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‘Visual writing’ or ‘hybrid publication’ is an emerging area of research
within visual communication. Increasingly, both publishers and the book
design community are recognizing that hybrid books are a powerful form
of visually communicating content that traditionally has been presented as
text-heavy. This project was a direct result of a public presentation about

my doctoral research at the Sydney Writer’s Festival (23 May 2010).
The publisher, Colette Vella from Murdoch Books, approached me

to design this book after seeing my presentation. Murdoch were looking
for an innovative design approach for the presentation of an autobiography
told through fashion. I worked closely with the publisher, editor and author
to produce a ‘hybrid book’™- the design and illustrations are an integral
part of the book as a whole. There are 32 original illustrations that pick up
key themes or images from the writing, as well as an illustrated cover and
French-fold dust jacket. I spent several days photographing the author’s
wardrobe and talking to her about the particulars of her outfits to commu-
nicate in an informed aesthetic way. I typeset the whole book to closely
control the relationship between image and typography.

'This book won an Australian Publishers’ Association award for the
Best Design Non-Fiction book, 2010. Now in its 60th year, the APA Book
Design Awards recognise excellence and innovation in Australian book

design and are highly regarded by industry.
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FASHION EVERLASTING

“ve ahuays had a thing for tattoos. | know they re délasé,

that inspires and intrigues me, while at the same time
makes me mourn for the unblemished skin the owner
wore before. Whercas the rest of what we dress oursclves
in is ephemersl and fleting, tattoos are forever. Tattoos
are audacious—they are only for the brave (or the reckless
and slly). And. as somcone who has been through so many
incarnations that 1 sometimes have trouble recognising
myself, they e a touchstone.

My father had a jaguar etched on his forearm. The
once-black ink had long since leached into the neigh
bouring skin cell, giving it a blurry, blue-green patina
1 remember tracing my childish fingers over its surface,
marvelling at how the skin felt the same, despite the decp.
markings. When he flexed the muscle, the big cat appeared
o clirnb further up his arm, atrick that brought to mind a
strongman at  fir

When 1 later saw those ad campaigns for Jean Paul
Gaultier's signature perfume, 1 immediatcly adored the

androgynous sailors and the reference to anchors, roses

Kicked in—a shock to the system afier the

steamy heat of Hong Kong-1 bypassed
my cute ftted jackets for a 19605 woollen

houndstooth coat with black faux-
fur collar. It ballooned out around
the middle and made me look like an

old-age pensioner carrying a few bags of

shopping sbout my person.

The transformation was complete when |
had my longish blonde hair cropped to a severe
bob. I dyed it black over the bathroom sink

one night, with a packet purchased from

the supermarket ... never again. At the

time, | fancied the woman in the 2

mirror bore a resemblance to Snow
‘White with her London-pale skin
and dark ‘do; very fitting for

rorthern hemisphere winter

In realty, it was more the wicked witch. The
black brought out the dark cireles under my
eyes and made my skin appear sallow. When the
shade of bluc-black started to fade after a few
washes, Twas lefuwith a hue distinetly more blue than
black. The lunch and post-work drinks invitations

promply ceased, and I ook to dining by myself cach day.

T'd read @ novel over a limp-looking Cacsar salad, cking
out the full sixty minutes in the nearest Coffee Republic

1¢'s only when I think back to that time that T realise
quite how much my environment affected me, and how my
fragile state of mind was so fully reflected by what I wore.
My new dark makeover became a dowdy armour., a disguise
effectively making me invisible. What did my look ssy?
SR\ Kecp walking—don’ pay me a sro of attntion. Worse, Fe givenup.
Trudging up the steps from Bank Tube Station each day
1 felt myself die a litdle more inside as | sank furher and
further into this new persona,  fecling which morphed
into full-blown panic as [ sailed up in the lift towards my
desk. Not anotherdoy!

