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T. A. G. Hungerford

THE VOYAGER
Wiley and the General, in the General's car,
bumped along the stony side of a red ridge
to where, according to reports, Houlihan in
his silver cylinder had come to rest against the
harsh skin of the Australian desert.
It was drizzling, the thin, cold drizzle of
Spring, but there were patches of blue above
them, and the puddles on the ground and even
the sodden earth all around them seemed
somehow dusted with it, like the bloom on a
black grape.
Wiley had been everywhere else in the
world, but it was his first time in the middle of
Australia. He had been to Sydney and Melbourne, Brisbane and Townsville and Darwin
during the war, and then back to Melbourne
again for the Olympic Games there, but that
was a long time ago, and he seemed hardly
able to remember it at all. More recently,
when staring with strangely beating heart at a
LIFE photograph of a coal-black savage lapping water from a puddle in a world of bloodred Australian sand, blood-red hills and, it
seemed, blood-red sky, he had determined to
see it for himself at the first opportunity: and
now that he was in it, was not prepared for
the clean, harsh light, the limitless space, a
silence alive with noises he couldn't remember
having heard before, strange, archaic noises
that seemed to have no origin and no reason.
The General had almost commuted between
Cape Kennedy and Woomera during the six
months leading to the moon-shot, and had
spent a lot of time in this desert. He had either
never been affected by it, or had become used
to it, for he sat slouched back in the seat staring at the driver's back as if he were being
ferried down Broadway.
"D'you think he'll be OK?" Wiley said. He
was voicing a thought which had been in his
mind—in the whole world's mind, perhaps—
since Houlihan had first signalled his intention
of coming in.
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The General didn't even look at him.
"OK? If you mean alive—of course he will.
We did everything."
"I didn't mean that, exactly . . ." Wiley said,
but the General ignored him.
"You know the tests we put him through.
You were there often enough with your goddam camera, getting under our feet! And don't
you think we discovered a thing out of those
four blow-ups? This one was //—and if it
hadn't been, we wouldn't have sent it out, let
alone with Houlihan in it for the ride. We
didn't go into this all of a sudden, like a
chicken onto a dunghill!"
"I know, I know," Wiley said. "But what I
meant was . . ."
"Every possible thing," the General interrupted him, and Wiley thought: Hell, he's
trying to convince himself, not me; "Every
possible thing was done to ensure his safety
and his return. And it did!"
"How d'you know?"
"He was still signalling up to the time we
left Woomera."
"But his signals were all haywire?"
"Judas priest! He'd just been for a swing
around the goddam moon!" the General exploded. "What d'you expect? He'd be singing
Yankee Doodle Dandy?"
Wiley succumbed to silence, and to what he
had already known from the start: that you
can't get anywhere trying to overturn an article
of faith. And that, he thought grimly, is just
what HouUhan's survival is with Mr General.
Otherwise, what was the purpose of the years
of research, the men who had died, the rockets
which had fallen out of the sky and the others
which hadn't even left the launching pads at
the Cape? The instruments, the scientists, the
billions poured into it? Unless at the moment
when they needed it and expected it, the first
man they sent to the other side of the moon
were to return and tell them all about it?

"Why'd you send a man at all?" he demanded suddenly. "Machines damn near think,
nowadays. Why didn't you leave it to them?"
"Machines do think, and a damn sight better
than we do," the General said. He remained
silent for a long moment, still staring at the
driver's back, then went on: "They think, and
remember, and report, but they don't feel. Not
yet. You know how it is when you go into an
empty room sometimes, and you know somebody's been there, or something's been moved?
Or how you feel you're being watched or
followed when you can't see a goddam thing?
Like that. Machines can't do it yet, so we had
to send a man—send HouUhan. He'll tell us."
"If he's still feeUng."
"He's still feeling, all right!"
Wiley shrugged . . . anything the General
might care to read into the movement of his
shoulders. Silence took over once again in the
car—except for the agonised straining of the
chassis on the rough going of the ridge. His
hand strayed automatically along the seat to
the black, battered box which held his camera.
"What I mean is, will he be aUve and OK?"
he said suddenly.
His question brought the General's head
around slightly to the point where he could
look at Wiley searchingly without seeming to
do so. "You never know . . ."
"We do know," the General said shortly.
"We've spent years and biUions of dollars finding out what's up there. There's nothing we
don't know about—nothing we haven't known
about for years."
Wiley remembered the first time he had seen
Hiroshima, only a few months after the bomb,
acres and acres and acres of rubble and no
colour but black, white and grey dusted Ughtly
with the powdery snow. He said: "It's like
before Hiroshima. You might have built a
shelter to stand up to the biggest bomb conceivable, and then strengthened it a thousand
times over—and then some guy drops an atom
bomb, when you didn't know about nuclear
fission. You see what I mean?"
"Judas priest!" the General swore. He wasn't
even looking in Wiley's direction now. He
stared straight ahead, his eyes glittering. "There
it is!"
Gently, for all its sinister, graceful bulk, for
all that it had come back from a stranger

voyage than any man-made machine in all of
history, the long silver cylinder bearing Peter
Houlihan in hs nose had floated down over
the flat red plains of central Australia, Uke the
cocoon of a moth airborne.
Far behind it, attached to it by gUttering
nylon threads, two huge parachutes of yellow
and red had flowered on the thin blue air,
ever so softly retarding its descent. When it
had shot them out, it had been above the
steppes of Asia, so far above in the cold purple
dream of space that the steppes of Asia had in
fact been below it, quickly to be replaced by
the north Pacific Ocean and then the land-mass
of North America, as the pretty ball they
decorated spun giddily in its fascinator of coloured clouds; and as it descended, the image
on the film flowing silkily through the cameras
in its nose changed from the entire ball to segments of the ball; from the immensity of continents and oceans to mere countries and then
to recognisable features of those countries—to
the blue of this sea and the purple of that, to
the blinding white roof of Tibet and the golden
coin of the Sahara and the green hchen of the
Matto Grosso, to winding snakes of rivers and
grey scabs of cities and finally to the endless
almost featureless expanse of river and plain
and mountain, which no longer revolved beneath it but waited static as it floated towards
them, over them and past them: and then at
last the vast brown shield of Australia, the red
heart of it where Houhhan would land.
Growling and lurching, the General's car
rounded the spur of the low ridge laboriously,
and came upon the cyUnder where it lay gently
on the wet brown earth, still attached by its
silken umbilical cords to the two parachutes
a quarter of a mile away.
At irregular intervals around it stood the
Woomera recovery contingent, which had set
out earlier that morning; heUcopters and a
flock of jeeps, Army trucks and a few cars.
The bundled figures of half-a-hundred people,
undistinguishable at the distance, moved clumsily about in the churned mud or stood in small
groups staring at the cylinder. Wiley thought
of a big, pale grub surrounded by predatory
ants: but they won't be dragging this baby off
to some hole in the ground, he told himself,
and grinned. The car sloshed to a stop fifty
yards from the grub, on the outskirts of the
flock of ants, and before the door could be
opened for him, the General was out and gone.
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Wiley winked at the astonished Austrahan
driver, picked up his black box, and followed.
Erica Ball watched him come, splashing and
sucking in the General's wake. She had been in
Australia only a few days, sent by one of the
national magazines to cover the women's angle
of Houlihan's trip to the moon—whatever that
might me, Wiley had thought, when she had
told him on their first meeting in the mess at
Woomera. To report on the Woman in the
Moon? When he was close enough to hear her,
she called out, softly: "Now we can get along,
for god's sake! A lot of good it does us hacks,
getting here early, when the opposition's sleeping with the brass!"
"It must be wonderful to be a newspaper
woman," Wiley said. He stopped beside her
and placed his black box on the front seat of
the jeep she was standing alongside. "Do you
get to meet many famous people. Miss Ball?"
He had known her for years, yet had never
really known her except as somebody he met
at conventions and news conferences, and,
occasionally, at parties, beefing acidly about
the quality of the savouries and the drink.
"Everything OK?" he asked, glancing about
him.
"How would I know?" Erica Ball pointed a
cigarette at the silver cylinder. "There it is—
and I guess he's inside. Unless he got out by
osmosis, or something. Is he OK?"
"The General says he is."
"He'd know. All they've got to do now is
get the can opener to work. God, I wish they'd
hurry—I've been standing around here in this
slush for an hour or more, and I'm frozen to
the bone. Somebody says it's hot in the middle
of Australia. I dunno."
Wiley glanced at her with mock commiseration. He knew that among several tours of duty
for which she had received all sorts of citations was one of nearly nine months in Korea
during that particular war: and not in a cosy
office in Seoul, either. "You'll live," he said,
and then they were silent, staring at the cylinder.
The helicopter crews were all standing
around their dragonfly machines and the
drivers of the Army trucks hung out of their
cabins, chewing methodically. Other news-men
and photographers, Australians and Americans,
walked around, slush-slush, picking each other's
brains and occasionally just standing staring
at the cylinder. Above them all an unfelt wind
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had knifed a rent in the belly of the sky,
an ever-widening wound that bled blue in all
directions. A flock of lesser brass and what
Wiley recognised as top-echelon civilians of
several Western nations had been talking earnestly to a group of men in overalls. They fell
silent, and every eye around the cyUnder fastened on the entry port in its side; while
Houlihan, Wiley mused, looking at it also, lay
inside thinking Christ only knows what wild
thoughts. If any.
He flicked open the lid of his black box,
deftly extracted his camera, and picked his
way across to the General.
"Fused, eh?" the General said to an engineer
officer as Wiley stopped at his elbow. "Well—
we expected it, didn't we? How long to burn
them off?"
"Fifteen-twenty minutes, sir," the engineer
said.
"Well, quick as you can."
"Quick as we can, sir."
A wave of the engineer's hand touched some
hidden switch among a group of men who
stood a few yards off; a long steel bottle was
wheeled up to Houlihan's cyUnder and a glittering blue-green knife of flame flowered at the
end of a hose, splayed and sparkled.
"Bolts on the entry port fused," the General
explained to Wiley. "We expected it."
"Thought of everything, huh?"
"We had to," the General said shortly. He
turned away from the cylinder. You Icnow,
Wiley, I've been Uving in a fishbowl the last
two years, with one thing in mind."
"To get a man up there before the
Russians?"
"Something like that. And all the time, every
move I've made, the whole damn world's
looked on. You've seen to that, with your
goddam camera."
"My job," Wiley said evenly.
"You goddam right, it is," the General said,
suddenly savage. "You never stop to think how
many times the Russians might have goofed.
How many men they must have shot off and
killed, and never a word about it? You ever
think of thatT'
"Not my job," Wiley said.
"No—not your job." The General's sudden
savagery was spent, as if he lacked the strength,
even the wish, to sustain it. When he spoke
again, it was softly. "My job."

"What's in it for you then?" Wiley demanded.
"Somebody's got to do it. If we don't, how
are men ever going to conquer . . ."
"General. Generall"
The General stared hard at Wiley and then
grinned sheepishly. "Sorry. Somebody pushes
a button, and out it comes. I don't even know
I'm saying it." He looked at the side of the
cylinder for a long moment, at the blue-green
saw of flame which would release Houlihan
from his Uttle cell. "I don't rightly know what's
in it for me," he said, at length. "You begin
all fired-up to conquer space. You see stars."
He laughed shortly. "Then you find, although
you don't know it for a while, that you're not
concerned so much with space as with some
Pentagon pilot who's got nothing to do but
snipe. Or with beating the Russians. Or with
getting a good word from the press, once in
a while. Your values change."
"But you get them back," Wiley said.
"Sure. At the countdown, I guess. It don't
take long, but it's long enough to get you back
to taws; and you see things that really matter.
Getting a man out there and back. Not the
Pentagon, or the goddam Russkis, or the press.
Just that—to get him out and bring him back
—safe! You know I had two boys, Wiley?"
"I heard."
"One went in Korea and one in Vietnam—
both flyers." The General laughed, shortly.
"Judas priest, don't think I'm proud of it.
Don't think I'm doing the Gold Star Father
bit! I hated it like hell. I hated it then, when
it happened, and I'll never stop hating it." He
ceased speaking, his gaze on the cold mud at
his feet. "But this boy's made up for it, in a
way."
"So you send him out on a deal like this?"
Wiley demanded. "Some ever-lovin' daddy!"
The General lifted his gaze from the ground,
and stared straight at Wiley.
"I couldn't have stopped him, if I'd wanted
to," he said, softly. "No more than I could
have stopped my own boys, when they wanted
to go. As I said, he's made it worthwhile." He
looked at his watch, and said briskly: "We got
about ten minutes. Let's go get some coffee."
Wiled trudged through the slush with him,
got two cups of coffee, and returned to Erica
Ball.
"Thanks," she said. "One short jump from
this to the soup queue." She cupped her hands

around the hot mug, sipping her coffee, her
eyes on the cylinder. "Houlihan's a bum."
"Don't let anyone hear you saying that,"
Wiley cautioned her. "Not about the darling
of the Great American Public, and all. Although I admit the Great American PubUc's
made darlings out of much less likely material."
What he said was quite true, and he knew
it: Peter Houlihan would have been the darling
of public opinion in any country with a public
opinion. Apart from his white-teeth, brownskin-and-muscle crew-cut good looks, and the
casual magnificence he conferred on anything
he wore, from jeans to his Army uniform with
ribbons, he had that intangible thing which
jumped out whole and wholesome and exciting
from a photograph or a television screen, or,
ten times magnified, from his own smiling face
and taut body. As if all that weren't enough,
he had a sort of genius with the word or the
phrase which made headlines and pinned on
him the aff^ection of any who hadn't been captured otherwise.
This first became apparent during the brouhaha following the Army's releases on tests
he had been put through to fit him for the
moon-shot—or to see if he were fit for the
moon-shot. Wiley and his camera had been
present at that first press conference at the
Cape when a reporter said: "Heck, Pete—
don't you get a bit . . . I mean, ain't you
scared, when you think of this trip around
the goddam moon, and all?"
Houlihan had ruffled the reporter's hair,
grinned quizzically into the nearest TV camera
and replied: "Hell, no! You know how many
people get killed everyday on highways, just
around New York? Well, you ever heard of a
man being killed the other side of the moon?"
This had made headlines in most places, but
he capped it a week or so later when another
reporter said to him: "// you get into space,
and // you come back, where would you prefer
to land, Pete?"
"Preferably the U.S., but otherwise anywhere
outside the USSR," Houlihan had answered,
seriously.
"Why?" The reporter's mind was racing
ahead to a beautiful big byline on a story
about the simple distrust of a great American
for foreign tyranny; but Houlihan killed that
one almost as it took its first breath.
"Don't like borscht," he said, just as seriously.
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When the pandemonium died down, another
reporter said: "Well, what about caviar?"
"On my pay?" Houlihan said.
"Brother," the reporter said, reverently, "you
get back here in one whole piece, and you
can bathe in caviar every goddam day—and
let it go down the drain after!"
Which was true enough, Wiley had thought
at the time. Every movie maker, TV studio
and magazine with enough millions to be in
the running would be after him for his life
story; for a thousand words, a hundred words,
ten goddam words if he didn't feel like giving
out with more. Houlihan would be made, all
right, when he got back.
"A bum?" Wiley echoed, staring at the port
of the cylinder. "For a bum he ain't doing too
bad! He's a colonel, isn't he, and he's had his
picture on the cover of LIFE, and he's been
further into space than any man we know of?
Ain't that something? And the richest country
in the world's eating out of one hand and
getting ready to fill the other with an open
cheque!" He gave a wry grimace. "Thirty-four
next birthday!"
"Yeah—a colonel, and thirty-four next birthday, and still tied to his old Mom's apronstrings!" Erica Ball mocked. "His old Mom—
God, that was the real kick in the head!"
Wiley thought he understood what she
meant. He thought she referred to a press
conference, at which they had both been present, when some daffy news-hen had breathed
down the back of Houlihan's neck and said:
"Pete—I mean Colonel Houlihan—who'll you
be thinking of, when you're . . . up there?"
Wiley had known then exactly what Houlihan would say, and Houlihan had said it—
with just that right mixture of manly sincerity
and boyish enthusiasm to catch a million
hearts. "My old Mom, I guess!" His old Mom!
Still, Wiley mused, staring at the cylinder, just
that didn't tie him to the old lady's apron
strings . . .
"His old Mom, and all!" Erica Ball broke
into Wiley's thoughts, abruptly. "Ten'll get you
twenty she's some poor old lush he keeps
jammed away in the background somewhere
for fear she'd gum up the works for him. You
ever seen her, or photographed her? Who's
written her up, ever?"
"Sweetheart . . ." Wiley said.
"I bet right now she's mooching drinks in
some neighbourhood gin-mill where he comes
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from, all on the strength of her wonderful
boy's out of this world!" She laughed, shortly,
and repeated it. "Hey get that! Out of this
world!"
"Sweetheart," Wiley said again. "I met his
mother once. She's a doll. She didn't want to
be photographed, reckoned it was his show.
But she was very nice about it. And she could
buy her own gin-mill if she wanted. She's
loaded."
"She would be," Erica Ball said, bitterly.
"And a rich mother! Nobody's got the right
to be so much and have so much. I like a guy
with something wrong with him!"
"I got a hammer-toe," Wiley said absently.
"And a mole on my shoulderblade. Do I rate?"
"Not if you had the Koh-i-Noor Diamond
in the middle of your forehead."
Something in Erica Ball's voice swung
Wiley's gaze away from the cylinder and onto
her face.
"Look," he said softly. "Douse that torch—
you're scorching my back hair!"
"I met him a year ago," Erica Ball said,
without looking at him. "I was doing some
stories down at the base where he did his
training. Stories about the wives of those other
poor guys. I don't know why I'm telling you
this."
"But you are," Wiley commented resignedly.
I should get a little box with a curtain, he
thought, remembering how the General had
spoken to him earlier in the afternoon. Good
day for confessions. Or was it the sort of thing
people did automatically, instinctively, on the
eve of big events? Erica Ball's voice interrupted
his wandering thoughts.
"Yes, I am. I met him at a dance on the
base, and you can take it from there. After a
week, I would have gone to the moon with
him, if he'd asked me. Some operator!"
"Did he?"
"Not to the moon. Maybe to Venus, if you
get me. He said to me one night how about
we shack up for a while. You should'a seen
him when I told him to get lost. I don't think
the poor guy'd been said no to on a deal like
that since he was seven."
"So . . ."
"So he came back the next night and said
that since I wouldn't shack up with him, would
I give some thought to marrying him. It was a
sort of left-handed proposal, if you get me, but
I said I would give some thought to marrying

