








































































































































































































my two wheatbelt novels, Men Against the
Earth and For Heroes to Live In.

This strange collaboration ended when I was
promoted to Collie Cardiff and found myself
in a drab township of company-owned cottages
hemmed in by dark jarrah forest. My whole
visible world was that dismal little clearing.
From the hill on which my school at South
Tammin stood I'd had an uninterrupted view
for four miles of undulating country to the
vast granite outcropping that is called Mount
Stirling. Fallow and crop alternated with belts
of timber and presented an ever-changing
kaleidoscope of colour as the seasons went
round. The next year I was again in the jarrah
country on a Group Settlement out of Bussel-
ton. Both places were dreary in winter and hot
in summer and, although I made some very
good friends, I found that, instead of looking
forward to the end of vacations so that I
could return to the country, I now longed for
the vacations that would take me to the city.
So I applied for a town appointment and got
it, beginning from January, 1929.

This decision was prompted by other reasons
than dislike of the timbered south-west. Writ-
ing had been the major preoccupation of my
leisure-time during those five years and 73
items had been published. Not all were fiction.
There was some verse in The Western Mail
(Perth), The Triad (Sydney), The Bulletin
(Sydney) and The Australasian (Melbourne).
There had been quite a number of articles in
The West Australian, the first in February,
1926, when I was twenty-one. The Western
Mail, in addition to verse, had published
stories, sketches and articles, including a series
of 12 called “Australian Football: Explained
for Beginners”! I was during the whole of my
time in the country playing football with en-
thusiasm, touching the scales at a mere 9%
stone and matching my featherweight against
fellows twice as big but perhaps half as nimble
as my lightness permitted me to be. I had
mostly abandoned nom-de-plumes and, using
my own name more and more, was becoming
known as a writer. In changing my status from
a country-school headmaster to a town-school
assistant I was turning my back on long-term
promotion in the Education Department, al-
though I continued to be interested in educa-
tional matters.

Although I had been living away from the
city I had made contact through letters with
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D. D. Braham, editor of The West Australian,
and Ivor T. Birtwistle, editor of The Western
Mail, and would call to see them during my
vacations. Braham was an Englishman—as I
remember him tallish, dignified and speaking
with the kind of accent that ought to go with
an old school tie, although I never discovered
what his old school was. He had come from
the London Times and after a period as editor
of the Sydney Daily Telegraph was appointed
to The West Australian in 1924, returning in
1929 to The Times. Ivor Birtwistle remained
with The Western Mail for many years before
becoming literary editor and cadet counsellor
for The West Australian. Both these men gave
me real encouragement in those early years.
Of the two, Birtwistle was the easier to ap-
proach, although he used to remind me from
time to time that he was a busy man and could
not spare more than a few minutes. He would
discuss my work with me, explaining why he
liked this and why he had rejected that.

Braham often used his private secretary,
Miss Moore (now Mrs E. S. Walton, the
mother of the successful young A.B.C. tele-
vision producer, Storrie Walton), as go-
between. When we meet today we invariably
talk about D.D. Braham whom she admired
immensely and with whom, T gather, she fre-
quently discussed the contributions I handed
in. In those days the inside organization of the
paper must have been considerably more flex-
ible than it later became, because in 1928 a
story of mine which had won first prize in
an Eastern States competition and which I had
posted from Collie Cardiff to The Western
Mail turned up unexpectedly in The West Aus-
tralian.

My shift to the city resulted in an immediate
increase in published items, both here and in
other States. The year, 1929, was particularly
memorable for me because of an Elocution
Eisteddfod held in the Assembly Hall. My in-
terest in this was aroused partly because two
of my friends, Harold Malcolm and Marjorie
Hodgson, were competing in some of the adult
sections which included one-act plays (and
competing very successfully as it turned out),
and partly because I had already given some
public lectures on Australian poetry with these
and other practised verse-speakers helping out.
Also there were three literary competitions held
in conjunction with it, for each of which 1
entered. I persuaded the Chief of Staff of The
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West Australian to let me report the six con-
secutive nights of the Eisteddfod, and had the
pleasant embarrassment in due course of re-
porting that I had won first prizes for the
poetry and radio play competitions and second
prize for the short story. The last-named had
been conducted by Smirh’s Weekly, the adjudi-
cator, Montgomery Stuart, having arranged
this with them before coming over to Perth
from Sydney.