Mausic is one of the tools we use to define ourselves, and.

more so than in our teenage years. | vanted to set
myself apart from all the other girls my age who listened to
Bobby Brown and § Non Blondes (music ' been enjoying
myself up until recently). Having had no real conception
of what was cool and listening only to what I liked o had
been conditioned to like beforchand, I suddenly became
The Music Nai: a total snob about what anyone else was
playing. It was a phase I didn't fully emerge from until my
mid twenties when | accepted that, yes. it was possible (o
enjoy chart-toppers at a club with your friends, not least
because they are casie to danee slong to than FJ Harvey or
Nid

Ateighteen, Thit my Pretentious azz Sage, which began
with my first gig at the Strawberry Hills Hotel in Sydney.
and ended many years later in North London's Jazz Café.
Neither venue could have been more clichéd with its beret-
wearing. Gitanes-smoking groupies tapping their toes to
the sound of seat drums. | moved to Melbourne. bought a
black wool Saba turileneck and skirt, 70-denier opaque i
tights, and studied the genius of Sonia Rykicl. [ was (&
surprised when 1 realised it was exactly what 1 firs
found so seductive about the jazz scene—the natty
clothing and affectation of indifference —which
eventually turned me cold. T sill love jazz, but
(for the most par) the berets are gone.

In my university years, | used to wait tables
3t The Continental,a jurz café and Melbourne
imstitution on Prahran's Greville Strect, which

sadly closed down a few years ago. It was such

a fabulous place. The staffwere al cither artists, students,
musicians or out-of-work actors, and working there felt
like being part ofa big, dysfunctional family. Someone was
abways making a short film, sketching cartoons or musings
Twas convinced were genius on the inside of a matchbos,
doing performance poetry in the street, o just using
their ample charisma to keep the whole vibe of the place
s0 unique. 1 loved hanging out there even when. | wasn't
working

We were required to wear shirts, ties and braces or
waistcoat with black pants as a uniform, but with no set
colour code we'd ofien deck ourselves out in a riot of
clashing shades and prints—the very best my local Sabva-
tion Army charity store had 10 offer. | had a bricf fling
with a fellow waiter who used (0 twrn up for dates in his
banged-up Volvo dressed as # 19405 reporter, complete
with fedora, siver sleeve-bands and suit jacket casually
shung over his shoulder. He'd snap his fingers and say
Hey. kid', and I'd swoon in my cashmere twinset
imagining we'd stepped straight off a movie set.

1 should have been spending my spare time
studying for my degree in English, but instead
Twent to friends’ art show openings, and to see
stand-up comedy and bands play at St Kilda's
Esplanade Hotel, that crumbling seaside pub
We threw Mexican-themed dinner parties
where we ate burritos, drank margaritas, and
limbo-ed in our peasant smocks and massive
\straw hats to “Tequila’ until the early hours

\ of nother Monday

just because it's twken me a while to catch p with their
unique vision. Either way, 1 love what they're doing.
1 eally could buy every picce. such is my new fanaticism
I'm loving the gothic rock-chick look of Dreamshaky (the
Iaest collection). and I want every single damned tem of
Futuregrand (at the time of writing, in the process of being
released), which was inspired by the pair's recent travels
to Brasil. Both the ready-to-wear picces and the diffu-
sion line, Vie—l want it all. I just bliss, so very fashion
and totally now, an also somehow works with child on hip,
silvr feather charm hanging about my neck, gold and black
leather studded cuff at the wrist, leather sanclls, and new
handbag under my arm. Or on the beach, bizarrel. given
all the black, the layering, and the copious cmbellishment.
Foryears I've been following one of my many mantras: never:
wear a designer's look from head 10 toe. Butwhat  ofefac.

My first picee, the silver Rats (leggings with clasticated
ruching down the sides), had my husband warning there
were only a few more years [ could ‘get away’ with them.
Nie, 1 thought, but privately agreed. Then 1 went out the
very next weekend and bought a pair in matte black. And
a white tee with gold sequins and diamantes, and a funny
litle black mini-skirt boasting strips of faded grey silk
which James refers o as the ‘emu skirt’, but sass & bide
call Colour Burs Gironically, obviousy). And a black cap-

sleeve bodysuit which goes with everything: another black

bodysuit (more of a playsuit, really. with its tiny shorts)

sporting glam rock frills at its shoulders and criss-crossing
straps at the back; a studded black dress, called We Are Cas,
with several pull-strings and spaghett straps, and which

—o ] o

FOR THE LOVE OF CLOTHES

F sslongas ] can remember, [ have been pissionte
about clothes. They are my firs, and most enduring.
Tove affair to date. Like many women, 1 adore the
playfulnes of fashion and its endless abiliy to transform
us. 1 love the almost sacred ritual and drama of getting
dressed; assuming different identities in different outfits
and exploring the many facets of my personality through
whatever I choose to wear, on any given day. But Talso adore
the irreverence of wrning the totall expected on its head
for the pure joy of discovering something new. My husband
has accused me of being obsessed. and he's ight: I'msimply
addicted to clothes, as surelyss if they were a drag.