him, and he said OK, he'd take the weekend
off and talk it over with his old Mom. That's
when I really blew a fuse." She looked directly
at Wiley, and in the clear spring sunlight he
felt he knew why a man would want to marry
her—any man, even Houlihan, who could pick
over a pretty wide field.
"Why did you give Houlihan the air?" he
said. "He's not bad stakes, whichever way you
look at it. Particularly if you're used to looking at city editors."
"I figured he didn't have it as bad as I did,"
she said. "It'd be different if I was some big
deal from Hollywood to match him, but I'm
not. And it's no good beginning from behind
scratch when what you really want is a darn
good start. I also figured he might have asked
me out of pity, or something, seeing he'd . . .
well, most guys keep a bolt-hole handy at times
like that, and I figured his old Mom was it,
see? I figured he'd go and see her, and that'd
be the last Td see of him."
"You figured a lot," Wiley said. "What you
figure on doing now?"
"What you figure I finagled this assignment
for?" Erica Ball really smiled at him, for the
first time that he could remember. "I've learned
a lot since those days—or maybe unlearned it.
But when the captains and the kings depart,
I'm going right in there and remind him of his
offer."
"Look, something's happening," Wiley said.
He picked his camera off the jeep and began
to walk towards the General, who stool opposite the entry port of Houlihan's cylinder. The
engineers had cut away the great fused bolts
and were drawing the acetylene flare around
the outline of the port. As Wiley came up behind him, the General said, without turning
around; "That boy in there, Wiley, he does it
and you photograph it. Don't you love him?
He knew the score, by hell he did, and we
didn't try to hide it from him. But he just
found out what was expected of him, and he
did it." He took a jerky pace forward. "Look,
they're opening the door now."
Wiley's eyes had not left the cylinder. Sure,
love that boy, he thought. What he's done is
to take every chair-borne brasshat and silvertail in the whole goddam shebang for a quick
flip round the moon. They should be grateful.
Next time they asked for a billion, no bastard
from the President down would gave the gall
to refuse them.
10

Suddenly, the engineers stepped away. The
door of the cylinder swung open, soundlessly,
and hung on its hinge like a great grotesque
slice of layer cake—chrome, gold, lead, silver,
asbestos, fibre-glass and whatever other insulations they'd dreamed up to bring Houlihan
back alive, potent, sane and in every other
way unaffected by his journey.
"Whatever he's got coming to him, he'll get
it," the General said—to nobody in particular
and certainly not to Wiley, whom he'd forgotten. He floundered forward a few paces,
until he stood only a couple of sodden yards
from the cyUnder. "Plus ten, if I have anything to do with it!"
Wiley unslung his meter and began to test
the light. There was no sound on the ridge
now, he noticed, except for the hush, hush of
the wind and—at the moment when he noticed
the silence—the shrill, high whistle of a hawk
stooping out of the sky to perch on a gnarled
bush nearby.
He heard, and several others heard too, to
judge from the whispering sigh of anticipation
which passed around the watchers, the shuffle
and scrape of a body turning itself over to
ease itself out of the tiny compartment. A
moment later, HouUhan's head appeared in the
opening, and still a moment later the voyager
stood upright on the wet ground, tugging his
helmet from his shoulders.
He looks alright, Wiley thought. A bit
pooped, but—holy cow, who wouldn't? His
reflexes lifted his camera to his chest, and the
sharp glow of a flash-bulb lit HouUhan's leaden
face and bounced back off the gleaming side
of the cylinder. HouUhan ducked involuntarily,
and looked fearfully up at the windy blue sky
above him—above them all.
"Colonel Houlihan!" the General cried.
"Peter . . . Pete!"
HouUhan ducked again, once more peering
at the sky. Erica Ball, at Wiley's elbow, uttered
a tiny scream. Everyone around the cyUnder
looked up then, as men will who hear a noise
on the roof at night. Seeing nothing, they
looked again at Houlihan, and then, in the
deadly silence which enfolded them all, at the
long, silver cyUnder. It had, they knew, passed
secretly above the stark fields of the other side
of the moon, and from there had blazed an
open road for whatever might care to follow
it home to where it now lay. One by one.
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they raised their eyes again, and gazed at the
sky.
"Peter . . . welcome back!" The General held
out his hand across the few feet now separating
him from Houlihan. "You're all right?"
HouUhan ignored the outstretched hand. He
might not have seen it even. He leaned forward, expectantly, as if listening for something.
Then his eyes rolled upwards under his twitching brows in a way which made the skin shiver
on the back of Wiley's neck. You know how
it is when you go into an empty room, sometimes, and you know somebody's been there?
the General had said. Or how you know you're
being watched or followed when you can't see
a goddam thing?
"Pete, Pete! You're back. Safe!" The General
motioned over his shoulder to Wiley, who
automatically pulled his camera up to his chest.
"Wiley here'll want a couple of quick shots,
and then—it's into the van with you, a quick
shower and a sleep . . . Peter! Colonel!"
Houlihan's face collapsed suddenly into a
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grimace of horror so aUve that the General fell
back a pace, floundering in the mud. HouUhan
twisted forward, somehow peering upwards as
he did so, and raised above his head the pitiful
barrier of his bare hands. At the same time he
opened his mouth in a soundless scream, and
dropped to his knees, crouched in the mud at
the General's feet.
The men who had gathered to welcome him
stared at him, themselves terrified now, the
more because they did not know of what.
Several of them looked furtively again at the
sky, the wide open road down which anything
might follow Houlihan from wherever he had
been.
Wiley stood staring at the insulated door of
the cylinder, his camera clamped against his
chest, the rigid cross of his fear clamped to his
back.
HouUhan's terrible, silent scream filled his
whole world. It was the only sound he had ever
heard: the only sound, he knew, he would ever
hear to the end of his days.
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WISE AS THE WATER-BIRDS
Leave to the quack his cures!
What can he know, that man.
Stiff-backed in upright chair?
What can he sing about?
How can he hope to scan.
Prating of slippered ease,
Our lives' melodic line?
Leave him alone to doubt;
We have our certainties.
Living and love to share,
So much of yours in mine.
So much of mine in yours.
What need have we of words?
Listen! Like strings drawn late.
That was the herons' cry.
See them precede the boat.
Leisurely undulate,
Breasting the sheoaks' bronze.
Home to their nesting tree;
While, with as wild a note.
Westering thrust the swans.
Spearing a Ulac sky.
Free and resolved as we.
Wise as the water-birds.

O. D. WATSON
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HAT SHOP WINDOW
Such plumes were worn by bearded chaps
Who loved to lie in ladies' laps
In days of old, when Greene and Nash
Disbursed more wit than ready cash.
A feathered hat lay somewhere near
When Drayton parted from his dear.
Donne smoothed a plume before repose
While his kind mistress doffed her clothes.
And when a later generation
Matured to propagate the nation
And Suckling on the Thames took boat
To lift a random petticoat,
The hat he wore for her delight
Resembled that one on the right.
Which, less flamboyant in the feather.
And narrow-brimmed, is trimmed with leather.
Let us go in and try it on.
Then make a ditty, like Sir John.

O. D.
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G. M. Glaskin

TAIL END OF WINTER
At last he found the refuge he craved—in
the sandhills about half a mile along from the
main beach.
People shouldn't come that far to worry him
here. Worry? Torment him, rather. Besides,
there hadn't been many even at the main
beach; just the one middle-aged couple walking
their dogs, and a lone and evidently not too
successful fisherman. Was the fisherman despondent about it? If he was, he could understand it and sympathise with him. Despondency
—was there anything that could taste more like
dirt in the mouth?
Thank God there weren't more people.
But of course, why should there be? It was
a week-day, Tuesday. Why was it that Tuesday
always seemed such a nondescript day of the
week? And it was also August, the tail end of
winter. So of course there wouldn't be many
people at the beach, not even with the wind so
much lighter at last and the sun bright and
almost as warm as early summer. Couldn't last
for long, of course. After all, it was the tail
end of winter; so it was bound to rise up again
for at least another lash. Then spring would
bring the wild-flowers and their pollen, and so
of course his hay fever. At least a month, all
over again, of all those handkerchiefs bunched
sodden in his trousers-pocket. The streaming of
his eyes; the pressure behind the bridge of his
nose. Well, at least that hadn't started yet.
No people at all now. That's why he'd come
here, of course.
The place he found was ahnost like a cave,
except that the walls of it were bushes—a kind
of salt-bush—instead of rock. And unspectacular, almost drab as they looked, when you took
a bit more notice of them they were really
quite attractive in a way, intricate. And one
bush looked as though it was just about to
burst into a kind of salty if sort of all bunchedup kind of blossom. Salt-blossom. It even
tasted salty. He chewed the sprig thoughtfully
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for a moment or two before spitting it out.
Bushes on three sides of him, leaving just
enough room for him to Ue down if he wanted
to. Might just as well, he thought. No wind
here at all. The late morning sun fell neat and
clean into the narrow Uttle cleft, as though it
had been specifically designed for the purpose.
There—specifically! At least that word had
come to him spontaneously enough. Were
words coming back to him after all?
He'd been unable to write for, what?—just
over two years now, wasn't it? At least, nothing
substantial. Nothing to fill a volume. Short
stuff was still all right. Articles, reviews, even
the occasional short story. Stuff Uke that. But
anything longer? No hope. Not a chance. Yet
he could hardly term himself as written-out.
He had the ideas for six, seven books. They
were all there, somewhere, every page of the
bloody things. But not a page could he get
down on to paper. It was just that he couldn't
see the point. Couldn't see the point in much
at all, come to think of it. Ever since he'd
found out about Valerie's infidelity. And how
she'd gone on being unfaithful to him . . . .
Sitting there, the sun fell warm on the cloth
of his trousers, through the wool of his sweater
and shirt. He lay back, stretched out, not caring whether or not the sand stuck to his back
or got in his hair. Grey sand on grey hair—
would it, in any case, be at all noticeable? It
was so warm, so incredibly warm, that he
could even feel a few beads of sweat ooze
through the pores of his armpits, and his chest.
Of all things, it was even warm enough to
sun-bathe.
Unfaithful to him, and with God knows
how many . . . .
He sat up again, took off his sweater and
shirt, both together, and spread them out on
the sand so that he could lie on them. He was
about to Ue down again when it occurred to
him that there was no one around, no one at
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all, so he might just as well strip off his shoes
and socks, trousers too, and sun-bathe all over.
At least, after just over two years, his body
would again know some kind of warmth, even
if it was only from the sun. Not from Valerie;
not any more. The thought wrenched at him,
Uke a cramp in a muscle. Probably never again
—now.
She'd left him.
Oh Christ he was fortyfive and twice married
and neither marriage a success and somehow
or other he'd managed to scoop some kind of
niche for himself in the precarious and all too
fickle occupation of writing that over almost
twenty years had nevertheless managed to support himself and two wives and five children
—three by Pat, two by Valerie—and pay off
the house on its monstrous quarter-acre block
and run two cars and have all the so-called
necessities demanded by the affluence of this
hideous and garish and so-called civilized
world. And yes, yes, people actually thought
him a success, though they might not necessarily read him. In times of supposedly increasing leisure, there now seemed less and less time
to read. Why should he bother to write any
more? Just because he had been a success? If
only they knew, if only they knew . . . .
Or could see him now. Fortyfive and feted
—but now lying stripped to a worn pair of
underpants, stripped of his life and perhaps
even of his liveUhood, here, in his underpants,
in this narrow and deserted confine of saltbush
and sand, crying to himself like some great
overgrown kid! Oh Christ, how absurd could a
human being become!
Taken the children with her, too. Even the
cat. The house empty. Her share of the wedding presents gone, yet nothing of his. Funny,
he supposed it was—how she could be so
meticulous with some sense of honesty. Honesty? Christ! Why had she done it? Was it for
only some other body—bodies—to have in a
bed with her? Was that really what everything
in life boiled down to? The best set of legs
and what went with them to thrash around on
a mattress?
Seagulls. God, how demented their cries are!
And just scavengers, really. Much like himself, come to think of it. Wasn't he also reduced to just that—scavenging? For words?
Words, words, such endless bloody words.
Would the children miss him? Maybe want
to come back to him?
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The sun fell warm and firm and promiscuous
as a slattern's caress. And he liked it, he liked
it, and turned himself over, pressing himself
hard and prone against the warmth of the
sand, bunching up the clothes he had so carefully spread out beneath him to keep the sand
off his body. And now it was clinging to him
after aU, a fine little vest of it on his chest
and some on his thighs and, when he rubbed
at his chin, even a little beard of it there. But
he didn't care. It was just one more irritation.
Besides, it would easily brush off. If only you
could just as easily brush off the hurt and disillusionment. Or was it just the pain from
punctured pride? The sound of the sea, like incessant sniffUng.
If she had really left him for good, should
he try to get custody of the children? Perhaps
they, at least, could be depended upon—for a
while. Children—certainly not adults. And certainly not women. But he'd already learned the
opinion of the law: no matter what she might
have done, the mother was still considered the
best custodian of her children. Even Pat with
his first three. So why should it be otherwise,
now, with Valerie and their two? Robin, Philip.
Fathers, evidently, were always inept. Yet this
time he just might have a chance. It'd be
worth fighting for, surely? There wasn't much
hope of security in anything, if you couldn't
find it in children. Especially your own. That
fool of a man Golding and his Lord of the
Flies; children weren't savages, not at all like
he'd depicted; they had to become adults to
get like that. Kafka—he knew. And J. C. the
Son of God of course. Suffer the little children.
That's if there was a God . . . .
An itch of mild torment became aware on
one thigh, and he slapped at it, rubbed the
palm of his hand along the irritated stretch of
his skin and felt a small lump of something
come curled up and loose in his hand. Lifting
himself partly, he twisted to look at it. Just an
ant. 'One of the Lord's little pestilences,' young
Robin had said. She had learnt it, she told him,
at Sunday school. One of the Lord's little pestilences! Like flies, he supposed. At least, as
with people, they weren't here to annoy him,
being the tail end of winter.
Would Robin want to come back to him?
No, he guessed not. Even she'd rather be with
her mother. Couldn't blame her, he supposed.
As both writer and father, he'd become much
too remote. Yet would there, perhaps, be
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nights when she might wake up and cry for
him? As the thought occurred, he thought also
that he could almost hear her. But no, not
quite. Instead came the strident, so much more
petulant sound of when she was irritable and
tired and in need of her sleep, but just didn't
want to go to bed. It scratched across his
temples.
And later—had he slept a while?—it became
a hum in his ears. Persistent. Some kind of
engine, by the sound of it. And turning around,
sitting up, he saw the helicopter come down
along the coast over the sandhills, past the
rifle range, towards him, until, overhead, he
could even see the two heads in the bubblelike canopy underneath the blurred circle of
blades. Like the wings of a horse-fly. Could
those two heads up there see any the clearer
with their wider horizons? See any further in
life? Did birds have an advantage over all
other creatures? A few moments, and the helicopter was gone. Silence again. Still. Till once
more he heard the sound of Robin cry out to
him—or perhaps merely at him. No—only seagulls. Only seagulls.
If not Robin, then perhaps Philip? At least
one child—a son—to rear and perhaps help to
avoid the hurdles and, even worse, the pitfalls
of life. Phihp, three years old. WTiich would
give him perhaps sixteen, maybe seventeen
years of the boy's dependence upon him, and
someone he himself could depend upon—until
Philip too, inevitably, became adult. Why did
they have to grow up? Perhaps, because they
did rely on you so, children were the only ones
you yourself could rely on. There might be no
God, but he'd rather have Jesus any day with
his suffer the little children and all that instead
of that idiot Golding. Did Golding have children? He should look it up in Who's Who . . .
This time he must have slept, lulled off in
sun-and-sand warmth. What had wakened him?
The sound of a slap? A child's cry again? No,
once more it could have been only the seagulls. How like the wails of a child they could
sound. But the slap? He was quite sure he'd
heard it—unless that too had been only a
dream, another illusion, yet another little pestilence of the L
Zap!
That was definitely a slap. And there!—
there indisputably were the cries of a child.
How raucous it sounded. One child? No,
several now, by the sound of it. Boys, he
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thought. But it was a week day. Shouldn't they
have been at school?
Zip!
,
There it went again. Overhead this tmie, he
thought. And then more cries. Triumphant.
Was there also a touch of the vicious m them?
Now they were shouting something. He should
get up to look, he told himself. Something
might be wrong. Surely—surely they weren't
slapping, punching one of them? He stirred
hunself, surprised at the effort it took. He
must have slept longer than he'd thought, he
was so stiff in the back. And sitting up, he
was confronted once more by the body that
Valerie no longer wanted. Would anyone else,
at some time or other?—some time before the
craven flesh fell into clay, to be disposed of
in earth? Or perhaps fire?
A voice again. The boys, their voices not
yet descended to the dirt and depths of adulthood, were closer than he'd thought.
"Garn, yer nowhere near it! In them bushes
up there, I told yer! 'Ere! Give me a go!"
"What yer think it is, Tommo?"
"Gawd knows. Rabbit maybe. Could be a
dog."
"Don't yer reckon you ought to see before
you shoot at it?"
"Whaflfor?"
"Wouldn't Uke to hit no dog."
" G a m , softy!"
"Ain't a softy!"
"Shuddup, can't yer! This'll get it out, whatever it is."
Zap!
And a small spurt of sand shot up just a few
feet away. My God, they had a gun! And they
were shooting at him . . . .
He stood up quickly, waving his hands, not
worrying that his worn underpants almost fell
off. And he saw the two boys—no, three of
them—on another sandhill no more than fifty
yards away. They were up-wind, which was
why their voices had carried so clearly. One
about eleven, the other two a bit younger. And
shooting at something they couldn't even see,
the young devils. Why, he could have been
killed. Or at least wounded. He waved his arms
again and shouted at them. Had to pull up his
underpants. One of the younger boys spoke
this time. "Gawd, Tommo, it's a bloke!"
"Yeah."
From even at that distance, how flat the
voice sounded.
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"Yer not goin' to shoot again, are yer?"
"Why not? Let's watch 'im run, eh?"
"Yeah! Go on, Tommo. Make 'im run!"
He was so stunned, he forgot to wave his
arms this time. He just stood there, still. And
standing still, he could see it was a .22 the boys
had. Aiming. Fired . . . .
Zip!
Overhead this time, but not high overhead.
Nowhere near high enough. Automatically, he
ducked. And—and the little bastard! He was
actually laughing! He'd break the bloody gun
over the little bastard's head if he could get
at him.
"Careful, Tommo! Yer might 'it 'im!"
Then, incredibly, with such terrible clarity,
the next retort came.
"Might miss 'im, yer mean! Fuginole poofter!"
Zap!
The spurt of sand was right at his feet this
time. And as he stared incredulously down at
it, the next shot came, the next spurt of sand,
even closer this time, so that some of it shot
up and got into his eye. He brushed at it
fiercely, furiously, feeling his eye water. Then
he stooped to pick up his trousers and put
them on before—giving chase?
It caught him in the hip. At first he felt
nothing. Then slowly, yet persistingly, the pain
came. His hand automatically clenched over
the spot. And now, as he took it away, there
was blood on his palm, blood welUng out of
the wound.
My God they'd hit him! And of all things,
they were laughing! Laughing! . . . .
"Yer got 'im, Tommo! Yer got 'im! Here,
give me a go!"
"Ar, give over!"
"It's my gun! I got it for me birfday!"
"Shuddup, whiner!"
"Aw, gee!"
Zap!
This time the pain hit him full in the chest.
He spun clean around and didn't even know
he had fallen till he felt the impact of the
ground and the sand in his face and could see
the bases of rushes growing out of the sand
near him and, slowly, so very slowly, a line
of ants making their quite imperturbable way,
all but one in the same purposive direction.
He'd been hit again. Badly this time. He
could still feel the pain in his chest, the breath
knocked clean out of him. Surely—surely they
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didn't know what they'd done. They couldn't.
They couldn't. They—they were only children.
Three boys—younger than the three children
of his first marriage, older than the two of his
second. And what had they called him?
As though they knew what he wanted to
know, the cries rang out almost simultaneously,
from all three of them.
"Poofter! Fuginole poofter!"
The irony, the outrage of it at last made him
try to yell back at them. But he couldn't. He
had no breath, no voice. He could only Ue
there, gasping from the pain, gasping for his
breath, hearing them come nearer. Surely—
surely now—they'd see what they'd done, and
be appalled?
"Let me, Tommo! Let me 'ave a go at 'im!
Yer hear me? I'll tell if you won't!"
The sound of a blow. But it didn't fall on
him this time. It fell on one of the boys. And
this new victim also yelled with his pain.
"Aouw!"
"So you'll tell, will yer!"
Another blow—
"Will yer!"
And another—
"No! No, Tommo! Promise . . . ."
Just a whimper this time.
"All right, then. Now shuddup!"
"Yer—yer not goin' to—to shoot 'im again,
are yer?"
"Shuddup, I told yer!"
It hit him in the shoulder this time. Turning
his head slightly, this third wound seemed to
loom up and lunge almost into his eye. He
couldn't possibly fall, but it felt as though he
was. FalUng clean through the earth. And beyond him, but growing further and further
away, it seemed, he could still hear their
laughter.
It wasn't possible. It just wasn't possible . . . .
He'd wake up and find it had all been a
dream. Just some silly nightmare. It must
be
Slowly, almost gratefully, he let himself sink
into the sleep now swimming slowly around
him. Warmth, and perhaps sand-drift. Slowly,
so slowly—
"We better run for it!"
"Yeah!"
Queer how reaUstic a dream could be sometimes . . . .
. . . . but then; then he was awake again.
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The pain brought him back, and became all
too real. So too, when he could open his eyes,
was the round wet Uttle wound and the blood
on his shoulder.
Children. Children he'd craved for . . . .
There wasn't much warmth in the sun now.
The wind was stirring. What time was it?
Would—would anyone come? At this hour?