At the end of 1929 I made my first visit to
Sydney and took with me a second story, *“Dog
Watch”, which I personally delivered to the
literary editor who turned out to be a young
red-head, named Kenneth Slessor. That name
meant nothing to me then, except that I knew
he was the author of a weekly series of roman-
tic verses illustrated by Virgil Reilly (who
signed himself simply “Virgil” and who could
draw girls’ legs better than any artist I knew).
I have one of these somewhere called “Girl at
the End of the Streamer™ about a lonely young
man leaning over the side of a vessel about to
depart and having no one to see him off. Every-
one else has someone holding a streamer, so
he buys one and flings it down. It is caught by
a girl he doesn’t know and she holds on to it
as the ship draws out from the wharf and his
loneliness is lost in the flow of thoughts that
pass up and down that streamer. I was not to
know that Kenneth Slessor was later to become
one of Australia’s foremost poets. Nor was I
to know that a fortnight later he would write
to me at my Sydney hotel accepting my story
and asking for a first option over any future
stories I might write. This I refused because I
did not want to be committed to the sensa-
tional kind of story Smith’s was then publish-
ing. However, I did think sufficiently highly of
this one to include it (updated somewhat) in
the volume, Harvest, published many vyears
later. I have never met Ken Slessor since then
so I have never discovered just what he thought
of the precocious young writer from Perth who
had the nerve to reject his kind offer of a first
option.

Among other literary figures I met in Sydney
at that time were Cecil Mann of The Bulletin
who greeted me warmly although, apart from
a single poem, I was not at that time a Bulletin
writer. I also met A. B. ‘Banjo’ Paterson. I had
called upon Paterson at the office of The Truth
and Sporisman because a friend and I had
collaborated on a film scenario based on “The
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Man From Snowy River”, and I had promised
him to enquire about copyright. ‘The Banjo’
greeted me gruffly, listened to my brief ex-
planation, said, “You’ll have to see my pub-
lishers”, and turned on his heel and left me.

In 1929, too, I had begun to publish under
my own name in The West Australian a weekly
series of articles on Australian writers called
“Pioneers of the Pen”. By this time, D. D.
Braham had returned to the fogs of London
and the new editor, H. J. Lambert, expanded
the Saturday literary feature, “Life and Let-
ters”, into something that raised the status of
The West Australian to the forefront of Aus-
tralian dailies, a position I regret to say it does
not occupy today. Among its regular contribu-
tors was Walter Murdoch and it was an honour
to appear in his company. In those days the
paper was a broadsheet, a full column article
running to about 1500 words so that the writer
who had something to say had room in which
to say it. My third “Pioneers of the Pen” ar-
ticle was on Joseph Furphy, to whose work
Lisbeth had introduced me years before. In
due course the Australian Press Cuttings
Agency sent a copy to Miss Kate Baker (who
has been called “Furphy’s gallant standard-
bearer”) and before I knew what had hap-
pened I found myself enlisted in her crusade
to make that great, but hitherto neglected
writer better known to the Australian public.
We wrote voluminously to one another and
she was thoughtful enough in her later years
to bundle up my letters to her and return them
to me “for posterity”. Somewhere in my erratic
files I have most of her letters to me. It is
typical of Kate Baker that her wedding present
to us was a blackwood-framed cast of the
Joseph Furphy plaque by Wallace Anderson.
This now hangs in the Tom Collins House at
Swanbourne, W.A.