Most of all, I love reading betseeen the lines to figure
out the myriad things that clothes say sbout us

Tread street-siyle blogs such as Jak & Jill Garance Doré
and The Sartorialis every day. and buy fa too many glossy
magarines, poring avidly over the details of proportion, cut

colour and embellishment. Twatch television and lm with

one part focus on the costumes, one part focus on the plot.
and soak up programs or movies about fashion with relish
1 feel as if Ispend half my lfe shopping (or thinking sbout

denim, and more in the
numerous dingy vintage
clothing stores lining the
side strects of Greenwich
Village and Brooklyn. My
best purchases: a pair of battered brown cowboy boots

Twore 1o death over the next few years; two slips from the
Bities or sixties, which I still own—both are black, perfecily
ftted, and magically improve the appearance of any dress
Tve worn over them; and & voluminous, cheetah-printed
fake fur. | can't for the life of me remember what happened
o that coat, but Twore it almost every evening for the rest of
my trip—collar turned up. a stretchy elastic belt with a huge
‘gold buckle around my middle. and finished off with an air
of hauteur. 1 also bought the requisite ‘T heart NY' T-shirt

Tknow, T know, but I couldn't resit. The grungy street syle
inspired me—my look morphed mid-rip from polished
Friends fan.into. rockabilly bearnik. A bit Holly Golightly
meets Alabama, Patricia Arquett’s character in Tre Romrce.

Myall-time favourite spot was Greenwich Village, where
1 whiled away the hours over one cup of coffee. people-
witching and journal-writing. It captured all I' imagined
this city 10 be: NYU students, street peddlers, artsy types

and dusty professors in stereotypical tweed leather-clbow

miles of books. I silently quashed adolescent William Hurt
fantasies (he wears tweed so well, does Williami), and
dreamed of one day living there myself.

Tstill haven't done so, but there’s time. I'm not dead yet
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1. French fold dust jacket.
Original illustration and design.

2. Book cover.
Original illustration and design.

3. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.

4. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.

5. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.

6. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.

7. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.

8. Internal pages.
Original illustration and design.
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Published in 2010 by Pier 9, an imprint of Murdoch Books Pty Limited.

Murdoch Books Australia Murdoch Books UK Limited
Pier 8/9 Erico House, 6th Floor

23 Hickson Road 93-99 Upper Richmond Road
Millers Point NSW 2000 Putney, London SW15 2TG
Phone: +61 (0) 2 8220 2000 Phone: +44 (0) 20 8785 5995
Fax: +61 (0) 2 8220 2558 Fax: +44 (0) 20 8785 5985
www.murdochbooks.com.au www.murdochbooks.co.uk

Publisher: Colette Vella
Editor: Amanda Cromer
Design and illustration: Zoé Sadokierski

Text @ Kelly Doust 2010
Tlustrations © Zoé Sadokierski 2010

The moral right of the author has been asserted.
Design © Murdoch Books Pty Limited 2010

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored

in a retricval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written
permission of the publisher.

Some names of people appearing in this book have been changed.
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Publisher’s page for the book:

http://www.murdochbooks.com.au/a-life-in-

frocks-9781741968446.htm

Digital version of book for sale on iTunes:

http://itunes.apple.com/au/book/a-life-in-frocks/
1d416022842?mt=11

Australian Publishers Association Book
Design Award listing for winning Best
Designed Non-Fiction Book 2010:

http://www.fancygoods.com.au/fancy-

go0ds/2011/05/20/2011-apa-book-design-awards-winners/

UNIVERSITY OF

TECHNOLOG

20100797

Original creative work

Supporting evidence

1. Title page, crediting me
for illustrations

2. Imprint page, crediting
me as designer/illustrator
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