At this time of the year? Tail end of winter.
But did it matter? Did anything really matter
any more?
And then he couldn't help himself; he wondered—quite dispassionately, ahnost with indifference—which might come first: all the discomfort of rescue, or just the quiet ease of
death.

'Kllf
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NIGHTMARE
She shudders awake
and gulps the fusty air; sweat breaks
and runs; eyes,
terrible yet with that stark monster
that lurched (huge) above her,
turn to where I—
who would wait for breath to slacken,
beast to vanish—lie
wondering what to do.
I compose words of calm,
of course, rehearse reassurances,
put out my cigarette and close my book,
then stroke her shoulders, breasts and tautened neck,
but . . . such gestures are too few.
She pleads from distances
past reach. Her shaken
body lies beyond the remedy of touch
or speech. Or so I think, and curse
my insufficiency.
But now she rises on one arm
and looks down on me
through weeping hair. A look that slows
my blood. My words disperse.
She gathers above me like a storm.
She looms. She cries. And throws
her urgent body onto mine.
We shudder, sweat, taste sharp blood,
breathe each other's breath,
as, monstrous, aching, shook, we lie,
mouth to bitter mouth,
eye to blazing eye.
WILLIAM
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GRONO
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WHAT I SEE OF LOVE
MoonUght helps but is not
an ingredient. When you stretch
your Ups to my face cats go up
and down your skin. Our fingers
conjugate the present tense.
Our urgent good wishes for
each other go gay and I am
half afraid our exchange of
autumn, winter, spring, summer
will make the street outside
scream murder but moonUght helps
and kissing you is so close to
kilUng.
Quick!
Say you love me before you die.

GRIFFITH
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Julie Lewis

FLOTSAM
The holiday makers had gone. The last of
the empty drink cans had been washed out by
the morning tide, and Al had the beach to
herself for the winter. Al Chalmers, a gaunt
bony woman, her grey hair squashed under an
old fishing hat, strode along the sand, an exuberant kelpie bounding beside her. Al was a
widow, but the habits of many years with a
fisherman husband made her reluctant to leave
the cottage they'd built between them. The Ufe
was lonely, but it was peaceful. Especially in
winter.
The dog raced ahead, now chasing the resting seagulls and sending them wheeling and
screaming into the sky . . . now nosing in a
pile of seaweed for a reeking fish head. It
loped back panting with enthusiasm to urge
Al ahead.
"You mutt!" she said, rubbing the dog's
burnished head affectionately.
He answered with Uttle moans of pure delight and bounded away again, occasionally
stopping splay-footed to make sure she was
following. At last, satisfied, he raced on up the
beach almost to the headland, where a mound
of flotsam took his attention. Al could see him
nosing around it, curiosity and concern in his
every movement.
The mound began to take shape and Al
found herself hurrying, half apprehensive, half
disbelieving.
"Here boy!" she called, but the dog continued to nose.
It was a body right enough, but not, Al
registered with something like relief, a corpse!
"Well," she muttered to herself, "what do
we do now?"
She feh pulse. Feeble. She gingerly touched
the stubbly cheek. It was bruised and there
was a gash on the forehead. His clothes, seaman's wear, were soaked. She studied the unconscious form. He was fairly young, about
thirty, she thought. Looked a battler. She
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smiled ruefully and gently Ufted the lock of
hair that had fallen across his brow. It was
matted with blood.
"Come on boy," she said to the dog. "We'll
have to do something about this chap."
With firm, sure hands, she felt for broken
bones. Satisfied, she grasped him under the
armpits and dragged and staggered back along
the beach until gasping with the effort, she
finally reached the cottage.
A grey cat, one of the half dozen Al fed
and cared for when their erstwhile and forgetful owners left them behind, rubbed itself
around her legs.
"You'll just have to wait this morning. Old
Girl. I've got someone here who needs my
attention more."
She got him into the house and onto a
couch, then set to work with detached skill,
removing first the sodden clothing and wrapping the chilled body in warm rugs. She bathed
the gashed forehead and plastered it, conscious
only of the need to bring relief. As she gently
sponged the salt caked lips he stirred.
"Take it easy," she said, softly.
He sighed.
"What y' want to do that for?"
She paused, startled by his words.
"Do what?"
"Bring me here."
"You were in a pretty bad way."
"Should 've left me."
She gave a slight laugh. "I'll get you some
soup. You'll feel better then."
She clattered around in the kitchen, opening
a tin of soup and heating it. When she got back
he was sitting up, the rug tumbled round his
bare chest.
"Where's m' clothes?" he demanded indignantly.
"They're soaking wet. I'll get you some of
my husband's."
"Where's he?" . . . warily.
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"Dead."
He lay back on the couch and closed his
eyes. For a moment she thought the effort
had been too much for him.
"Lucky buggar," he said.
Al turned away, not quite knowing how to
take him.
"I'll bring that soup. Should be hot by now."
He didn't answer, but let her spoon the hot
liquid into his mouth.
"Thanks," he said when the dish was empty.
"You'll be right in a few days," she replied.
" D ' y' reckon?" he said listlessly and lay
back again.
Al bustled round, making him comfortable.
"That better?" she asked. There was no
answer. "A good sleep, that's what you need."
He gave a grunt and an uneasy silence
settled over the house. Al pottered about all
day, working in the garden . . . feeding the
chooks . . . mending a craypot . . . putting a
Uck of paint on the worn spots on her boat.
Every now and then she'd creep in to see how
he was, but he slept almost continuously
through the day. The deep sleep of exhaustion
and the easing of tension.
When she went in shortly before five, she
found him dressed in an assortment of clothing she'd dragged out of a trunk. Though the
bruise on his cheek was still noticeable the
pallor was gone and she was conscious of his
penetrating gaze.
"Well let's have it, who are you?" he asked.
"I might as well ask the same," she parried.
He gave a short laugh.
"Me . . . ?" and stopped.
"Yes," she replied. "It's not every day I find
a man washed up on the beach. You can't
blame me for being curious."
"I don't blame you."
"Then . . . ?"
He turned away deUberately and walked to
the window.
"It's not a bad sort of spot you've got here."
"I Uke it."
He turned around.
"Lonely isn't it?" he asked.
"Depends how much you need people."
"Huh!"
He made her feel uneasy. Not that she was
afraid of him. She'd scarcely ever known
physical fear. But there was something so remote about him.
She tried again.
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"We'd better let your family know you're
safe."
"Don't bother."
"But they . . ."
"There's no-one."
"Oh . . . . I'm sorry."
"That makes two of us then, doesn't it."
"But how . . . ." she pointed to the bruise.
"Look. We're loners see. You and me. Leave
it at that."
"Oh, cut that out," she replied, her confidence restored. "Just because I choose to
live alone doesn't mean I . . ."
His tone hardened. "Lay off, will y'."
She felt angry because the initiative seemed
to have passed to him.
"I'll get a meal," she said stiffly. "You'll be
strong enough to leave in a day or two."
"Yeah," non-committally.
She'd peeled the potatoes and begun scaling
the fish when there was a commotion from the
other room.
"Hey!" he called. "What the Hell's that cat
got?"
The cat slunk through the door of the front
room into the kitchen, growUng as it made for
the far corner out of the Ught.
She called tentatively to the cat.
"Come on Old Girl. What you got there?"
She bent to investigate.
"Oh!" she cried, "it's got a bird. Oh! Drop
it, you wretched animal!"
She swooped upon the cat, shaking the
frightened bird from its mouth.
"For God's sake . . . ."
"Well you wouldn't have let it eat the poor
creature would you?"
She cradled the trembling grey dove in her
hands, stroking gently and shooing the cat out
of the door at the same time.
"It's their nature, isn't it?" he repUed.
"Perhaps so, but that's not the point."
"Huh!" he said. "You're too soft."
"Maybe," she said shortly.
She made a bed for the bird in a spare cage,
wrapping it in an old cardigan. She sat by it,
stroking it and comforting it until it stopped
shivering. He watched her with a sUghtly sardonic glint in his eye.
Next morning she lifted the bird gently from
its cage. Its beady eyes bUnked rapidly.
"Didn't die of fright then," he said.
"No."
WESTERLY, No. 4 , DECEMBER, 1967

"More's the pity."
She whirled on him then.
"How can you . . ."
"Common sense. Look at it. Maimed, I'll
bet."
She looked down at the bird, biting her lip
as she did. He was right. The little creature's
back was damaged, its legs quite useless.
"Now what d' y' do? Knock it off yourself?
Or let it out to die slowly on its own. At least
the cat would've polished it off quickly."
Her face became more grey.
"You've got another alternative of course."
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Her throat was dry. She swallowed.
"What?" it was a hoarse whisper.
"You saved it. You owe it something. It
won't give any trouble. It's not as though it's
a violent creature. And it'll have a good home.
You'll probably even enjoy looking after it."
He laughed.
"I can just see you feeding it with broth,
keeping it warm in your husband's old jumpers,
caring for its injuries."
She stared at him, mesmerised.
"Nobody wants it, you know . . . it doesn't
belong to anybody . . . it's all yours."
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THE LESSON
Walking in the
I shot a flying
And the eldest
"Now can you

moonUt night
fox for their experience.
said
bring it back to life?"

And I have not shot since.
The many times that I have killed
The small soft thing that flew or ran
Was my own insurance that I could bear
Death as indifferently as I gave.
But giving Ufe is another thing.

MERV
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CALINGIRI
CaUngiri, CaUngiri,
It rings in the heart of me.
The lamb whitened paddocks.
Drunk throb of the bee.
Swifter I ran than the gutter
Through frost crackled clover.
In the smell of crushed grasses
My youth spilling over.
For capeweed was spinning
Gold coins at my feet
And the lust of my giving
Sprang greener than wheat.
Then the sore-footed city
Limped over my days
And the quick stars withdraw
From the neon's bold gaze.
But as parrots' bright blossom
Froths the age-whitened tree,
My heart is green husked
In the hills of CaUngiri.