On my way back from Sydney I had spent
some time in Melbourne where, of course, I
called upon Kate Baker. She took me to after-
noon tea with Mrs Fowler of Australian Press
Cuttings and Dr Booth, President of the Aus-
tralian Literature Society. Their enthusiasm
was infectious although the function was not
without its difficulties because all three were
deaf and I had to say everything in triplicate!
I also took it upon myself to drop in on Frank
Wilmot at Coles’ Book Arcade. As “Furnley
Maurice” he was one of my favourite contem-
porary Australian poets. Had I given him some
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warning of my approach he might perhaps
have been a little more genial to this nonentity
from across the Nullarbor. As it was, he was
taciturn and seemed disinclined to conversa-
tion. I was sorry that I was unable to penetrate
to the real “Furnley Maurice” who had spoken
to me so clearly in poems like “To God: From
the Warring Nations” and in his volume, “The
Gully”, which had been published that year.
I wish I could have reached that man! I still
regard him as a considerable poet, one who has
been overlooked in the changing fashions of
modern times. He does not even rate a men-
tion in The Literature of Australia which
Geoffrey Dutton edited for Penguin Books in
1964.

However, it was not the literary world of
Melbourne or Sydney that fascinated me, so
much as the feeling of being at the hub of
things. When I returned home Perth seemed a
small, provincial town by comparison. In the
thirty-six years that have elapsed since then,
Sydney and Melbourne seem to me to have
become even more the hub, and Perth—in spite
of the immense material expansion of Western
Australia in recent years—in many respects
even more provincial.

I knew a few writers in Perth by 1930. While
living in the country | had made a firm and
lasting friendship with James Pollard who had
published his first novel, The Bushland Man,
in 1927. Before that he had contributed a
nature column to The West Australian called
“Denizens of the Bush” under the nom-de-
plume of “Mopoke”. When I sent him notes
on my observations of bird, animal and insect
life I discovered the man behind the “‘nom-de-
plume”. At that time insects, in particular,
fascinated me and for a while I seriously con-
templated giving up school teaching and be-
coming an entomologist. I did actually apply
for a couple of field jobs but lacked qualifi-
cations. I had also corresponded while in the
country with George Lyell, co-author with G.
A. Waterhouse of The Butterflies of Australia.
Lyell claimed to have the largest collection of
lepidoptera in Australia and had equipped me
with butterfly net, killing bottle and specimen
boxes. He acknowledged that some specimens
[ sent him were then unknown to science. |
spent a night with George Lyell and his wife
in their cottage at Gisborne on my first visit
to Melbourne and felt something of an in-
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truder among the scores of insectfilled glass-
topped cabinets that crowded his little house.

My friendship with James Pollard was quite
different, although triggered off by a similar
interest. When I went to live in the city he
encouraged me with various more ambitious
writing ventures in which I was then secretly
engaged. Other writers whose acquaintances I
made at this time were the poets, W. C.
Thomas who lived a few streets away, Annie
Mark, John Glascock, William Reid Murray
and Alfred Chandler. Katharine Susannah
Prichard I met only once in those early years
and Henrietta Drake-Brockman, yet to publish
her first novel, I knew slightly. A couple of
years later I was to have a brief meeting with
Kenneth Mackenzie before he left Perth. He
was, I think, at that time working on his first
novel and | thought him a rather precious
young man. I was not to see him again until
he returned to Perth the year before his death
in 1955.

Another literary friendship developed with
Arthur W. Upfield when I favourably reviewed
his third novel, The Beach of Atonement, in
The West Australian in 1930. He was then
patrolling the Rabbit Proof Fence with his
headquarters at Burracoppin and a corrres-
pondence developed between us. When later
he abandoned the bush for the city we used
to meet in Perth every Saturday morning for
a yarn over a cup of coffee. It was Upfield’s
literary agent who succeeded in negotiating the
sale of my first published novel to Hodder &
Stoughton in 1933.

