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According to the Australian Bureau of Statistics, 3.7 million 

Australian adults declare walking to be their favourite exercise. 

Observing the Tan track on a Sunday morning, I reckon two million of 

these are doing the circuit while the other 1.7 milliori, having completed 

an hour's perambulation, are lining up for a muffin and coffee at the 

cafe near the Shrine. 

l:he Tan's popularity is self-evident: at just under four kilometres, it is a 

comfortable distance, and there is only one hill if you are travelling in a 

clockwise direction. What is intriguing is the consistent demographic of the 

people who walk: they all appear to be over 35. Occasionally you might 

spy a couple of Generation Ys sprinting past at three footsteps to your one, 
wearing tight bike pants and a crop top (the men, too). But mostly, the 

faces appear as cohorts who recall life before decimal currency, and 

remember when families picked up their Chinese takeaway in saucepans. 

It was only a matter of time before the baby boomers aged. 

And slowed down. Their 1980s mauve aerobics leotards have been 

traded in for track pants and walking shoes. For the women, a 

wir.,dcheater tied around the waist to cover flabby bottom cheeks has 

become a national uniform, especially in the suburbs. 

From the paths around P0rt Phillip Bay to the Albert Park-Lake; in Mount 

Waverley and Mount Eliza - and especially around the Tan - you see 

members of the 3. 7 Million Club pounding the footpaths in search of a 

leaner body. They walk alone, they walk in groups. They have dogs on 

leashes, and - for younger members of the c14lt - babies in three-wheeler 

prams whose faces are fixed in a G-f0rce-challenged, slightly terrified look. 

Plenty of walkers prefer the company of friends. And herein lies one of 

the sport's p0tential hazards: the politics of walking. What to wear? With 

whom should I walk today? (Tell one friend you'll walk with him or her, 

then accept a better offer, and your name will be like mud on the bottom 

of your Dunlop Volleys.) When you're walking together, who dictates the 

speed - and who has the courage to say "too fast!"? 
Hills or no hills? Do you all take your dogs, or do you take it in turns? 

Is it appropriate to walk past your ex-husband's house? Every day? And if 

you see a friend's partner snagging another woman in a parked car, do 

you tap on the window and wave hello? 

It's hell out there, I told a friend. She agreed. "You can't even go il'lto a 

chemist these days without having a pedometer forced up0n you!" 

And then there are hazards of a different kind. Another friend has 

stoppec:J walking through the Botanic Gardens because she can't stand 

the smell of the bats. I wonder: perhaps she is afraid they might attack 

her in the rainforest and get stuck in her hair. 

Beware the flying foe! A few weeks ago, the dog and I were walking 

through our local park when a magpie mistook my hairdo for warm 

and cosy nest reinforcement. As the bird swooped, the dog got the fright 

of her life and took off. I was left waving my arms around my 
head, jigging on the sp0t, and shouting obscenities. What did the two 

elderly women walking their terriers on the other side of the oval 

think? Later, I noticed one of them was carrying a big stick. Clearly, local 

knowledge is a good thing. 

It wasn't the first time I have drawn attention to myself while walking. 

Almost a year ago to the day, Melbourne Cup morning 2003 dawned 

unusually fine and I took off for an early walk. My radio earphones were 

tuned iii to some pre-race nattering when the Mummify story broke. The 

champion was a late withdrawal due to fever, and my $10 Caulfield

Melbourne Cup double was in the toilet. By the time part-owner Johnny 

O'Neill was interviewed, the morning constitutional had become a 
constitutional crisis. I lay on the oval, weeping. 

Life's not always a walk in the park ... (m) 
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The muzak and public announcements you hear 

on the platforms are controlled by a sensor that 

increases the volume automatically when a 

train approaches. Each month, station masters 

receive a new "light rock" or "lifestyle" CD from 

an independent company and can choose 

which discs they want to play. On any given day 

you might get How Deep is your Love (The Bee 

Gees), Ain't No Sunshine (Bill Withers), Which 
Way is Up (Barry White), What Goes Around 
Comes Around (Lenny Kravitz) or Chaka Khan's 

Don't Talk to Strangers. 

Ric Stone, a 62-year-old Cranbourne North man 

(who describes himself as "an ageing Nimbin 

hippie") is behind the authoritarian-sounding 

train announcements you hear in the Loop. 

The veteran of radio and television ads 

recorded them over a number of sessions in 

the early '90s. Stone has also contributed his 

talents to the Burnley tunnel and the Rialto 

observation deck. 

The idea of an underground railway loop for 

Melbourne first came up in 1929 as a way of 

clearing train blockaqes at Flinders Street, then 

known as the world's busiest train station. 

It wasn't until 1958 that the government actually 

presented plans for the City Loop. Construction 

began on June 27, 1971. 

The Loop was officially completed on May 27. 