JOAN
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WILLIAMS

25

Mary Hatherley

ROSIE
Rosie sat on the seat erected by the Council
for the comfort of its ratepayers. Technically
and by unwritten law she was committing an
impertinence; natives were not required to pay
rates and, by tacit consent, the seat was reserved for the white folk of Laplace. More
momentous issues seethed in Rosie's mind.
The aggressive sun was ceding to sultry evening and Balgo, her husband, fortified by wine,
would soon be weaving from Hotel to Reserve.
Balgo held firm ideas about the place of a
woman when required by her man, and used
a heavy hand to enforce his opinion. More
powerful than fear of Balgo, however, was
Rosie's love for the child she held. Hot as the
day had been, hot as Rosie felt, the child was
hotter, consumed by unrelenting fever. Rosie
pressed the frail body to her sagging breasts
and gazed down on the small girl face. The
eyes were closed, the mouth open and dry, the
breath fluttered rapidly; the odour which rose
from the little girl made her mother whimper
with fear. It was not the smell of poverty,
compounded of unwashed sourness mingled
with unnameable filth—that was a smell too
famiUar to cause Rosie a moment's concern.
Nor was it an odour of sickness. This, too,
Rosie knew well. It was something more subtle,
a sharp yet sickly-sweet and utterly terrifying
miasma. Rosie, mission-trained member of a
civilised community, waited to see the white
doctor, but Rosie, daughter of a witchdoctor,
of the tribe of Warrangool, smelt death and
was afraid.
Suddenly the wire-screened door of the surgery across the way opened. Rosie licked dry
lips. A man appeared, tall and thin, and
dressed in black despite the heat. She recognised the postmaster. He hesitated a moment,
looking from a distance like an enormous
mosquito, peering up and down town and
across the road, seeing and not seeing Rosie.
Then, hands in trouser pockets, shoulders
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hunched, he set off up the street. Rosie calculated. Only one white missus left now, the
policeman's wife, a fat missus, who talked
plurry much. She sighed, resigned to a further
long wait.
A semi-trailer rounded the gentle gradient
leading into town and ground slowly past dusty
cars and station-wagons, parked bumper-tobumper. A sheep sale was in progress in the
stock-yards and farmers from miles around
were congregated in Laplace. The truck finally
rumbled to a stop beside the seat and Rosie
recognised Balgo's boss, Mr Edgar, the manager of the mine. He climbed down heavily,
mopping his flushed face, and pushed back his
sandy hair.
"Hi, Rosie. How's tricks?"
Rosie looked up miserably.
"Kid's proper sick. Mister Edgar." Her Up
trembled. "Close up to lose wind."
"That so?" There was genuine concern in
his voice. "Poor Uttle tyke." He peered more
closely at the child. "Say she does look crook.
You'd better get her to the doctor quick
smart."
"Yes, boss."
"Well, I hope she's aUright." He hesitated,
as though anxious to express sympathy in
more concrete form. "Like a smoke?"
Rosie's eyes dilated with the longing of
frustrated addiction. Edgar extracted a limp
pack of cigarettes and glanced up and down
the road. Blokes see a fellow talking to a gin
they're apt to get the wrong idea. Dirty-minded
sods, he thought, without rancour. Satisfied
that he was unobserved, he tossed the pack
onto her lap.
"Keep 'em. I'll get more." As an afterthought, he added matches. "Well . . . So long,
Rosie. Hope the nipper's alright."
He departed to quench a tormenting thirst
in the comparative coolness of the hotel bar.
Cradling the child in her arm, Rosie lit a
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cigarette and sUpped the pack and matches
down the front of her dress in the crevice between her breasts. She would hide them from
Balgo when she got home. To her astonishment, the cigarette had only burned to half its
length when the surgery door again opened
and the white missus billowed out onto the
pavement. Hastily stubbing the cigarette and
placing the butt in her shoe for later consumption, Rosie gathered the child up and hurried
across the road. The door was just closing, but
she managed to wedge a scruffy, down-at-heel
shoe in the aperture.
The doctor's receptionist looked at her indignantly.
"Surgery's closed for the day. Come back
tomorrow."
Rosie desperately sought for kindness in the
indifferent face of authority.
"Kid's proper sick. Missus. Close up die."
The Sister sniffed disbelievingly, and behind
her the doctor said: "What's the matter Sister?
I'm an hour late now."
"An aboriginal woman, doctor. With a sick
child."
He clucked impatiently. His wife was having
a dinner party and the Lynchbergs had at last
accepted an invitation. The Lynchbergs were
the landed blue-bloods of Laplace; to be on
friendly terms with them was to have arrived
socially. He barely glanced at the child through
the wire screen.
"Tell her to take it to the hospital. Matron
will have a look and ring me if it's anything
serious."
He turned to gather his car keys and bag
from the table. The Sister obeyed his instructions and shut the door firmly.
"Ring my wife. Sister, and tell her I'm leaving," he said. "Then you'd better get away."
The Sister cradled the 'phone and thought
what an uppity bitch the doctor's wife was.
She wondered if she ought to ring Matron
about the aboriginal woman, then decided it
would sort itself out . . . and what a damn
nuisance niggers were in this town anyway,
coming in at all hours, whining about sickness
caused by their own filth and laziness. The
town wanted cleaning up and that was a fact.
She was dreaming of an icy shower and a
glass of something long and cold as she hurried
away.
Rosie safely negotiated the pavement by the
hotel without encountering Balgo and, tired
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and hot, came at last to the district hospital.
It was a low, one-storey structure, of modern
design, built within the past few years by the
Public Health Department. At the back, and
completely separated, was a single pavilion for
native patients. Rosie timidly approached the
door of this building and peered into the fourbed ward—it contained only two patients, a
man and a woman, separated by a sliding
screen. Rosie sidled inside. The yellow-painted
room was empty save for the patients. One was
an old woman, a bush native, staring sightlessly
with trachoma-blinded eyes at the ceiUng. Rosie
had heard about her. When the old woman
went home, her relatives would live off her
pension and leave her to starve, or lead her
into the bush and set her under a tree. There
were no old and sick amongst the bush natives.
The second patient also was known to Rosie.
Mearowa had been speared in the thigh in a
tribal fight, paralysing his foot. On the advice
of a witch-doctor, he had plunged his foot into
the camp-fire to burn out the snakes which
had entered his leg when the spear penetrated
it; now the bone showed through charred
flesh. Rosie laid the child on a vacant bed
while she looked around for someone to help
her but, suddenly encountering a manic glare
from Mearowa, and fearing the evil spirit that
possessed him, she snatched up the baby and
fled toward the forbidden white section of the
hospital. She tapped timidly on the door.
In the ward, a newly-appointed Sister was
attending to a recent admission, a man who
had suffered a coronary and who was now in
a critical condition. She had been in Laplace
only two weeks, fresh from the high-powered
efficiency of a city hospital, and was depressed
by the slower rhythm of country practice. To
cap all, with an emergency on their hands,
Matron had now gone off to attend the doctor's party.
"See who it is," she said curtly to the nursing aide, a lazy, impertinent girl more concerned with her appearance and boy-friends
than with the responsibilities of her calling.
The girl went begrudgingly. She would have
finished an hour ago but for this last admission. Tom would be waiting and would get
into a proper stew. Likely as not, he would
go off and break their date.
"What is it?" she asked resentfully, not really
looking at Rosie.
"Kid's proper sick," Rosie said humbly, for27

getting in her anxiety to ask for Matron as the
doctor had instructed her.
The girl barely glanced at the child.
"You should have come earlier," she snapped. "The day staff's gone and we're busy.
Come back tomorrow."
Another new admission would mean at least
half-an-hour. Washing the child and putting it
into clean clothes and taking its temperature
and writing up a chart. Likely enough, there
was nothing the matter with the kid but eating
some muck that disagreed with its stomach.
"What is it?" called the Sister. She was
afraid to leave her patient, whose heart was
threatening to fail again.
"Oh, just some aboriginal," the aide said
sulkily over her shoulder. "I've told her to
come back later."
The Sister opened her mouth to demand
more detail, when the condition of the man
she was watching began visibly to deteriorate.
"Nurse!" she shouted. "Come here! Hurry!"
Rosie stood a moment, sagging in defeat,
then turned hopelessly away and made her way
back to the reserve. Balgo had not yet returned. She entered the tin shed which was
their home and gently laid the child on hessian
spread on the floor. It whimpered briefly and
was silent. She hid her cigarettes in a hole in
the ground behind the stove, and as she stood
up Balgo came in carrying a parcel of fish.
He put two bottles of cheap wine on the table
and beckoned her to the ricketty bed which
filled one corner of the shack.
Towards morning Rosie woke from a
troubled sleep. Her mouth was thick and dry
from the wine, and her head ached. She pulled
herself away from the sleeping Balgo, careful
not to disturb him and arouse his wrath, and
crept to the door to rinse her mouth from a
billy of water. Then she crept as quietly over
to the child. It was still, in the moonlight its
small face peaceful and relaxed. Rosie bent
and touched the lips. They were quite cold.
She stiffened, and a low wail burst from her.
She gathered the child up and, heedless of
Balgo's drunken muttering, ran out into the
night. Bright moonlight flooded the town, bathing the ugly stores and their galvanised iron
roofs in spurious beauty. She reached the
doctor's house and hammered recklessly on
the door, and when there was no response she
scooped a handful of gravel from the path and
threw it at a window. After a moment, the
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window was flung up and the face of the doctor's wife looked out, haloed by a Medusa-like
arrangement of curling pins.
"Who is it?" she demanded indignantly. She
saw Rosie standing in the moonUght and her
face contorted with anger. "What do you
want? Go away at once or I'll call the police!"
Rosie held out the child imploringly.
"Doctor, missus."
"Of all the impertinence!" the doctor's wife
cried. "If your child's sick, take it to the hospital. I never heard such a thing. Disturbing
the doctor in the middle of the night!"
She slammed the window down.
Slowly Rosie trudged over to the hospital,
crushing the child to her, beyond hope, but
unable yet to accept what had happened.
The new Sister came tiredly to her knock.
Her patient was sleeping, for the moment out
of danger.
"Oh, hallo," she said, opening the door.
"Weren't you here earUer?"
Rosie blinked in the light, her face stupid
with shock. She held out the child. The white
woman reached out her arms and took the
baby, then stood very still. She walked slowly
to the light, Rosie following timidly. She stood
for a long time, staring down at the child, then
turned slowly.
"I'm sorry," she said, "I'm so very sorry."
Rosie gave an animal moan and snatched the
child back.
"Wait," the Sister said. "Wait a moment."
But Rosie was gone, the screen door banging behind her. The Sister moved to follow her
then hesitated, glancing back at the critically
ill man. With a sigh she went to the telephone.
Let the matron wake from her fuddled sleep
and deal with the situation.
Rosie went slowly through the town, past
the dark blur of the railway station and the
white monolith of the wheat silo, past the
stockyards filled with standing sheep and the
empty, wire-fenced paddocks, along the main
highway until she came to a gravel track. Brush
tore at her spindly legs and bushes whipped
her face, but she was unaware of them. Presently, she began to climb, panting a little.
As she climbed higher, Rosie of the mission
was left behind, and it was Rosie of the totem
of Warrangool who turned her face to the sky.
Fearfully, she hurried past dark rocks where
the spirit children of her tribe waited to enter
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the bodies of women passing. Somewhere far
below there would be a little whirlwind gyrating toward this place, and with the whirlwind
would come the spirit of her child.
Once she heard the sound of a night-bird
beating its wings above her and she shivered.
The brush thinned as she climbed higher; soon
she dimly discerned the cave of the Elders,
where the symbolic rites of her tribe had been
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performed long ago, and which even now was
taboo to women. At last she reached the
summit of the hill. She laid down the dead
child and took off her clothes. Beneath her
spread the land, white in the moonUght, and
infinitely beautiful.
Naked she picked up the dead child, and
squatted with it cradled in her arms. Softly
she crooned the chant of death.
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OPHELIA
cast aside your muddy aquatic garlands
and comb the dew from your silt starched hair
OpheUa.
in your water trumpeting gown I secretly snare
curious minnows, toasting their mouths.
shake the river cloisters from your eyes
and pluck the cleric toads from your breast
OpheUa.
deny the novitiate wishbone fish their feast;
evolve an Icarus mutation and embrace the sun.
the moon thrusts her tongue deep in your mouth
and glazes your lips with insidious slime.
OpheUa!
suck warts from the sun's unspoken crime,
slashed indeUbly upon my maUgnant eye.
gather my transparent body in your thighs
and thread our green tears upon the river blade,
OpheUa.
buckled together we will drown, our bodies fade,
like forgotten flowers on a forgotten grave.

IAN
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TEMPLEMAN
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SPRING POEM
Sweet as jellied quinces,
the sun snorkles his sweet toothed way
beneath my oyster tight eyes;
Jericho trumpeting the honeyed decay
of my mind's walled provinces.
Sweet hedgehog heat burr,
prickle my congered brain to breathe
and tinkle in the bell before the feast
of summer. Knot the hands and sheathe
the sword, lest the hydra stir.
Sweet lotus sun infect my soul,
knell the death of my looking-glass dance
and shred the calcified night into a litter of stars.
Coil the fibres of the lilting piper's trance
into a cockleshell and make me whole.