There was, of course, also Walter Murdoch
whose essays in Speaking Personally (1930)
had mostly appeared originally in the columns
of The West Australian. 1 got to know him
very well about this time when I became
secretary of the Australian Reading Circle
which he had established and which in a refer-
ence he gave me before I left for England he
described as “the fore-runner of Adult Educa-
tion in Western Australia”. The idea was to
get authorities in various branches of literature
to draw up lists of books and then to circu-
late these to groups of people in the suburbs
or in the country, where the books would be
read and discussed. These lists helped me, too,
to widen my reading, but already I had set
about on a determined course of study of what
Australian writers had written or were writing.
If T was to be a writer, then I felt T had an
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obligation to make myself thoroughly familiar
with the stream of writing to which I was to
belong. To that end I read every Australian
novel and volume of short stories or poems,
old or new, I could lay my hands on.

Out of this had grown my “Pioneers of the
Pen” series. At school I had scarcely heard
of any Australian novels or poems and felt
that this aspect of Australian development was
shamefully neglected. In 1930, following a few
unsigned book reviews in The West Australian,
1 persuaded H. J. Lambert to let me begin a
feature called “Australiana™ which would re-
view any new Australian books of interest
that came into the office. For this I used the
nom-de-plume, “Telamon”, which [ had used
earlier for some of my Aussie contributions.
Nettie Palmer in a letter to Kate Baker after
I had reviewed Vance's The Passage added a
query: “Why is Mr Ewers ‘Telamon’—the
father of Ajax? A sad old man. I hope not.”
[ wasn’t particularly interested in the classical
significance of the name, but rather with a
fondness for punning thought it suitable for a
feature which aimed at telling people about
Australian books. In the same letter, which
KB. sent on to me and which I still have,
Nettie said, “One of the very few intelligent
reviews Vance has ever had of any of his
books! Mr Ewers actually knows what The
Passage is about! And whatever protests and
demurrers he utters are quite clear and dis-
cussable, being written with the eye on the
object and not for the exhibition of a critic’s
smart phrases.” There was more in similar vein
and I was, of course, immensely flattered. Two
years later, Nettic Palmer reviewing my first
novel in All About Books found it “not the
novel that Mr Ewers, a well-known critic,
might have been expected to write.” I couldn’t
have agreed more, but she was a bit wide of
the mark when she suggested that *“probably
the author set himself to write an Australian
‘Good Companions’.” I hadn’t even read The
Good Companions, and I haven’t to this day!

The *“Australiana” feature continued for the
better part of two years and then came to a
sudden end following a disagreement with the
editor. The letter of dismissal, written not by
the editor but by the managing-editor, C. P.
Smith, was curt and personal. Wounded but
hopeful, I marched into the editorial office of
the Daily News, then owned by the Melbourne
Herald. There T confronted the genial Charles
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Baumgartner who welcomed the idea that I
might continue in the Daily News. 1 could start
next Saturday! The feature would be called
“The Australian Bookman” and we decided
on the nom-de-plume of “Yorick”. That was
May, 1932. Five months later he suggested 1
use my own name and this I did until he
returned to Melbourne. Alas, his place was
taken by a new Pharach that knew not Joseph
and “The Australian Bookman™ ceased at the
end of September, 1933, Meanwhile the breach
with The West Australian had been healed
and some articles appeared there in 1934,

A venture into our north-west in the 1931-32
summer vacation had provided material for
articles in the Daily News and the Melbourne
Herald. When Walkabout appeared in 1934
and flourished in spite of the pessimists, I
already had a good deal of background
material for that magazine and formed a warm
relationship with its pioneer editor, Charles H.
Holmes, which was to last for many years.