1985, with the opening of Flagstaff Station, at a 

cost of $500 million. 

During excavation 900,000 cubic metres of earth 

were removed (enough to fill the MCG plus 61 

Olympic-sized swimming pools), then 300,000 

cubic metres of concrete were poured in and 

30,000 tonnes of steel reinforcement were used 

in construction. 

Trains are generally restricted by at 60 km/h 

speed limit in the Loop, slowing to 40 km/h on 

the tightest bends. 

The longest platform is Melbourne Central, at 168 

metres. Parliament is the shortest, at 160 metres. 

Parliament is the deepest of the three Loop 

stations at just under 40 metres below ground, 

with the longest heavy-duty escalators in the 

southern hemisphere. 

Morning trains from North Melbourne travel 

anti-clockwise, while those from Richmond move 

clockwise. The arrangement is reve:rsed after 1 pm. 

The tunnels - there are actually four in all - vary 

in depth from 20 to 40 metres andl each is 

3.2 kilometres in length. Each has an external 

diameter of seven metres. 

The Loop undulates substantially: when 

approaching Parliament station from Richmond, 

drivers have to use the throttle to i;iet up the hill. 

Emergency exits between stations also serve as 

ventilation shafts. In an emergency, these shafts 

have fans that can remove smoke or fumes. 

A "dead man's pit" runs along each of the 

platforms so that anybody trapped! on the rails 

with a train approaching can roll to safety. 

A total of 724 trains run through thie Loop every 

day, carrying 100,000 passengers. (m) 

Sources: 
Melbourne: the city's history and development. by Miles Lewis 
(for the City of Melbourne. 1995) 
What Happened When: A chronology of Australia from 1788, 
by Anthony Barker (Allen & Unwin) 
Connex media department. 
Age clippings library 
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The comedian and radio presenter dreams of knocking down 
his neighbour's house - but he'd keep Federation Square. 

What's the most over-rated 
thing in Melbourne? 
The cake shops in Acland Street. 

And the most under-rated? 
The Maribyrnong. It could be a 

great recreation space. 

Where do you live? 
In a double-fronted weatherboard 

in Seddon. I was living in 

Richmond-East Melbourne for 

about 15 years. When it came time 

to buy a house I couldn't afford it 

around there so I ended up in 

Seddon. 

If money was no object where 
would you live? 
Here, but I'd buy the neighbour's 

house, knock it down and put a 

pool in. 

Where did you last get drunk? 
A friend won Sale of the Century 

about 10 years ago and he had a 

party across the road from where 

I lived. The drinks were free. 

Describe Melbourne in three 
words. 
Food, culture, casino. 

What would you abolish from 
Melbourne life? 
Large shopping centres. I don't like 

Highpoint, or Lowpoint as we call 

it. I'm not a big fan of Crown 

Casino either. 

Where would you have your 
ashes scattered? 
Off the top of the West Gate 

Bridge. 

What's the most expensive meal 
you have ever had here? 
Christmas dinner at Radii, the 

restaurant in the Park Hyatt. 

What's your favourite pub? 
The Plough in Footscray because 

it's got a great bistro. 

Which shop couldn't you live 
without? 
Plump Organic Grocery in 

Yarraville. I don't go shopping a lot, 

but I do the fruit and vegetables. 

Where's the most romantic 
place in town? 
The Cuckoo Restaurant in Mount 

Dandenong. No, that's a joke. 

p/ 
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Yes. I like the mix of restaurants, 

ACMI and the galler y. I just like 

public spaces. 

Which Melbourne person would 
you most like to sit next to on 
the tram? 
Barry Humphries. 

Where did you last blow $500? 
At Baby Bunting in Balwyn on a 

pram. If you live in the 

Yarraville/Seddon area you've got 

to get a pram with three wheels, 

it's compulsory. 

Where is the best pizza In town? 
Cuoco's on Gamon Street in 

Yarraville. I'm a traditionalist. I don't 

like wood ovens. Even pineapple's 

pushing it a little bit for me. 

Are you a member of any clubs? 
I'm a member of the Western 

Bulldogs. I'm in the Greens. And 

I'm the president of the Save The 

Footscray Pool Group. 

Where do you go on a sunny 
day? 
To hang out the washing. 

Where do you go on a rainy day? 
Brunswick Street or Smith Street, 

because it's kind of undercover 

and you can take a baby. 

What do you miss most when 
you are away from Melbourne? 
The food. And t�e water. 

What makes you proud to be a 
Melburnian? 
People like Barry Humphries and 

shows like Kath and Kim. 

Have you ever been refused 
entry to somewhere? 
When the Lounge (nightclub) first 

opened I couldn't get in there for 

love or money. 

What is the most important 
thing to have happened In 
Melbourne during your lifetime? 
The West Gate Bridge falling down 

in 1970. I would have been five 

years old. After that people were 

always scared going across it 

because they thought it was going 

to fall down again. 