IAN
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H. Drake-Brockman

DESERT JOURNEY
In 1957 Clementson returned from Adelaide
by train. He made a point of taking his annual
leave in Sydney, or Melbourne, or Adelaide—
all one to him nowadays—the better to avoid
the faintest risk of associations.
He had chosen the train so that he might
also avoid people. Last time the long transcontinental flight, jammed close to some stout
bucolic returning from some dairy-farmers'
conference and ceaselessly talking shop, had
revolted him. Better pastures provided better
cows, better cows better milk, better milk
better babies—it had been like the House that
Jack Built.
If you had to spend fourteen hours hip and
thigh with some other human, you should at
lease be allowed a choice! Line 'em up in a row
and take your pick, he thought sourly.
But habitual caution added a rider: how
insure that you'd be on the picking roster and
not a pickee? Difficult to work out, that one;
moreover, he'd made up his mind to forget any
kind of insurance for forty-eight hours at least.
Certainly figures never let you down, nor could
they become emotional or boring; but they
could dance in front of a man's eyes and defeat
sleep. All right then, he'd chosen the train. And
a roomette to himself.
A roomette! Room, negligible. Rubber mattress, air-conditioned, hot and cold laid on. But
what about one's person? Reduced to no more
than part of a jig-saw puzzle, every object so
nattily planned and contrived that if he wanted
to open his suitcase he had also to open the
door and stick his backside into the zig-zag
corridor. Modern privacy—symbolised by an
overnight bag into which you had to roll your
best trousers and a bunkside radio so that you
might be intimately crooned into dreams!
Roomette, indeed. A small female room. That's
what it means, correctly speaking. That's what
that English wit, that A. P. Herbert fellow, had
said, giving the language a crack after crossing
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the continent this way. And well he might! It
was as impossible to sit cooped Uke an embryo
as to be forced into close physical proximity
with some Tom, Dick or Harry remorselessly
talking about trace elements for cows' feed.
Besides, he did not care at all for the feminine
connotations.
But he was damned if he'd go into the
lounge car! He'd try the observation carriage
at the end. If a conductor came along to ask
sticky questions re booked seats, a ten bob
note would probably set matters straight.
As he lurched along the corridor, Clementson caught sight of himself in a long mirror.
A man got a shock, coming on himself unexpectedly, in a different set-up to the usual
shaving angle! The type in the mirror looked
pasty. And the wind blowing through a crack
where the coupUngs crossed, had disarranged
the hair. And it was obviously the sort of face
better well-groomed. Ruffled locks appeared to
give a sinister, even haunted implication—
utterly absurd!—to shadows under the eyes
and stress lines scoring the cheeks.
He straightened his shoulders.
But the train jolted, and he sagged again,
and could not fail to note that the figure in
the mirror at once developed a little sagging
paunch. Of course, such mirrors were notoriously skewed, or whatever cheaply silvered
mirrors were; couldn't expect the best in such
places as train corridors. Yet why not? God
knew all the modern toys in the roomettes had
cost the taxpayers plenty!
Only one passenger occupied the observation
car at the end. Face turned away, he was
gazing steadfastly backwards.
Beyond the curved glass the Nullarbor Plain
curved also in a great arc that was the circumference of the world.
Clementson sat down more or less opposite,
and immediately opened an illustrated weekly
as shield. From this shelter he observed the
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luxurious chairs that his relaxed muscles simultaneously confirmed and, blooming on a centre
table, an immense bowl of tender cultivated
spring flowers: together divorcing with finality
the glass-walled carriage from the outside
world as it had been since the beginning. There
was absolutely nothing of mankind to be seen
beyond the curved glass other than the single
rail-track racing away behind the twin lines of
iron telegraph poles.
Clementson felt a sharp spurt of irritation.
To travel such immensity in a glass drawingroom, seated on brocade, for some reason
made him feel like an insect impaled on a pin
in a show-case. Perhaps after all he preferred
the god's eye view of the great plain as seen
from aircraft, properly reduced to no more
than a pretty batik pattern over which one
sailed without involvement.
He became aware that the man opposite
had turned. He was young with a fresh round
face, high rounded forehead, almost a look of
innocence: blue eyes, clear complexion, an expression at once eager and diffident. Fortunately not the sort Ukely to care whether the
newcomer had the correct car-ticket or not! In
fact a student type that one did not need to
bother about.
Without compunction Clementson raised his
illustrated an inch higher and glanced at the
pictures.
Half-naked women and prizefighters! Good
God, what did he want with such tripe, merely
figures in another bracket. They had no meaning at all for him, these flesh and blood
ciphers, since Essie broke things up. Or at best
one in which he took no interest until transformed into mathematical symbols that could
be logically marshalled and possibly even
juggled with. The general public had a way of
believing that statistics were infallible. But
they were part of his business; and in point of
fact there was very little a man couldn't make
statistics demonstrate provided he were clever
enough! He had no wish to read further the
wretched paper, but he was most certainly not
going to start a conversation.
Clementson dropped the paper and stared
resolutely at the receding track.
"What's that smoke?" he almost immediately
heard his own voice saying, tongue uttering
surprise without warning, as fast as his brain
thought it.
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Damnation! Well, cover up, make the best
of it.
"Seems to be following us," he said. "Surely
not another train on the way?"
"Does look Uke that," repUed the young man
without hesitation. "Got caught myself, first
glance. In fact it's the telegraph poles. Converging on the horizon."
How extraordinarily stupid not to have seen
that! It was obvious. Clementson gave a little
laugh, retrieving his slip. "Quite an illusion!
Yes. Can't imagine how I didn't see at once."
"Ah," said the young man pleasantly, "you
need to be out on the plain to get really clear
vision. No illusions there! Only the circle of
the earth—with the sun rising in the east and
the moon setting in the west, if you happen to
get up early when the last-named's at the full."
To his chagrin Clementson felt a twinge of
curiosity. The fellow didn't look like a linesman or a trapper or any sort of overlander;
nor speak like one. So he condescended: "Seen
it that way yourself?"
The young man laughed. "For the time being
I live here," said he.
"Indeed!" Irritation got an edge on curiosity.
Clementson knew that now was the moment
for retreat. But curiosity surprisingly prevailed;
and the fellow looked the sort of young chap
to be readily bluffed off if necessary, not like
that dairy-farmer, impervious. But he used his
driest tone nonetheless. "Can you tell me what
you do?"
"As a matter of fact, I can't."
Clementson knew he stared. Was he being
mocked? Impossible! Yet he fancied a twinkle
in the clear blue eyes, and was suddenly conscious of a bright assessing intelligence, alert
beneath the diffidence. Disconcerting. Well, perhaps not really, whatever this youngster did, he
would know his job. The diffidence was personal, not professional. All right then, a professional of some sort. But he was damned if
he would pursue the query further!
He shrugged faintly and turned his eyes to
his paper.
"I didn't mean to be rude, sir." Ah, the
native diffidence! "As a matter of fact I work
at Maralinga."
Maralinga. He might have guessed. Out there,
over the edge of the treeless plain, the future
challenged the present in much the same way
that half a century earlier the rail-track had
penetrated the ancient waste. Somewhat more
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risky—but substantially the same thing: what
they called progress, mind over matter, all
that.
Maralinga, place of thunder. The top secret.
Well, for his part, thought Clementson, they
could keep it. He wasn't inquisitive. Though
he supposed that by the time they finished
with atomic power the rates of mortality would
have got out of hand and he'd be out of a job;
if he'd not gone up in smoke with the rest.
What irony! Yet he couldn't care less. At the
same time, he couldn't deny that this youth
had set his mind creakily lurching along disused tracks; as he'd physically lurched down
that damned zig-zag corridor, and seen that
unpalatable self. The youngster seemed so
eager and cheerful, so brimming with life in
his traffic with destruction.
Sourly, Clementson repeated, "Indeed?"
"Yes." The young man made a gesture to
the world beyond the glass. "I—as a matter of
fact, I Uke it. Very much. It's so vast."
"Vast? Naturally. A necessarv concomitant
to your work."
"Oh, it's not thatl For itself, I mean. When
I came, we flew out and arrived in time for
dinner. We had a bit of a party at the Mess
—after all, it was a sort of an occasion. Then
most of us walked a mile or more out of the
camp, in the smaU hours, and waited a long
time sitting on the earth under a few bushes.
We wanted to see the sun come up on our first
morning in Australia. In what you call the
desert."
"I take it you're an Englishman?"
"A Briton—that's the line now. As a matter
of fact, I'm a Cockney—born within the sound
of Bow Bells. A proper Londoner! Lived there
all my life. Except when I was evacuated as a
kid during the blitz."
"Rather a contrast to Nullarbor." Clementson heard his dryness rustle unheeded. The
young man was earnest.
"I thought I mightn't like it, you know. At
first I thought I'd turn the offer down, stick to
research. But then I thought —" He stopped.
He gave a short backward jerk of his chin, as
if tossing off whatever he had meant to say.
"Do you often travel on this train, sir?" he
asked.
He twisted the talk from himself with no
more skill than a child thinking better of confidence. It was laughable.
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"No," said Clementson. "When I have to
cross the continent I usually fly."
"Ah," said the young man happily, "but this
time you thought you'd Uke to have a look
from ground level, Uke me. I had a few days
leave and —"
"Not at all," said Clementson. " I imagined
that I would feel less exasperated. I don't like
people."
"Don't Uke people!"
Clementson had expected him to be suitably
abashed, to blush, at least to take the hint and
close up. But not a bit. It was evident that
astonishment cancelled any other reaction.
With considerable sarcasm Clementson remarked, "You just said yourself that you liked
the desert."
"I do. I did say so. But London I love."
"How strange that you can tolerate Maralinga!"
"But that's why I'm here. It's why I came.
I mean, I took the job because I love London."
Definitely, he was blushing.
"Well," said Clementson shortly, "you say
you can't tell me what your job is, but mine
concerns itself with figures. I happen to be an
actuary. To my mind your two statements
don't add up to common sense."
The clear innocent blue eyes gazed out at
the illusory smoke on the horison. They returned to Clementson's face. "I'm a nuclear
physicist," said the young man. "And for me
they add up. As a matter of fact it is very
easy. I don't want ever to see London destroyed. I want to do anything and everything
I possibly am able to defend it. Surely you
can see that?"
"You mean you're asking me to believe you
came to this desert simply to help plan a defence for London?"
"That's about it. Without weapons to bargain with, London would just be caught sitting, between two fires. And there are so many
people in London —"
"I thought you said it was the city you—er
—loved?"
"Perhaps—No, that's not strictly accurate.
As a matter of fact, it is the people. There's
no one like them, and I have been round a bit
you know. But at home I used to walk the
streets for miles—often—in the evenings, just
to watch the people."
"You must have felt Uke an ant."
"Oh no! Very much a human. And free. Far
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more free than out here—outside there—where
you're shut under the sky with just yourself
and have only your own ideas, and your own
vision. That's when you can feel inhuman.
You might be a stone—or, if you like, an ant.
Not even an ant! Watching the sun rise that
day was like genesis. You know, the first day.
Something about the earth being without form,
and void. It was like seeing light created and
form take shape from nothingness, and the sun
a most terrifying ball of fire. As if men were
not yet anywhere on the world. And no one
said a word. We all sat under our bushes—and
if anyone had been looking he wouldn't have
seen a movement of Ufe. But no one was looking, everyone watched the sun rise above nothingness to lighten the darkness. And I
thought to myself that no wonder men had
worshipped the sun till they began to think.
And knew better."
Clementson felt his lips drag down. "Do
they? Isn't the sun still the presumed source
of life?"
"Oh yes, in a way, if you Uke. But we do
know now that there are sources of energy to
be found in the oceans—enough to heat and
light the world for a million years, supposing
the sun went out."
"And supposing you could manage it," said
Clementson.
"That's the problem. That's the point. That's
what I mean about people. All the things the
human mind can—well, can dream up and discover and devise. Fascinating, marvellous—
the free human mind. Out there in the desert
there's awe, if you like. But it soon turns into
being awful. Awful waste. And not only literally!" He chuckled like a small boy delighted
by his pun. "Give me London. The freest place
in the known universe! Millions of people—
people all thinking and doing what they feel
inclined. More or less, anyhow. You can be
as cranky as you like. No one cares. It's people
who have ideas and see visions and create
illusions about themselves and the world. And
solve problems. It doesn't matter what your
interest may be, you'll find someone else to
talk to, in London. And that's what / call
freedom. Having the liberty to think and talk
how you Uke, to have any friends you Uke.
That's what I love, that's the sort of life I want
to see preserved. Tell me it's also an illusion,
if you like. But in this desert there's no scope
for illusions—one mirage is merely like the
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next, and you, yourself, without some problem,
you're less than a stone. More perishable. And
you don't just grow—Uke a tree. A man has to
do something—walk about, move, act—if he
wants to go on existing."
Clementson gave a sort of groan. Nuclear
physicist or dairy-farmer—all the same. Talk,
talk, what a fool he'd been to let himself in
for it. Act! Go on existing! Better cows, better
babies—better bombs, better survival!
Far too loudly, goaded, he said: "Most
people say that you and your sort are doing
your best to see that no one does go on existing."
Eager and smiling the fellow lent towards
him. "Look, the world has never before been
so exciting!"
"Damned dangerous."
"Just to Uve is dangerous. But what if we
can get past the current big fear? So that
people will forget it—and realise that it's just
generations of other people who have brought
us to where we are, look around and admire,
not carp and cringe. Remember, even if the
sun burns out, it needn't necessarily end the
human world!"
And he laughed gaily at his own conceit.
Looking at him, laughing, for no logical
reason Clementson recollected the hollow face,
the sagging figure he had seen reflected in the
mirror. At the same time he thought of the
rows and rows of figures by means of which
he reduced all people to statistical data.
He glared again at the bright innocent face
of the young physicist who loved people and
regarded with zest the future. For the first
time in his life he felt middle-aged, even old.
He looked through the curved glass at the
great plain that must have appeared practically
the same when the Romans walked the streets
of London. It would have taken a man months
—to cross Nullarbor on foot.
The young man went happily rattling on
about rockets to the moon, about manned
satellites circling the earth within years, about
miracles in medicine and agriculture—not miracles, no, to him no more than goals already
visible, achievement waited only on more precise techniques.
Knowledge. Knowledge, springing, budding,
blooming in the minds of thousands, millions of
people. The desert itself would change, the
shadows of aeroplanes, the illusory smoke of
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the telegraph poles would not forever drift
across a great waste people had already partially conquered. Encased here in this glass
car, they were mere fore-runners of the future,
a future that had begun and was continuing
in the minds of people who came and went,
great armies of figures too vast for control in
mathematical columns, but people—people
like the eager young man opposite, like the
farmer with his trace elements, like the bitter
sagging figure that was himself reflected.
What was he thinking about. Clementson
hunched his shoulders. He should never have
emerged from that safe roomette. Cramped, but
safe. As for the idiotic nonsense this youth
had been proclaiming—he deserved a snub.
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"You're trying to argue that black's w h i t e talking as if you imagine another sun-rise and
a new creation. You can't seriously tell me that
you don't know that what you're working on
now means the end!"
Possibly. But certainly not probably," smiled
the young man. "Don't forget—I'm here only
because I love people. I prefer to believe in the
future."
Clementson got to his feet and stumbled
from the observation car.
As he fumbled his way along the corridor
he saw with swift, sickening, but also convincing clarity that, although she had not said
so, Essie had unquestionably left him because
he had refused to consider children.
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THE BARRIER OF FACE
The barrier of face,
the loneliness of bone
guard a spirit
as yet unfit
to bear
the glare
of eyes.
It needs the womb
to hide within the warm
to grow and know.
Weak,
it has to seek,
must have paint that's bright
to magnify its Ught.
It needs to train
with muscle discipUne,
to practice subtleties of soul with brain.
It has to play on flesh all strain,
clashing,
crashing,
till fumbUng hands resolve in tune.
When it leaves where it has clung
with thrust of flesh and whispering tongue
the soul has dared
and bared
for one.
And then in sun
it grows
and flows
on airs of Ught
with other tears and fears, delight,
till there is no more need of bone
with its strange myth of 'all alone',
until with stone and air and tree
at last it is at one with Thee.