All that 1 have recorded deals with the more
or less public life of a young writer in the pro-
cess of becoming articulate in his own com-
munity and getting known there at the same
time as he was reaching out to a wider audi-
ence in other States. Very little of the work
written during those green years has any lasting
value—a scrap of verse perhaps, some articles,
a couple of stories and certain critical assess-
ments, although I have never liked to be
thought of as a “critic”, preferring to think of
myself as a literary commentator. I was also
in demand for public lectures and in 1935
began to use radio for further publicizing Aus-
tralian literature through the sympathetic in-
terest of the local manager of the A.B.C., Basil
Kirke, at a time when the studios were in
makeshift premises above a bank at the corner
of Hay and Milligan Streets. However, neither
public lectures nor radio talks have for me the
same value as the printed word. In radio, in
particular, one has the sensation of speaking
to a vacuum, although it is surprising how
many people listen and remember, at least, in
part. But the printed word is the proper
medium for the writer. It can be looked at
again and again and it also has the unpleasant
property of rebuking him when he does look
at it after a span of years. Much that I wrote
in those early days rebukes me now!

While this appearance in print in newspaper
and magazines is the revealed side of a writer’s
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life, there is also a secret side. He dreams of
writing a book. In my third year at South
Tammin I had completed a short story se-
quence called Money Street. It failed to find
a publisher and in 1927 I wrote a novel called
Stunter, based largely on my old friend,
George Walker. James Pollard liked it. So did
two local booksellers, A. J. Ratcliffe whose
shop was then in Barrack Street and later in
Hay Street, and Miss Whiting who was in
charge of Boan's Book Department. I should
like to mention here how much these book-
sellers encouraged me when I was young,
allowing me to roam among the books on dis-
play, talking to me about them, and even as
I have just pointed out reading my first novel
and criticizing it. I worked on this for some
time and submitted it to the first Bulletin novel
competiiton in which K. S. Prichard’s Coon-
ardoo and M. Barnard Eldershaw's A House
Is Built shared first prize. My novel didn't
even rate an honourable mention! Three Eng-
lish publishers rejected it.

Meanwhile, in 1928 I had written a long
narrative poem, Boy and Silver, which, as I
could find no publisher to take a risk on it, I
decided to publish myself. Porter & Saimon of
Fremantle produced it tastefully, with Leonard
Porter who had been at Modern School with
me doing the illustrations and supervising the
format. I then hawked it round the bookshops,
leaving a dozen or so copies here and there
on sale or return. In many places there were
more returns than sales and it was a heart-
breaking business going the rounds every few
months to find out if they had sold any.
Strangely enough, I did make a small profit
out of it, and although it was no great literary
work it was a book between covers and helped
in the “getting known™ process. A second novel
was begun in May, 1929, but abandoned. Then
in 1931 I went back to the short story sequence,
Money Street, and began to convert it into a
novel. Some of the stories had been published
in The Western Mail and elsewhere, but I was
now living in Perth and the actual street where
this story is set lay on my route to and from
the home of my flancee in Mt Lawley. Each
time I went to see her I made a point of
idling along Money Street, absorbing its quaint
atmosphere. The actual writing was completed
by the end of the year, the typing four months
later and it was published in June, 1933. My
bookseller friend, A. J. Ratcliffe, ordered 250
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copies before publication and Capt. Peters of
Robertson & Mullens (whom I had met when
[ was in Melbourne in 1929) ordered 500 and
filled the whole of one of his Elizabeth Street
windows with it. I doubt if any bookseller
today would order copies of a first novel in
anything like those quantities. They did it
they told me, so that they would not be caught
without supplies and have to wait months for
further copies from London. Their faith was
justified. They sold every copy.

