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L.A. Larkin, Thirst. Pier 9, 2012 

Reviewed by Gillian Dooley for Writers Radio, Radio Adelaide recorded 13 October 2012. 

 

L.A. Larkin’s second thriller with an environmental theme, Thirst, fulfils every expectation of the 

genre. The maverick hero, Luke, is a glaciologist who’s been in Antarctica too long, neglecting his son 

and avoiding his ex. He continually irritates his ‘ball-breaking station leader’, Maddie, with his risky 

behaviour, but he tends to ignore her warnings, gazing instead in fascination ‘at her stunning green 

eyes and the light freckles on her skin.’ OK, sexual tension, check. 

Next we are introduced to Robert Zhao Sheng, a billionaire on a mission to exploit Antarctica 

without regard for the inevitable world-wide environmental disaster which he will cause. He’s a 

physical weakling with an immense ego who loves classical music and reveres the memory of Scott 

of the Antarctic, and he has a problem with his father. Sinister foreign villain, check. 

Just in case we thought for a moment that Larkin was racist, though, we have a bluff and likeable 

Russian sailor, Vitaly, and a couple of Chinese back in Australia who get caught up in the story. 

Wendy Wong’s father is killed because he knows too much, and she sets out to find out why. But 

she’s really an honorary Aussie – she eats chocolate when stressed, and rides a motorbike. 

The story proceeds from predicament to predicament, clichés mounting till they threaten to bury us 

in an avalanche. The dialogue is stilted, the heroics are overdone, the environmental preaching 

heavy-handed. And when the villain addresses the heroine with the immortal words ‘I want to share 

my moment of glory with someone intelligent enough to appreciate its true significance’, we know 

for sure that she’s going to survive to tell the tale – thanks to the exemplary daring of the hero, with 

a small contribution from her own feistiness (beneath which we are given to understand she is 

actually hiding a childlike vulnerability).  

For me, the biggest surprise about this book came at the very end, when I read the author’s bio and 

found that the writer (with a carefully non-gender-specific name) is actually female. I suppose one 

could read a small victory for feminism into a woman making inroads into a male-dominated genre, 

but even that is undercut by the confirmation of gender stereotypes at every turn. OK, Maddie is 

tough, but she has to depend on Luke to save her life. Of course, one could argue that this is a 

thriller, not a tract. But there is explicit moralising throughout, and it is a little disappointing that in 

Larkin’s imagination we still need a maladjusted six foot three male to save the world. 