OLIVE PELL
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Lyndall Hadow

SUMMER AFTERNOON
The dogs barked. First came an early warning, one short guttural from Tommy, under the
station waggon, all that was required of a
pensioner. Brownie, at the shearing shed set up
a yelping so the farmer should know he had
been just as quick as his father to sense the
intruder's approach to the house. Lassie added
her caution as she left her seat in the Land
Rover to skirmish about the yard.
"Someone coming?" Inside the house the
farmer's sister, elegant on the arm of the divan
with her travelling bags on the floor beside her,
stubbed out a cigarette.
"I didn't hear a car," the farmer said.
"Where's Mother? Isn't she ready yet?"
Yes, there must be a car or a horse. No one
came to the farm, otherwise. Today's affluent
society had no place for the man on foot. The
woman lit another cigarette, passed one to her
brother. "Mother's helping Barbara with the
boy."
Lassie's barking was nearer; then the knock
at the door. The farmer opened it.
A girl stood there in the bright afternoon
sunlight. Nothing, the woman decided in one
quick glance, could be more incongruous here
than this girl at the door. Hatless, hair blown
by the Ught breeze of afternoon, the inadequacies of her dress over-exposed a lavish
bosom; her feet, with nothing but thongs to
protect them, were dusty and scratched. She
carried a limp airways bag with a tweed jacket
resting between the straps. She nursed a large
bottle of dark, vapid cool-drink, half empty.
"Good afternoon," the farmer said.
"I'm ready!" The boy, fresh from his grandmother's hands, ran into the room. "We can
go now. Uncle." When he saw the farmer
occupied with a visitor he went to his aunt, put
his arms around her as he leaned against the
divan, "I'm ready but Gran isn't."
The farmer thought, Do I know her? Ugh!
Those white legs. Girls ought to be sun-tanned.
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Surely to God it's not that one, last Saturday
night after the Drive-in? It was dark out there
behind the show grounds. No, smaller than
this heifer.
But for the moment there had been the fear.
"Are you wanting someone?" he asked.
His mother came from another room "There
won't be time for tea. The train's due at four."
She saw the girl at the open door. "Oh, a
visitor." Her heart did its double-take. Not
another of her son's affairs to be hushed up,
floosie bought off, family placated? Surely not
this miserable rag-tag with her absurd bare legs
and sloppy bosom? With the long, pale face
that at any moment might look up and say
baa-aa. Surely not this? At least her son had
an eye for a pretty girl; he'd got that from
his father. So far the boy had been careful
enough, though that postmaster's daughter in
the township had been a near miss. No, what
she wanted for her son was a girl in white,
a daughter of a family of some substance, a
young girl; a wedding with page boys and
groomsmen, a wedding at his old school
chapel. But not just yet. Not until he'd paid
back some of the thousands she'd helped him
with, this year.
"Is it someone for me?" she asked.
The girl waited at the door. Coming to the
verandah she had been grateful for the shade
after the glare outside. She saw the farmer
standing there, neck and arms brown against
the blue of his shirt; and his hair was wavy.
She didn't like his eyes, though. They flicked
over her as though she wasn't worth looking
at. She saw the coolness of the room denied
her, the pictures on the walls and the books
that set her apart from these people; she
glimpsed the other world of the woman with
the gold cigarette case and the luggage. She
didn't want their world. She had her own place
at the factory, down in the city; and her mum
and dad. But she wished the farmer's eyes
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hadn't flicked over her as though he didn't see
her.
Barbara hurried into the room, a young
mother, the poise of her older sister missing,
her lack of years responsible (or filched from
her by her child). She glanced at the girl and
youth speaking to youth,
"You must be hot," she said. "Come inside."
And opened the insect screen.
The farmer moved out of the way; the girl
crossed the magic threshold.
"Sit down." A direction, not an invitation,
from the old mother; and as the girl slumped
in a chair, unaccustomed to its depth, still
clutching bag and bottle, "Do you want something?"
The girl looked up, awaiting interruption.
There was none. She was free to speak.
"Is Frankie Watts here, please?" she asked.
Her words swept away the tensions in the
room.
"Frankie? He was here until day before
yesterday. He went across to the show at Kurramia," the farmer said, rather too hastily. He
clicked his lighter at last, drew a satisfied puff
or two.
"He'll be back tomorrow, won't he?" Barbara smiled with what she hoped was an
assurance of the missing Frankie's good intent.
The girl remained silent behind noncommittal
eyes.
The farmer shook his head. "Not tomorrow.
He called in here this morning to pick up his
handpiece. He's gone off to Duggan's for a
couple of days' crutching."
"That's his day away for the show!" The
old mother, fussing with her gloves, was plainly
condemnatory of shearers. "It shows just how
much you can trust them. They say they'll
come back and finish; then they leave you in
the lurch."
The girl re-adjusted the bottle, shuffled her
feet on the carpet, getting a leverage to help
herself from the low chair.
"Can you call again, then?" Barbara straightened the boy's shirt collar, smoothed his hair.
"I can't. I have to go back to the city, tomorrow." She was on her feet, turned to leave.
"You must have walked a long way today."
The woman with the luggage had no interest
in the situation but she was impelled to create
some change of feeUng before her mother's
pathogenic hatred of contract shearers took
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charge. It had been a shearer, she couldn't
remember the name of the man or even his
face, who'd been the cause of her first collision
with Mother, her life before then merely a
series of minor skirmishes; but that occasion
had marked the beginning of the breakaway.
Now a dozen affairs and two husbands later
and half a world between, a visitor to the family home, she sensed the irritations, the clash of
personalities boxed in this wheatbelt homestead, sensed the explosion awaiting the countdown.
"From Brimblecombe's. Mrs Brimblecombe's
my sister."
"That's not far. It's only four miles to the
Brimbles." The mother throttled down her
spleen at the thought of Frankie Watts who'd
be sure to leave her son in the lurch; or was
it at the memory of the shearer who had left
her daughter with so careless a farewell, twenty
years ago?
"Brimblecombes," the girl corrected her.
Barbara thought, there but for the grace of
Mother's bank account . . .
She saw herself in the Child Welfare office
explaining her reason for calling at the night
shelter for a bed for herself and her baby.
Reason? There had been nothing of reason in
her story. How could she have said, "My
mother suppressed me, repressed me, domineered me, ordered my life until I ran away;
and had my baby. No, I don't know where his
father is, he left me when he knew I was
pregnant. In Sydney."
She glanced at the girl. Did I look like this?
Surely never so unloved, so unwanted? Perhaps. There go I.
"We're going in to the train with my sister.
We have to leave now," she told the girl gently.
They were all in a hurry to go. All on the
front verandah. All walking to the cars. The
farmer put his elder sister's luggage in the
waggon, settled her with his mother and the
boy in the back. Barbara took the wheel. The
girl stood in the dust.
"We can give you a lift to the gate," Barbara
said. "Hop in front with me."
The farmer let her open the door and with
her bag and bottle fumble her way in beside
the driver. He closed the door firmly. Accident
prone, the girl, by the look of her. Inept enough
to only half catch the lock and fall out going
around the bend near the shearing shed. Even
Barbara's kid knew better.
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"See you later," he said pleasantly, into the
back seat.
"Not me," his elder sister assured him. "I
don't expect to be within a thousand miles of
here again this century. Thank you for having
me. It's been an illuminating experience to see
the place again." Almost cathartic, she said to
herself.
Barbara moved off smoothly. "End of old
home week," she murmured to no one in particular. The farmer waved to the boy leaning
from the window; turned to Lassie. "Let's get
on with that firebreak," and made for the
tractor at the shed.
Half a mile down, at the road gate the old
woman leaned forward, tapped the driver on
the shoulder. "Drop her here," she said loudly,
to be heard by all, "it's the closest to
Brimble's."
"Brimblecombe's." The girl reproved her
softly, fumbUng with the handle of the door.
Barbara, eyes on the dashboard clock, suggested something different. "Unless you'd like
to come into town and we could go on to your
sister's on the way back?" But the girl was on
the road by then.
"Let her do what the sheepdogs do; find her
own way back." The mother's voice was tart.
"I'm al! right," the girl said. The car left
her standing in its dust.
Find her own way home. But she did not
have to.
The bitumen finished where it passed this
gate and the road went further away from the
township, gravelled and graded, wheat paddocks soft and green so far as the eye could
see on both sides, except where sheep, newly
shorn, strung out across the pastures Uke a
necklace of white beads, fallen. She had walked
it once today, seen all there was to see, she'd
have to try to remember something of it, back
in the city at the factory; and for her mum and
dad. They'd want to know. She walked on.
A car passed, stopped suddenly ahead of
her.
"Want a Uft?"
It was a friendly-looking car; painted a light,
happy colour, she thought, that didn't show the
fine red dust Uke the farmer's station waggon,
dark and poUshed. The man who leaned out
from the wheel was friendly-seeming, too. He
watched her as she walked towards him, his
eyes not flicking over her and away, as the
farmer's had done.
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"Sorry, I must've been dreaming to pass you
like that. Don't expect to see people walking
on this road." He held the door open, took the
bottle from her. "Sling your bag in the back."
He introduced Jess, alert in the back seat, who
responded with an ecstatic licking of the girl's
patting hand, before subsiding to guard the
bag. Then he told her his own name and the
girl said she was named Myola, after a place
where her dad had fought when he was in the
war but they called her My.
She sat in the warmth of the car, watching
him as he rolled a smoke, put it behind his
ear, rolled another. "Lick," he said. She did,
copying him, showing her strong white teeth.
He lit up and they puffed awhile until he took
hers from her hand, stubbed it carefully, put
the remains in the covered container on the
dash. "You haven't smoked, before." A statement.
She nodded. "I didn't like to say no when
you asked me."
"My fault. I didn't ask you." He grinned.
"That might be lesson one. Always ask first.
And for you, don't say yes if you'd rather
refuse."
There was silence while he finished his cigarette and they listened to the sounds of summer
vivifying the sky and the paddocks. Then he
asked, "How far are you going?"
She told him. "About another three miles to
the Brimblecombe's. Mrs Brimblecombe's my
sister."
"Oh! The Brimblecombe's. Of course I know
them. Ted's not a bad sort; works too hard,
though. He's not as young as he used to be.
Nice mob of joeys they've got. Four, aren't
there?"
"Jimmy, Jacky, Charlie and Teddy. There
isn't a Joey, but."
His eyes quizzed her but he let it go. She
thought she liked his long, thick lashes, nice
and fair; she did not know the sun had
bleached them and his curly hair; but she did
know that his eyes smiled when he looked at
her.
Between them they arrived at the decision
that the afternoon was too hot to sit in the
sun; that she did not need to hurry home. Her
sister had asked, that morning "Remember
young Frankie Watts used to live next door
to us down in the city? The one took up the
shearin'?" The girl had remembered.
"Well, Frankie's shearin' up the road here,
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this week. Why'nt y' pop in an' say hullo
before y' go back?" Her sister had not been
able to drive her. "You'll get a Uft home here
on the school bus if you watch for it. Jimmy
and Jacky '11 be on it." So the walk; and
Frankie not there.
Did he know Frankie?
"Frankie Watts? Saw him yesterday over at
Dutton's. Got the makings of a good shearer,
young Frankie." He started the engine. "Let's
move, then. What d'you say to that bit of
shade down by Brimblecombe's Blue Dam?"
The girl did not know it. "This is the first
time I've been for a visit to their farm."
"Not that there's any water in it," he told
her. "The marl needs to be consolidated by
the hooves of the sheep before it'll hold. And
without the water, Ted can't put sheep into the
paddock. It's a vicious circle, all right, that
Blue Dam area."
The Girl moved her eyes to show she was
listening, though he noticed she didn't even
nod.
"Not enough capital," he explained. "Ted
hasn't been in the district long, he's just starting to get on his feet; he'll have to stick to
cropping for a year or two yet."
The girl nodded amiably at that. She was
glad he knew about the Brimblecombe's; more
than she'd known, herself. She agreed it might
be better in the shade.
It was cool in the thicket of gimlet on the
slope away from the track. He parked the car
where a clump of salmon gums made a heavier
shade and they sat on a log, after he had
cleared the ground around it, kicking stones
and sticks away, rustling the winter grass, dried
down to a mat of white and gold. "Snakes,"
he explained. She nodded again. He leaned
forward, elbows on knees, cupping his chin,
watching her face, sideways.
"You aren't comfortable Uke that," she said
unexpectedly. "Why don't you lean back?"
He made no move.
"Like this." She wriggled to the ground, back
against the log, stretched her legs on the dry
grass in front of her. "It's better this way."
He slid down beside her. What next? Careful
does it! No false moves, son, he thought.
"Oh, I nearly forgot." She pushed herself to
her feet, went to the car, leaned over to the
back seat, patted the dog, came back with the
bottle of cool drink. "You must be thirsty."
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They both drank from the bottle. "Don't
suppose we've got foot-and-mouth."
"Foot-and-mouth?"
"Foot-and-mouth-disease. Cattle get it."
"You know about cattle?"
"Not much. Know about sheep, though. I'm
a shearer. Contract, on these two-stand places.
I'm off out to Major's now; that's about ten
miles past Brimblecombe's." He talked on.
Been back from the Nor'-West six weeks, had
enough work to keep him going down here,
for another couple of months. He had been
over to the show at Kurramia to see the Tally
Hi demonstration; new way of teaching youngsters the shearing game.
"I feel sorry for those poor sheep. I saw
them over at Kurramia, too. I went with the
Brimblecombe's, but I didn't see you."
Between them they established that there'd
been too many people there for everybody to
see everybody else; that in any case he might
not have noticed her because she would have
been with her sister's children; and anyway
she'd worn her best dress, not just a play suit
like this.
"I feel sorry for those poor sheep," she
said again.
"Why? Nobody here feels sorry for a jumbuck."
"Up there on that platform and the man
pushing it around and showing everyone how
he shears it. Up and down its stomach and all
round every part." Her indignation was sincere. "And then he pushes it out and it falls
over and gets up and it looks so silly; cold
too. It isn't fair to treat anything like that.
Just because the poor thing's quiet and doesn't
hurt anyone, some people don't think it's got
feelings. But I know!"
She was still after that. Still, with her eyes
on the sky; her hands still, her body still, her
long legs still, sunlight and shade playing over
her, the smell of fresh-springing sweat around
her, the dust of the day's travel red on her,
from scratched feet to the shadowed cleft between her lavish breasts.
"If we didn't shear it the fleece'd grow so
long it'd be too heavy for the animal. We're
really being kind to it, taking its overcoat off,
each season."
She did not answer and he saw, with a laugh
at himself, that she was dozing. He watched
her, aware of her defenceless state; asleep or
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awake, he told himself, as vulnerable as any
jumbuck. Fair game for anyone. Hasn't known
a man for more than an hour and here she is,
lying with him in the bush.
A flutter of a dream passed over her face.
But trusting. Poor sort of a joker it'd be that
would take an opportunity like this. He grinned
at the memory of some of the opportunities
that had been thrown in his way; and had been
taken as easily as they'd been offered.
An ant scouted enquiringly on her arm. He
brushed it off, carefully. Another on her leg.
But less carefuUy this time. His hand lingered, touch of flesh on flesh pleasantly exciting. He let his fingers, soft and supple as
only a shearer's in this land of hard-handed
farmers, let them move down to her knee,
smooth and firm and warm; and up again so
far as her brief shorts allowed. Without moving
more than his arm as he leaned facing her, his
hand explored the line of her hip and thigh.
Wide hips. And that generous bosom. Nothing
niggardly about this girl. To take a man, to
bear a child.
She woke slowly, placidly, without movement except that her eyes opened wide and she
smiled. He kissed her then and while his face
was pressed to hers, his mouth firm on her
lips, firm and soft lips and fully acquiescent,
he moved his body to hers; her body moulded
to his, her body like her lips assenting, accepting trustfully, without preliminary, his demand
on it.
"I should have asked you first," he said,
later, still holding her close.
"It doesn't matter; I would have said yes."
"You've never said yes, before." He stated
the clinical fact.
"No," she agreed. "But you never asked me,
before."
He grinned. "Seems I didn't ask you this
time, either."
Then suddenly, ravaging the peace of the
moment, "Good God!" His body tensed this
time with alarm. "How old are you?" and
laughed with relief at her answer. "Seventeen."
He said "I'm nearly thirty. Twenty-eight,
anyway."
"I'll soon be eighteen, though."
Later still, as he lay on his back beside her,
the clarity of the sun-filled afternoon more
yellow and deeply blue than he had ever known
it, he said suddenly, "It's been a wonderful
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afternoon. We seem to have got to know each
other pretty well, don't we? Just here together,
so restful. But all good things come to an end."
Only her eyes moved to acknowledge that
she had heard him.
"Comt on then, lazy. We've got a lot to
do," and he was on his feet in one fluent
movement. At the car he patted the dog, picked
out a clean pair of overalls from his laundry
packet. "You'd better put these on," he said to
the girl. "We're going into town."
"Why?"
"Why?" He ruffled her hair. "Because you're
too young to be wandering around on your
own. You need me. You know why. To protect
you from jokers Uke me. See? So we'll go into
town and buy the ring right away. Then I can
front your sister with the news that I'm taking
you back to the city to meet your mum and
dad."
"Yes," she agreed. "I have to be back at the
factory next day, too."
"Here!" He took a folded handkerchief from
the glove box, wet it from the water bag on the
kangaroo bar. "Your face needs a wash. And
look at your hair!" He straightened it with
his own comb. "Doesn't make much difference," he admitted. "I'll have to get the blades
to work on it. And about that factory. You can
give that away. You've got me to look after,
now."
"I'm not much good at cooking but I'll try."
"Never you mind about that. Up North
we've got the best poisoners in the country.
Down here the farmers' wives manage to knock
up a good enough feed. And in between, I'm
not such a bad hash slinger, myself."
He rolled a cigarette, Ut it, went to pass it
to her. Then he laughed. "I'm glad you don't
smoke. One thing looks wrong to me, a woman
with a fag in her mouth and a baby in her
arms. Y'know," and he grinned as he quietly
brought the engine to life and reversed up the
slope, "now we're going to have nippers of
our own, I might even have a shot at cutting
it out, myself."
On the bitumen again, they passed the station
waggon coming out from town. The shearer
waved. "How're you, Barbara?" Jessie barked,
the boy waved, Barbara called a greeting in
returned, swallowed in their passing.
"See she's picked up with that shearer," the
old woman remarked, her usual spleen corrodWESTERLY, No. 4 , DECEMBER, 1967

ing the words. "Pretty couple they make." And
youth calUng to youth, "Don't they?" Barbara
agreed.
While from the paddock over the hill came
the muted sound of the tractor cutting firebreaks, the girl, sure now of her place in the
confusion of the world outside of her daily
round, sure now of the strength of the man
beside her, his love and affection, sure of her
own strength to match with his, her body for
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the first time tuned to the rhythm of Ufe about
her, the girl sat straight.
That farmer, she thought, remembering the
eyes that had passed her over; that farmer, he
wouldn't look Uke that now, if he knew.
There was not any triumph in the thought;
merely a satisfied placidity at the rightness of
what had happened in that summer afternoon.
She sat straight, breasting the future as they
moved through the effulgent hour.
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UNANSWERED LOVE LETTER
I
It rained in Sydney all next day,
And all I could hear was the sound of a baby crying
In the room next door, the key in the lock saying
Come in, we are transient, and have taken up our bed already
And walked: what have we left here with the bed unmade.
And the rain still falling in the concrete yard outside the window?
Did we bury each other in that cubicle like a second womb.
So dark, with water in the closet to wash away our sins?
What have the sins of the flesh to do with this . . .
Stripped to the bone and staring through the dark,
Nothing to cover us now, we will rise up, ironical phoenixes
Burnt as black as a scarecrow satire on love.
Motels are built for the twenty minute climax.
Cars and motels and trains, all the trappings of transience.
And wristlet watches ticking in time to the rain.
Saying, Two hours is little enough to repair a wrong.
I learnt an old truth in your arms last night,
A woman can break a man on the wheel of self.
And laughter is lovelier than tears, in bed.
Always the compulsion to retrace the footsteps
Of the dream that was never made, "Stay with me,"
But "I must go now. I am responsible for my wife,
I am not responsible for you."
You are responsible said the rain of memory.
We are responsible for each other and have no choice.
All that we have become we have done to each other.
Our obligations lie deeper than marriage
And we can never discharge them.
Therefore, be responsible for me, as I am for you,
And let us be pitiless to each other at last.
Taking up our clothes and going out into the street.
Naked to the world, the comfortable life falling
Around us, the Towers of Ilium topple into the Harbour,
The streets are burning on the other side of the windscreen,
The raindrops splinter Uke cracked glass in a car accident.
The casualties lie about on the road in the cold rain.
"There is no transience in love," I said, "and I will be with you.
And you with me, until we can't remember anymore."
We come to the Central Station and I must not look back,
Like Lot's wife the pillar of salt engulfs me.
Footsteps of twenty years echo on the concrete platform.
When I stood at the end of the road I turned.
And the square was empty, as if you had never been;
Only the man in the dream who always walked away.
The promise that thunders over the amplifiers
In a half-forgotten language . . it is only the guard calling,
"All trains . . for all stations . . . all trains . ." on a rainy night.
'*'*
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II
But do not answer this, there is no answer
That can ever give you back, this is the end of it.
It was some kind of grand illusion that we shared
There on a bed in Sydney in the Spring.
It's Autumn now, the leaves fall thick as letters.
1 am surrounded, like a matriarch, with children.
None of them yours, not knowing if that's cause
For some regret or celebration.
I will never know so much about you now.
Only the basic truth I always knew.
You are incapable of love and daring.
Clothed always as the fatal compromiser.
The windfall apple, sour, and late for eating.
I will never know where you have gone
Or in what country you lay down your head.
Where you are drunk or with what woman you are lying.
You carry your suitcase in New York and Copenhagen,
The guard is always calling, "All trains," on a rainy night.
There is no place in all this world of corners
Where we can meet now, no door can open, no telephone reply.
No letter can be sent, no letter answered.
Yet you will have me as you always did.
An incorrupt, imprisoned, fleshless thing.
But who will pity me, the strong, the weak.
Who wins in the end, who is responsible
For laying ghosts? Kind men dig graves so deep.
I have one gift: your brutal card for Christmas,
Crying, "Take pity, this is what I have,"
Wishing me well, signed by your wife and children.