This book was well received by newspaper
reviewers although literary critics rightly found
it lacking. Its success prompted me to go ahead
with a new novel based on my father’s recol-
lections of early days in Gippsland, Victoria,
and in particular of the great bushfires of 1898.
It was published as Fire on the Wind in 1935.
In the same year Carroll's Ltd of Perth pub-
lished The Story of the Pipeline, an account of
C. Y. OConnor’s part in the planning and
construction of the Goldfields Water Supply.
The Managing Director, Mr R. E. Saunders,
went to a great deal of trouble with this book,
but, whereas I had imagined a slim volume
mainly intended for schools and selling at
about a shilling, he decided on an octavo-
sized book, not upright but spread lengthwise
with the type in two columns, bound in a blue
cover, tied with a gold ribbon and retailing at
four shillings and sixpence. This book was later
to trigger off Nat Harper’s claim to be the
originator of the scheme to convey water from
the coast to the goldfields—a claim that was
disproved only after many years and several
enquiries. But the book itself was doomed to
failure. A. J. Ratcliffe was pessimistic. James
Pollard wrote to say “It is published at a woe-
ful price—shocking-——outrageous even. Dam-
mit, I could shriek at it as a piece of im-
pertinence.” The Daily News, after praising
its contents, said, “Though well printed and
adequately illustrated, the form in which Mr
Ewers’s story has been produced will not be
immensely popular, I fancy, as any work of a
writer of such note deserves to be. It resembles
too much, in size and shape, a shilling tourist
book, and the ribboned end gives it a souvenir
touch. It is, of course, not a guide book—and
it is not a shilling!” Mr Saunders was heart-
broken by its reception. He finished up giving
hundreds of copies away. Today it's a pretty
rare bit of Australiana. Actually, brought up
to date and with an account of the controversy
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that raged about who really did originate the
idea of the Goldfields Water Supply, and pro-
duced in a more conventional format, it would
be worth republishing.

There I think I should end this recital of
my green years as a writer. In 1936 I was
married, and my wife and | went abroad, re-
turning to Perth in September, 1937. I resumed
life as a teacher and a writer until May, 1947,
when [ resigned from the Education Depart-
ment to devote all my time to writing. As I
have suggested, those early years produced
little of value, but they did give shape and
direction to my activities. I have recorded them
in this way because I feel it is important to
show how different conditions then were from
what they are today for a young writer in
Perth.

How does a young writer in Perth com-
municate with his own community? How does
he become articulate? How does he become
known to his own people? Today the West
Australian Newspaper Company has the mon-
opoly of the daily and evening newspapers. It
has ceased to publish poems or short stories
in any of its publications. It hardly ever pub-
lishes an article by an outsider in its much
diminished Magazine Section in Saturday's
morning paper. The West Australian has ceased
to be a broadsheet and become a tabloid news-
paper, with a corresponding limitation on
space. Moreover there is apathy towards
writers who are not journalists, and anyone
living in Perth for, say, twelve months, would
be unaware of the fact that there are in this
State a large number of creative writers who
are highly regarded both in other Australian
States and overseas. From time to time they
may read about them, for publicity is not
stinted and writers can still be news—just as
rapists, murderers and bank robbers are news!

A few years ago the local branch of the
Fellowship of Australian Writers persuaded
the Weekend News to conduct a short story
competition. I have before me the issue in
which the results were announced. Ironically
enough the date is April 1, 1961. It contains
the prize-winning story, “God in the After-
noon”, by Griffith Watkins. The judges, Miss
Moilie Lukis, State Archivist, the late Gavin
Casey and Mr G. M. Glaskin, selected a story
by Dorothy Hewett for second prize and one
by Mary Durack for third prize, and highly
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commended stories by five other writers who
received a cash acknowledgement. They also
strongly recommended 27 other stories by 16
writers. There were many others, they said,
which with some guiding and editing could be
“licked into shape”. And what did the Week-
end News do? It published the first-prize story
only and none at all of any of the others. It
did not, as the Fellowship had hoped, begin
the practice of publishing a short story each
week In spite of the evidence revealed by this
competition, that there is writing talent here in
abundance. What a marvellous April Fools’
Day joke!

