. But he never attempted to deceive, unlike the perpetrators of the "Ern Malley" literary hoax. This avant-garde poet was created by two Australians in the 1940s, to expose the gullibility and pretension of Sydney's literary critics. 


Pessoa is a real poet, and the "Ern Malley" hoax really happened. I Googled them to make sure. This book keeps you searching. 


This is because Martin Edmond is drawn to the space between truth and lies: in literature, in history, in the lives of the people he knew in Sydney. He tells the story of his friend Steve, for example, who encouraged his wife and the author to have an affair - though Steve was neither a voyeur, nor a pimp. 


Oddest of all are Edmond's descriptions of the heroin-fuelled weddings he used to attend, between Australian girls and Chinese men in need of visas. Their motives were at least explicable, but what about the miracles and hallucinations associated with Our Lady of Fatima, and the three secrets she left with the children she revealed Herself to? 


Reading this book is like listening to someone whose companionable, open-ended stories are absorbing yet elusive: you must make of them what you will. 


What particularly intrigues Edmond is early Australian history. 


In 1628, the Batavia, a ship of the Dutch East India Company bound for Jakarta, ran aground 40 miles off the western coast of Australia. The story of the survivors resembles Lord of the Flies. Were these Dutch men and women the first Europeans to reach Australia? 


Edmond's hunch is that Europeans had already found the continent a few years earlier. 


His version begins in the early 15th century, with a Malay-Portuguese cartographer named Manoel da Eredia. Eredia had spent his life mapping and describing the Indonesian archipelago, and was convinced that to the south lay Luca Antara, an island rich in gold and sandalwood. 


Though desperate to find it, Eredia was detained in Malacca by the Dutch. So he charged his servant, Antonio da Nova, to undertake the journey and report on whether or not Luca Antara existed. 


Da Nova obeyed, and wrote a brief letter to his master to confirm that he had reached his objective. So states an appendix to Eredia's Description of Malacca, Meridional India and Cathay (Goa, 1613; Kuala Lumpur, 1930). 


The question that obsessed Edmond was, did a longer account of da Nova's journey exist? 


He tracked down a reclusive Malayan scholar called Henry Klang, who claimed to have found the only copy of da Nova's odyssey, and although it was not in his possession, he had made an abstract of it. Apparently Klang was willing to let Edmond publish the abstract, which appears in full in this book. 


Da Nova's adventure, undertaken in 1610, tells of being stranded on what he thinks must be a vast landmass. Here he senses the presence of a hidden ancient civilisation, and is led north by a nearly naked black man who guides him back to the edge of the modern world: a squalid settlement of miserable castaways and exiles. 


Was Edmond the author of Da Nova's journey, using the heteronym of Henry Klang? Is it one of those "beautiful lies"? I think so. 


This book is charged with the awareness that history is more than a series of facts laid out in the right order. It is also made up of many-layered stories that will change according to who is telling and who is listening. 


The scholar in him goes with a far more playful intelligence, which is willing to poke fun at any literary language that takes itself too seriously. 


One of the many joys of this book is that it challenges your abilities as a reader. As the author said of Edward Robarts, whose Marquesan Journal appeared in the 1820s, "he is trustworthy, once you know who you are reading". 


Artemis Cooper


Daily Telegraph


'In this part-memoir, part-fiction, part-history, Edmond attempts to find ‘Luca Antara’, the fabled land down under' �Naomi Mapstone - The Financial Times


'On one level, Edmond's curiously ambiguous book might be mistaken for a novel; on another, it is autobiography; on yet another it is literary history...' �Iain Finlayson - The Times
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