Ill
That night in Sydney the wheel, coming full circle, broke me.
I have been hanging ever since between the spokes of an old crutch.
Broken-legged, jumping over puddles and contradictions.
Lies and half-truths, contradictions and evasions, this is my life.
Whose pride was all in truth, and, having lost it, limp like Lazarus.
So many deaths, do we never come to the end of it, shedding our skins.
And trembling out to dry on the twig of the world, to sing like a Green Monday
On a Spring morning, whirring for twenty four hours in the black Manly pines.
All goes unanswered, love is unanswered, out of the dark
A tongue without speech, a hand without touch, a crude potter's thumb
Grooves us a moment, the esperanto of sense
Jabbers our language, all that we hold in common.
Yet wings make grubs articulate, cocoons are spun for shattering.
And though you put your hand over my mouth,
I will keep on singing, dry cicada under the spring.
DOROTHY
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Elizabeth Jolley

THE RHYME
Mrs Urchangeal returning from far away
cities of obscure gaiety and a luxurious Ufe in
hotels of doubtful repute, where gilded mirrors
and golden tassells and neat little Uft boys in
gold braided uniforms failed to disguise the
sordid cheapness and the dirty toilets and the
unhealthy conditions of the kitchen staff and
arrangements, showed no outward sign of having strayed from the narrow paths of duty and
devotion to responsibility and took her accustomed place in the Presidential chair.
"It's supposed to have been copied from a
lavatory wall," Mrs Sympson was saying. "I
haven't actually read it myself but my husband
has and he said he would rather I didn't."
"I just don't understand it," Mrs Anderson
said. "I asked Jim if there was another meaning to the word 'cave' and he said that wasn't
the worst part of it. And the children came in
then so of course we couldn't discuss it."
"Isn't Bertha Keddie's daughter named
Sarah?" Mrs Sympson asked vaguely in her
quiet voice. "Yes I'm sure it's Sarah," she said.
The Ladies were all gathered in Mrs
McQueen's PickUng Shed. All the year round
they met here at intervals to make pickles. The
walls of the Shed were lined with shelves laden
with jars of pickled vegetables and chutneys
and chillis and there were lots of empty jars
too ready for the onions they were preparing.
They were busy with sharp knives, cutting and
peeling. Mrs Urchangeal, at the head of the
table, seemed just as devoted to her work as
she had been before that extraordinary trip
abroad with the young man, Jock, whose
flight from the Police had been so successfully
aided by the Ladies of the AuxiUary.
The ladies did not refer to it at all. Mrs
Urchangeal had, of course in her own way,
done her share towards the rehabilitating of the
Young Man and that was all there was to it.
Simply that. Though Mrs Keddie had wondered from time to time how Mr Urchangeal
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had felt about his wife's sudden trip overseas
and her equally sudden return.
"She's such a bright thing and so attractive,"
Mrs Keddie said to herself. "Perhaps he's used
to her doing strange things." If Keddie had
known what she. Bertha, had done in the Uttle
affair of Jock he might have taken fits or burst
an artery or something. Keddie of course was
quite different, entirely so, not a bit the Urchangeals sort. He was the solid type. They, the
Keddies, had slaved together for years working
up their Business,
"Handbags and Leather Goods"
from ahnost nothing into a flourishing Shop
and Factory. They had a lovely home, reticulated and well appointed in a quiet flower
laden suburb on the right side of the town.
That was why Mrs Keddie had to join the
Auxiliary, all the Ladies did something. After
all it was only right to think of those less
fortunate than yourself and in any case it was
fashionable.
Everything was nice and comfortable now
for the Keddies, the younger children at the
Right Schools and the eldest girl at the University taking a degree in Arts. At times the
thought of this quite took Mrs Keddie's breath
away.
Mrs Keddie had hidden the young man,
Jock, in the house for a few days and the strain
of this had almost killed her. It had been Antimote's fault. Everything that ever went wrong
was caused either directly or indirectly by Antimote. In her generous mad way she invited
and courted disaster. She it was, on one of her
wild excursions, who had found the young
man, escaped and in hiding, dirty and hungry
and tired, and had brought him home into the
Bosom of the Ladies Auxiliary, fortunately
when they were in committee enjoying Bertha's
hospitality.
Just when Bertha was at her wits end Mrs
Urchangeal had called and, with a long low
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whistle to show her approval, she had snatched
up Jock and driven off with him. Mrs Keddie,
who would never have thought of leaving
home, even for only one day, secretly admired
and alternately criticized Mrs Urchangeal for
what she had done. She excused her too because, of course, the Urchangeals had no children and therefore had no real life at all, and
of course they had not worked up a Business
from nothing.
"So Ufe must be terribly dull for her at
times," Mrs Keddie often thought kind
thoughts to herself as she ran the hoover
over the wall to wall, frowning a little as
Antimote's superfluous hair pins rattled in the
works spoiling the motor and the ball bearings
or whatever was inside.
She was late for the Pickle Afternoon. She
was always late. Last week she had been late
for the Sewing Bee, arriving just in time to see
Mrs McQueen cutting up and unpicking a
skirt, gathers and pockets and all, the very
skirt she had sat up half the night to make
and finish off only a few days before.
"It's a lovely piece of gingham," Mrs
McQueen said. "And will be ideal for little
trousers, any one want to make little trousers?"
All the Ladies agreed and some one took the
stuff to remake into little trousers and Mrs
Keddie agreed, too, never saying about it being
freshly sewn into a skirt by herself only so
recently especially for their Stall.
"Children's Clothes, Aprons and
Christmas Gifts".
It was the kind of misfortune almost to be
expected and faced daily and was best met in
silence and with an agreeable smile.
"I'm so sorry I'm late," Mrs Keddie slipped
into her place and reached out to the pile of
shallots. The sharp smell of them tingled in
their nostrils and some already had watering
eyes. Mrs McQueen at the far end of the table
had a steel knitting needle between her teeth,
a formidable sight, and it limited conversation
but she maintained that a steel knitting needle
between the teeth prevented the onions from
causing her to weep. She talked through the
knitting needle as well as she could.
Mrs Urchangeal peeled her onions as daintily
as possible in spite of a pair of vivid green
rubber gloves.
"And it would have been best left on the
lavatory waU if you ask me!" Mrs McQueen
said, removing the knitting needle for a
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moment. She cast a severe glance round the
table.
"I wonder which lavatory, I mean, where
it was," Mrs Anderson said in her timid way.
The others glared at her.
"That is not the point at all," Mrs McQueen
said. "The Question really is whether our
Teenagers, I say. Teenagers . . . ."
Mrs Urchangeal interrupted,
"Isn't your Daughter writing in the Student's
Paper, Mrs Keddie?" she asked sweetly, smiling, her smooth face very pretty and she still
peeled, non stop, daintily.
"And doesn't her name begin with S. Sarah
isn't it?" asked Mrs Sympson.
"It's all a Question of how the Teenagers
are Brought Up." Mrs McQueen persisted
heavily. "If the Parents think such Things are
funny, then their children will think so too."
She looked hard at Bertha as she spoke.
Bertha's eyes were beginning to smart and she
felt they would start to stream at any moment.
She remembered seeing the copy of "Rott",
the student newspaper. Sandra brought one
home. Sandra had written the "Theatre Notes",
quite a long paragraph on a production of a
Shakespeare play. Bertha read it with a glow
of pleasure and admiration and she scarcely
looked at the rest of the paper. She remembered vaguely a four line poem, something
about dusting a prostitute, it had shocked her
but Bertha Keddie was always being mildly
shocked and she had to keep reminding herself to move with the times. It did not seem
long really since they had just arrived in the
New Country and Bertha felt violated when
a neighbour offered her a glass of sweet sherry
one Sunday morning. The first Sunday in Australia, and Bertha went into the bedroom
alone to get over the outrage of the suggestion. She was a different person now, she had
learnt to overcome all sorts of shocking things
since then.
It was true the four lines "Loveliness in a
Lavatory" had shocked her but she had scarcely noticed the verse and had not seen at all
that the name Sarah K. appeared at the end
of it. But Bertha did not say anything about
the poem at home, she had given up saying
things, though she kept up her standards of
wiping feet and brushing teeth and coming to
the table with clean hands and nicely combed
hair, and she still reminded them to say
"please" and "thank you". But Sandra had
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stepped into the realms of distinction beyond
the ordinary tracks of a good sound upbringing. Sandra was attending lectures and discussion groups and going to the theatre and
writing about it.
"If we are to educate our children," Mrs
McQueen was saying, she had stopped peeling
and was carving the atmosphere with her
knife. The knitting needle fell on the floor with
a resonance beyond its slenderness.
"And our children's children," her voice took
on the tones of deepest authority. "We must
make a Stand for Decent Clean Living."
"Isn't your daughter Sarah?" Mrs Sympson
asked Mrs Keddie again quietly. "Sarah K. the
poem was signed."
"You couldn't call it a poem really," Mrs
Anderson said. "Jim said it was 'Pure Filthy,
Filthy!' he said it was."
The pickles were forgotten for a discussion
on what made a poem a poem.
"Would you say there was Experience in the
verse?" Mrs Anderson said. "After all, the poet
is supposed to be free, how shall I say, to put
across his Thought, his Idea, his Experience.
Surely that makes a poem a poem." Her voice
faded into uncertainty.
"I'd say there was Experience. Wow!" Mrs
Urchangeal reached for more onions, she and
Bertha were the only ones steadily peeling.
Mrs McQueen was still pounding and expounding on the benefits of education.
"—Tertiary, I say Tertiary Education, is a
Must," she said.
"The Value of Education," she said, "Is the
Knowledge of its worth." She looked round the
table waiting for someone to doubt this, but
they were all out of their depths.
"My daughter is Sandra not Sarah," Mrs
Keddie said at length but she said it too quietly
and no one paid any attention.
"How would anyone know to write such a
verse," Mrs Sympson said quietly her voice
insinuating indecent immoral suggestions, "1
mean the Idea of it, not that I really read it
and so wouldn't know the full meaning. Mr
Sympson said even if I read it I wouldn't know
what it meant."
"Really Students these days!" Mrs Anderson
said.
"Some of them look perfectly adorable,"
Mrs Urchangeal said, "I absolute adore the
ones with long hair and high cheek bones."
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"Sandra would never write anything like
that," Mrs Keddie said in a whisper, but no
one heard.
"Fancy Dress!" Mrs McQueen was saying.
"All dressed up in Fancy Dress. No Values.
No Standards. Nothing. What are we doing
with our Youth?" Her voice rang round the
table and in among the pickle jars and no one
knew how to answer her.
A great sadness engulfed Bertha and some
inward tears trickled at the same time as the
false ones caused by the onions. Being with the
AuxiUary sometimes made her feel dreadfully
alone.
They had been having trouble with Sandra.
A late party followed by a second party at
some other place and then too many of them
crammed, excited, into one car and a smash on
the Highway between two and three in the
morning, when they should all have been safe
in their beds, just about three weeks ago. No
one hurt badly, some cuts and bruises but
everyone very frightened and of course the
Police. They were there straight away.
And in the kitchen Sandra stood very pale
and shaky and tearful and Keddie in his pyjamas angry beyond all measure. They had
not slept for worrying as to where Sandra was
and what she was doing and with whom. Bitter
words were spoken between them during the
long hours of waiting. And then Keddie's anger
burst together with a suggestion of the vague
intimate darkness of pubic hair. Bertha wanted
to tell Keddie to close up his pyjamas better.
But she hadn't dared.
And Sandra stood there before their wrath
and their accusation.
"I don't know what's right and what's
wrong," she sobbed and the sight of her and
the sound of her voice crying tore at something
inside of Bertha and inside of Keddie.
And they had all gone to bed miserably
with two hours to go before getting up time.
And both Keddie and Bertha each wondering
in their own way what use they had been to
Sandra all these years of careful God fearing
upbringing.
All the talk of the Rhyme in the paper went
on. Bertha longed for the end of the afternoon, she kept her head down and went on
peeling.
At home Antimote was knitting herself into
one of her wild colourful irregular shawls. All
the chairs were involved, draped with the
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violent colours and she was busily flying round
like a huge female shuttle, hair pins flying off
in all directions, winding the different skeins.
Dora Keddie stood for her mother to undo
her back so she could change out of her school
clothes.
"There's a girl at our school named Peril
Parker," she said. "And you know this? Every
time she changes for gym she rips her blouse,"
she said.
Bertha told Antimote about the Ladies and
about the poem and about them trying to
make out it was Sandra who had written it.
"I told them her name was Sandra and not
Sarah," Bertha said. Antimote seemed in all
parts of the room at once. Her back hair was
coming down and her long old fashioned skirts

were swirUng as if taking part in a Uvely folk
dance. Outside Dora was calling
"Johnie Hey Johnie, I've found you a Ging
Thing."
"Anyway," Antimote said. "What were all
those women doing reading that Grizzle, Rott,
whatever it's called." Antimote was supposed
to be odd, mad even, but sometimes she was
not quite.
Bertha went on through into the kitchen.
She felt terribly tired. John Keddie was sitting
at the table, very pale and somewhat tearful.
In front of him was a huge soup plate, a revolting dish of Toast Water.
He had come home sickly from school Antimote explained and she had made this InvaUd
Recipe quickly out of her own head.
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The critics enjoyed tiiese books. So will you.
MORRISON Of Peking
Cyril Pearl
"An intimate and judicious biography of a great Australian, and it should be read
with pleasure both by those concerned with the history of the modern Far East,
and also by those whose interest lies with the mores of Australia at the turn of
the century."

C. P. FitzGerald, Canberra Times

"This splendid amalgam of wit, vitriol and cynical observation . . . a biography
unique in our literature."

Clement Semmler, Australian Book Review

George Ernest 'Chinese' Morrison w a s Peking correspondent f o r The Times f r o m
1897 t o 1912 and became a world-famous authority on China. Illustrated. $6.95.

THE EDUCATION OF
YOUNG DONALD
Donald Home
"it is a vivid, often funny, occasionally moving account of what it was like to grow
up in the world of the movies and then of the talkies, of ice-chests and wirelesses,
of Bradman and Kingsford-Smith . . . It captures the vitality of youth . . . it
deserves to do as well as 'The Lucky Country'." H. 6. Kippax, Sydney Morning Herald
The autobiography o f the author of 'The Lucky Country'. Donald H o m e is apparently one o f those writers w i t h an inexhaustible p o w e r t o surprise. Here he is at a
new height of that power. $3.95.

RIVER OF GOLD
Hector Holthouse
"We are indebted to Hector Holthouse for a vivid description of . . . The 1873
Palmer gold rush . . . He seeks to provide an absorbing narrative and does so
v e r y successfully."