It is, of course, not obligatory upon any
newspaper to adopt the role of patron of writ-
ing. It is a privilege that a newspaper is
uniquely in a position to avail itself of—if
the desire is there. It isn’t apparently there in
any of the Perth newspapers today. Nor does
it appear to be evident in Government circles
where one hears a great deal of industrial ex-
pansion, but never a word of any kind of en-
couragement to writers like that provided by
the Governments of New South Wales, Vic-
toria and even little Tasmania! In this the
Government of Western Australia is no differ-
ent from what it was when I was young. But
the newspapers are different. I loked at the
adult world, longing to enter it as a writer, and
the doors opened to me. Today the doors are
shut. That is why 1 advise any young writer
I meet today to leave Perth. 1 do this most
reluctantly, because I believe sincerely that «
community has need of its writers and that
every one of them who goes away is the com-
munity’s loss. As things are today there is
nothing here for him, but a desperately lonely
Jife in which he may secretly work on a novel
which may in time be published somewhere, or
secretly write poetry which he may perhaps
read to his friends. The one bright hope for
the young writer is Westerly and one welcomes
its assistance and encouragement. But a literary
guarterly is a different thing.

Maybe not all young writers want to begin
the way I began. It has its pitfalls admittedly.
It can lead into many avenues of expression
that use up one's energies in wasteiul direc-
tions. But I found it helprul. Today in the
mass media of printed communication the
writer in Perth is inarticulate in his own com-
munity.
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WHAT IS THE CRITIC?

The Critic is a critical journal published in Western Australia approxi-
mately every three weeks.

WHAT IS IT TRYING TO DO?

The Critic, now in its seventh year of publication, tries to cover every
literary, artistic, musical, cinematographic or cultural event of worth, pro-
viding criticisms by the best people that can be found in every field.

IS IT JUST AN ‘ARTS JOURNAL™

The Critic has covered civic problems such as the building of the new
town hall, legal problems such as the question of ‘deportations’ from
Rottnest, and controversies in education, architecture and morals.

WHO PUBLISHES THE CRITIC?

The Critic is published by a group of trustees and a managing committee,
on which are an artist, a doctor, and members of the Philosophy, Law,
and English faculties of the University, who give their services voluntarily
because of their desire to continue the publication of an independent
critical journal in Western Australia. There are no salaries paid and no
profits made.

IS IT IMPORTANT TO PUBLISH SUCH A JOURNAL?

There is no other purely critical journal offering publishing space for
serious and constructive criticism in this state, or indeed, in Australia.

We earnestly hope that we can interest you in such a journal. If you
would like to try a subscription for 12 months would you kindly forward
vour cheque or postal note for $1.50.

The Critic is also on sale at the following places: Rogers and Mounseys’
Newsagencies, both of Broadway, Nedlands; The Grove Bookshop, Grove
Shopping Centre, Cottesloe; Alberts Bookshop, Forrest Place, Perth; Town
and Country Bookshop, Newspaper House, Perth; Facade Ballet Shop,
Levinson Building, Hay Street, Perth; University Bookshop, Nedlands.




There is nothing to match
this incredible projector

Absolute reliability coupled with incredible performance
are yours with the new Leitz Pradovit-Colour projector.
The precision of Leitz quality—famous all over the world
for more than 100 years—now comes to you with even
more, big features.

Razor sharp images right to the edges. Pure, brilliant
colour reproduction with the latest 24 volt, 150 watt
halogen lamp. Two-path blower cooling. Automatic
interval timer between slides (3-30 seconds). Forward
and reverse magazine movement with remote control.
Two-way remote focussing control operates slide stage;
does not move lens. Wide range of interchangeable
projection lenses. Continuous projection and tape syn-
chronisation accessories available.

See this incredible projector and the rest of the superb
Leitz range at all leading photo. stores today.

PRADOVIT coLoOR

Leitz projectors available from $54.80 to $232.20

Sole Australian acents—PYROX LTD.—all capital cities
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Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd;
With jellies soother than the creamy curd,

And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon;

Manna and dates, in argosy transferrd

From Fez: and spiced dainties, every one,

From silken Samarcand to cedard Lebanon.

from Tae Eve or St. AGNES

KEAT'S GLOWING IMAGINATION COULD ONLY CON JURE UP EXOTIC DELICACIES WHICH
IN THE MODERN WORLD ARE AVAILABLE AT EVERY ONE OF Tom THE CHEAP GROCER'S
165 STORES THROUGCHOUT AUSTRALIA
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