What do you hate about 





expats 

' barrie 

I left Australia very angry and annoyed. I felt frustration 

with the attitude of many people in politics and the media 

about the arts. I read a review of one of my theatre 

productions and the critic had spent more time referring 

to my eyewear than the production. I just thought it was 

pathetic, so banal. I realised that, like so many people 

before me, it was best to leave the island for a little while. 

I decided to go away for a holiday for a few months. not 

knowing what I was going to do. I got a phone call when 

I was in Portugal from someone I met in Australia 10 years 

ago, asking would I be interested in coming to run a 

company with him in Vienna. So I came to Vienna, fell in 

love with the theatre and applied for the job. It all happened 

within a month (in 2001), it was quite a surprise. It was like 

someone had said, ·1 give you the keys to the prison.· 

Vienna is a city of only about 1.5 million people, yet 

there are over 40 professional theatres. There are three 

opera companies. There are four symphony orchestras. 

The Austrians really pour huge amounts of money into 

their culture, and I think that's to be admired. 

Vienna can be a mix of things. It can be absolutely 

beautiful and wonderful and cosmopolitan and sophisticated 

and very insidious and morbid and unfriendly and 

unpleasant. The notions of anti-semitism are very subtle 

now because it's not about bands of skinheads and rallies, 

it's a much more embedded, cultural thing. Can a gay, 

Jewish, Australian theatre director ever be totally accepted 

in Vienna? I would say the answer is no. But that doesn't 

mean I don't have a good time. 

I'm always conscious of my Jewishness. And Vienna 

certainly confronts you with a lot of very unpleasant things. 

My grandmother was Hungarian, but she spent a lot of time 

in Vienna. It was the city where my other grandmother, my 

Polish grandmother, was born on her way to England with 

her family. So this is actually in a strange way the city of 

my grandmothers, which I love. 

They found me an apartment, which I quite liked when 

I initially arrived, one of those claustrophobic but homey, 

mid-19th century Viennese apartments. But it was very 

dark and I realised I was living in an apartment that an 

old Viennese lady would live in, surrounded by cats and 

this very heavy brocade, so I decided last year that I had 

to move out. Then I got this fantastic apartment, in walking 

distance from the markets, there are a lot more cafes, 

a lot more restaurants and it's white. You need white walls 

in Vienna because the city can become so dark sometimes 

that you need to be surrounded by bright, white walls. 

I don't have a television. One of the reasons I don't have 

a television is because I don't like television. Secondly, 

I don't have time to watch television. And thirdly, from the 

Austrian television that I've seen, wild horses wouldn't make 

me watch it. 

I always liked the idea of a theatre dog. So I went to 

the dog home, and on my first visit I found this beautiful 

six-month-old cocker spaniel that had been abandoned 

by his owners, tied up on a street post, and he came up 

to me and proceeded to piss on my trousers and I thought, 

this is the dog for me. 

Vienna is without doubt the most dog-friendly city I've 

ever seen. In fact, they love their dogs more than people, 

I think. You can take a dog to any restaurant, any cafe, 

it's legal. 

I have three cafes. One near the theatre, one around 

the corner from my house, and one on the way to the 

theatre. And any one of these three cafes gets chosen 

every day for my cup of coffee depending on where 

I am or what I'm doing. 

There's nowhere in Vienna like Victoria Street (in 

Richmond), where you can walk out and see 40 or 50 

Vietnamese restaurants. They don't have Chinatowns like 

we do in Australia. I miss that. Vienna's a little too white

bread for my liking. 

It's an amazing city to live in but it's not like Tel Aviv 

or Buenos Aires. I don't like the fact that you cannot build 

any modern, contemporary building in the city. The city is 

a complete museum. Therefore you don't get what I think 

is an important part of our culture - a clash between 

different time periods and contemporary life. 

Melbourne is fabulous for nightclubs and bars. Vienna 

has fabulous cafes but not fabulous bars or clubs: dreadful 

DJs and you wouldn't take the corpse of a dead relative 

to a nightclub here. 

I've got a very ambiguous relationship with Australia. 

I'm very critical of it and I'll always want to have a connection 

with it but I tend to base my home where my work is and 

I don't think, oh, if only I could go back! I speak to all my 

friends in Australia every two weeks. I'm SMSing people 

in Australia every few days, I look at Australian newspaper 

websites every few days. So I know exactly what's 

happening there. 

I've been in Vienna for three years but I've only made two 

trips back to Melbourne. I was very unbalanced by my last 

visit because It was almost too short. I was there for, like, 

10 days. You go away for three years and things change. {m) 

Theatre director Barrie Kosky left Melbourne three years ago after becoming disillusioned with 
Australia's attitude to the arts. He now lives in Vienna and, as he tells Peter Barrett, home is 
where the work is. 

Photography Adsy Bernart kosky 
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