Australian Book Review

"A lively and very readable book." Bulletin, Sydney
Palmer River was one o f Australia's most dramatic g o l d rushes. In t h e decade
f o l l o w i n g its discovery, over 35,000 diggers sought their f o r t u n e there. But
many died of starvation or w e r e eaten by cannibals. Illustrated. $4.50.

Sir Lionel Lindsay
"A magnificent book, entertaining and sparkling with life." Adelaide Advertiser
" A s fresh as a d a i s y . "

Age, Melbourne

The autobiography of the artist w h o died in 1 9 6 1 . Illustrated w i t h his o w n d r a w ings and w i t h photographs. $4.75.

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS
Published by Angus and Robertson

F. B. Vickers

THE EARLY YEARS
A chapter from an auto-biographical novel in progress.

When I was old enough to be trusted not to
fall down and break the jug and basin and
lose the coppers, it was one of my jobs to run
up to Mrs Dorricott's Tripe and Cowheei to
fetch the faggots, peas and chitterlings we always had to make a beanfeast of our Friday
night's tea in celebration of my father coming
home from the Carriage Works with his wages.
The chitterlings were for my father—on account of him not being able to take Mrs
Dorricott's faggots because the seasoning in
them gave him the wind something awful. My
father was a windy man at the best of times,
but if he ate anything a bit rich he would be
blowing off like a brewery horse. As for myself, I didn't mind how often Mrs Dorricott's
faggots and peas repeated on me; nor how
often my mother had to tell me to go out into
the yard and shake myself. And even if the
faggots came up sour in my mouth I could
take it as a happy reminder of good food I'd
had and enjoyed.
Mrs Dorricott's wasn't a proper shop, but
the parlour of her little old stone cottage
turned into one when she and Dora had had
to turn-to to earn a shilling after Mr Dorri
cott had got smashed up when he had been
shunting trains in the Claybank railway yards.
It was at the top end of Claybank—only a
stone's throw from Claybank Cross that stood
on an island pointing this way and that way
to all the places you could go to from Claybank—making me think that Claybank was
the centre of the whole world.
Rood Road took you to The Bull Inn and
Brummegem (Birmingham) where my mother
and father took us on Christmas Eve to see
all the fun of the fair down the Bull Ring.
The barrows and stalls lit up with naptha flares
and the hucksters shouting their heads off to
get you to buy blood oranges and brandy snaps
and monkey on a stick, and all sorts of things
to take you down for your money. Then we
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always went into the Market Hall to see all the
grapes and tropical fruits and parrots and dogs
and guinea-pigs and rabbits before we had a
plate of penny winkles to keep me and my
young brother Ernie happy while mother and
dad slipped into the Bodega Bar to have their
Christmas port that made them happy and
loving. Go along Barker's Lane and the sign
on the cross said that you would come to Hell
and Brierly Hill—it being a big joke in Claybank that Brierly Hill was the nearest place to
hell on earth, and not Claybank as the Brierly
Hill folk said. If you went down our way,
down Claybank, it took you to the Hollows,
Oldwick and the Dickens Country. I couldn't
make out where the Dickens Country could be,
till one day I asked my uncle Luther, who was
a socialist and therefore a great reader. And
he told me that it was the Black Country, and
that the joke was on Charles Dickens for having written in one of his books, that the Black
Country had filled little Nell and her grandfather with a dismal gloom and melancholy,—
which made me think that Charles Dickens
must have been daft. Because I lived in the
Black Country, and I wasn't gloomy or melancholy.
But the road I liked best was the one which
the sign said took you to The Bluebell Wood.
That way took you up Dog Kennel Lane, past
all the big houses of the gentry, out into the
lanes and fields of Worcestershire, where, as
my mother said, 'You could live under the
Lord's sky of Reckitts blue and listen to the
birds singing without mithering your head
about your brasses getting tarnished with fumes
from the Chemical Works,' when my father
took us on day long rambles
But I seem to have lost my place. My
mother was always asking me where I had
got myself to, when I went off into one of
my daydreams.
Mrs Dorricott only opened her shop on a
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Friday—on account of that being the only day
of the week when the people who liked faggots
had any money to buy them. And because
most people had to wait til! the bread-winner
came home with his pay packet before they
had a penny to bless themselves with, she
didn't start serving her hot vitals till all the
factory bulls down the Hollows and Oldwick
way blew five o'clock to tell the men to knock
off work. But she was open for taking orders
and for the serving of her cold meats—if anyone should have the money to buy them.
I was early on the scene—my mother having
packed me off with our jug and basin as soon
as I got home from school—to get me out of
the house while she and Ernie had their weekly
in the tin tub on the hearth in front of the
kitchen fire. Sometimes Mrs Dorricott could
be bothered with having me hanging about inside her shop till the bulls blew, and after I
had given her our order and handed over our
jug and basin, she would tell me to take my
hook. Not that I minded. I could always put
in an hour with my nose pudged against her
little window with my mouth watering as I
feasted my eyes on black puddings and red
polonys, tripe and chitterlings, pigs trotters and
cow-heels and hunks of boiled cows udder—all
trimmed up with sprigs of parsley . . . 'To
make the trotters and cow-heels feel as if
they'm still in the Lord's pastures green,' as
Mrs Dorricott once told me when I asked her,
why she decorated her good things up with
parsley?
This afternoon there was no one in the shop
when I got there. But as soon as I opened the
door, the string that worked the clanger bell,
set it ringing as if I was trying to call out the
Fire Brigade. Mrs Dorricott came toddling in
all of a fluster. Then as soon as she saw that
it was me she pretended to go limp.
"Well, drat me buttons," she said, rolling
her eyes and sighing as if I was the bane of
her life. "Look what the cat's brought in. If
it ain't that young Fred Jukes again. An' what
is youm a-wantin' today?"
I liked Mrs Dorricott. She was stout and
motherly, with a plump face that always reminded me of the apple dumplings my mother
filled us up with when the pippins were in and
going cheap on the hucksters barrows. And
she knew our order as well as I did, but she
never once denied me the pleasure of saying:
"Mum wants three penny faggots an' a
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pen'orth o' peas an' three pen'orth o' chickerlings for me dad," all in one breath as I had
been saying to myself all the way up Claybank.
"It shall be as you say, Fred. Gimme your
jug an' basin. The faggots won't be ready yet
awhile."
I was very shamefaced when I handed over
our jug and basin—on account of there being
no money in our jug. My mother was skint out,
but she had sent me up as usual, because she
didn't want my father to know that, and so
was hoping that Mrs Dorricott would let her
have the faggots and peas and chitterlings on
the strap till my father paid her her housekeeping money.
It wasn't often that my mother was skint
out. But she had gone in for a fancy flowerpot from Ansell's crock shop up at the Cross.
She had had her eye and her heart set on this
flower-pot for a long time, saying that she
would like it for the aspidestra we had in our
parlour window . . . "For I'm sick o' seein'
me aspidestra in that old clay-pot with a bit
o' red crepe paper round it stuck in me window," she said to me.
So on the previous Friday night, when we
had been up at the Cross doing the weekend
shopping, and we had again stopped to look
at this flower-pot in Ansell's window, I had
said: "Well, if youm struck with it. Mum,—
why don't you go in an' price it?"
"Ah, I think I will," mother had said, plucking up her courage. "Your father can on'y bite
me head off once."
We had gone into Ansells and. Miss Annie
Ansell, who was very mannish and tweedy and
superior, had taken this pot out of the window
and let mother get her hands on it.
"It is best Staffordshire glaze," Miss Annie
had said. "But I feel I must correct you, Mrs
Jukes. It is not a flower-pot; but what is called
a jardiniere."
My mother was more impressed by the filigree pattern of leaves and the ring of red roses
round the lip of the pot, than she was with the
fancy name Miss Ansell mouthed. But I took
note of that word jardiniere because it was a
new one to me, and I thought that it might
come in handy one day to impress our teacher,
old Sally Fry, when she gave us what she called
'written expression'.
"Its a lovely thing," mother said. "You feel
the crock, Fred. It's got a bit o' quaUty about
it."
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"I could let you have it for half-a-crown,"
Miss Annie said, while I was feeling the quality
of the crock.
"Oh, I couldn't afford that. I couldn't dream
of payin' more than 'tanner'," mother said. "I
just ain't got it."
Mother looked and sounded very sad, like
she was saying goodbye to her loved one, and
I thought that was the end of the flower-pot,
and I was sad too. But Miss Annie said:
"Well, I could let you have it on terms, Mrs
Jukes. And seeing as its you, I'd be willing to
take sixpence down—and the balance at threepence a week plus interest."
Mother wasn't interested in the interest, and
after we had worked things out between us,
wondering what my father would say, mother
hung onto the pot and the deal was made.
Well, you should have heard my father when
he saw this jardiniere and found out that
mother had gone into debt for half-a-crown—
plus interest—to get it.
"Half a dollar for a bleedin' flower pot!" he
exploded in his big voice, going white in the
face. "Where'd you think we get the money
from? Anybody'd think as we was bloody
millionaires the way you throw it about. You
seem to forget as it me as as got to earn it
sweating me heart out on that big 'ommer in
front of a furnace fire all week. An' you throw
away, as if its nothin'. More than I can earn
in half a day . . . ."
Then mother got on her high note and told
my father: "You 'ave your half-pint every
night o' the week—ah! an' your ounce of thick
twist—an' I don't begrudge you. But you begrudge me a bit o' brightness in me Ufe. Well.
I'm 'aving it, Tom, if I got't 'ang for it. An'
I ain't askin' you to pay for me blasted pot.
I'll scrat it out o' me housekeepin' money . . . . "
My father knew what that meant, and refused to be mollified. And he didn't speak to
mother all the weekend to show her that he
was displeased with her. This had given me a
very miserable time, because when my parents
weren't playing speaks they passed on all they
felt bound to say to each other through me.
And with me telling my mother this, and then
having to tell me blasted father that, it made
me feel that I was a bone of contention.
But that wasn't the end of the trouble this
jardiniere caused.
First thing Monday morning, because that
was the day mother did her washing and the
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collectors called, mother portioned out her
money so that she would know what she had
left out of the pound my father gave her, to
live on for the rest of the week, after she had
paid all her dues. She counted out four shilling and sixpence and put that on the rent book
—ready for when the rent man came. Then
there was fourpence for the man from the
Prudential, and twopence on the Rechabite's
card—because she had signed the pledge on
mine and Ernie's behalf, and had also insured
each of us with the Rechabites for a penny a
week against our untimely deaths. Then she set
aside a shilling for gas and one and sixpence
for coal, and threepence to go on Ansell's card
as payment on the jardiniere. Mother then
totted up the money she had left to keep the
house on for the rest of the week. Then all of
a suddent she lost her reason, and said:
"To hell with your father. I'll pay a tanner
off me pot, an' he can go without his bit o'
bacon for the rest of the week."
"Oh, no. Mum!" I protested,—because if my
father had to go without his bit of bacon, it
meant that I would have to go without my slice
of bread fried in bacon fat for my breakfast.
"Don't do that. Mum. Take some money out
of my money-box."
You see, I was earning threepence a week
for taking Mr Wells', next door, dinner down
to the Carriage Works when I took my father's
dinner down to him. And I wasn't allowed to
spend any of that money because I might need
it for a rainy day, or want sixpence to spend
when 1 went on the Sunday School Treat.
But although mother was forever burgling
my money-box with her potato knife when she
wanted a penny for the gas, she set her face
against burgling my box now.
"No, Fred!" she said, tight-lipped and very
determined. "Your father calls me pot a luxuary. Well, he can help to pay for it by goin'
without his luxuary. The old varmint will have
no bacon for his breakfast this week. He'll
have bread an' scrape the same as the rest on
us."
Which just shows you how things can come
about. Because all that is why there was no
money in our faggot jug.
But Mrs Dorricott was very understanding.
She said: "Your mother's a bit short, is her,
Fred?"
I could only nod my head, because I was
feeling my position.
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"Ah. Well, don't let it get you down. I know
what its like. But you tell your mother as its
all right. I'll strap her up. I know as her'll pay
me as her's got it."
A bit different, I thought, to Mr Gittings,
the manager of the Colonial Stores. He would
have wanted to know the ins and outs of all
our business before he would strap mother up
for so much as a twopenny packet of tea.
I thanked Mrs Dorricott for her kind understanding, and then when I made no move to
go out of her shop, she said:
"Well, if you ain't got nothin' better to do
than stand there like a stuffed dummy, you
may as well go through an' have a word with
Dora an' Mister."
I had been waiting for that invitation, and
now that I'd got it I was under the counter
and through the kitchen and into the Dorricotts' scullery like a shot.
Mister was sitting there cripped up in his
chair with his head on one side, and Dora was
going for the lick of her life mincing up livers
and lights and scrag-ends of meat for faggots,
—for they did a roaring trade in them on
Friday nights.
Dora was twice my age—which made her
sixteen. But she looked and sounded a lot
older—on account of her being the spitting
image of her mother, and having all her
mother's ways and sayings.
"Well, drat me buttons," she said, when I
ran in. "Look what the cat's brought in, dad.
Its that young Fred Jukes again—the babby
as never cried."
Dora always had to put that last bit in to
remind me that she had nursed me when I
was a baby in long clothes. I didn't like being
reminded. But as she knew what I was after,
and was already reaching for a saucer and a
spoon to give me a morsel of faggot swimming
in rich brown gravy that was coloured and
flavoured and thickened with burnt sugar, I felt
that it was more than my place was worth to
chide or cheek her.
"There y'are," Dora said, giving me my titbit. "Get from under me feet and tuck it into
ya'. Ah! An' lets 'ope as it'll put a bit o' fat on
your bones, for youm as thin as an 'errin."
It worried Dora, who was plump as a dumpling, that I was on the skinny side. And with
me being fair skinned and snowy haired she
had got it into her head that I hadn't fully
recovered from the bout of pneumonia that
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had laid me low when I was two years old.
Dora never tired of telling me how she had
seen old doctor Flint and my Granny Jukes,
the mid-wife, drag me from death's door with
steaming kettles and hot bran and linseed
poultices. I hadn't been poorly since, but Dora
would have it that I still had a 'residue o'
sommat' on my chest—on account of me being
skinny.
Mr Dorricott sat shrivelled up in his armchair near the big kitchen range where, even
though he couldn't turn his head to see if any
of the cooking pots were burning, he could at
least smell them. He had two long handles on
his chair so that Dora and her mother could
carry him from place to place like the Indian
slaves carried their Rajah about when he was
stricken by the gout. I went and sat on one of
the handles at the front of Mr Dorricott's
chair, in a position where I could keep an eye
on the cooking pots, and Mister could see me
and talk to me if he felt like talking. Not that
he had much chance of getting a word in with
Dora, for she was one of those who thought
she had to keep talking to keep her father
alive. And what Dora was on about was of
no more interest to her father than it was to
me. Mister closed his eyes and I gave the peapot a stir. Dora was going on about my mother
going to have a baby, and that mother was
hoping that this time it would be a girl, because, as Dora said: "Your mother's had
enough of lads with havin' to put up with you
an' Ernie."
I didn't take any notice. If I thought anything at all about my mother going to have
a baby, it was only to suppose that I'd have
to put up with my new brother or sister like
I'd had to put up with Ernie who was a
blasted nuisance to me. And anyway, from
what I could see and hear, women and girls
were always having babies; and then when
they'd got them they were always complaining
about their husband or some man, and then
going on about having another mouth to feed
—so I didn't know why they bothered to have
babies.
But I was happy enough to let Dora rattle
on while I kept my eye on the pea-pot and
breathed in the savoury smells of Thyme and
sage and onions. Mrs Dorricott cooked those
bluish peas that came in a packet with a cube
of carbonate of soda to put the green back in
the peas. It told you on the packet to soak
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these peas for twenty-four hours before attempting to cook them. If you didn't do that,
these peas would bounce on your plate like
nanny-goat droppings. Not so Mrs Dorricott's
peas. She soaked hers for days and then cooked
them till they melted down to a green mush
that slipped down your gullet like cream.
At last, Dora had to stop talking to draw
breath. And then Mr Dorricott nudged me, and
said:
" 'Ave your father bin sayin' anythin' about
the trouble what's a-brewin?', Fred?"
I didn't know what Mr Dorricott was talking
about. Not that it mattered, because Dora
never gave me a chance to get a word in, even
if I'd had one to put in, which I didn't.
"Oh, dad!" Dora chided, as if she was annoyed with her father for daring to open his
mouth. "What do ya' want to be mitherin' your

head about that for?" she went on in a rare
old paddy. "You drive yourself dotty."
Mr Dorricott was as helpless as a baby,
quite unable to do a hand's turn for himself.
But to see the way he was twitching and
struggling and going on now, you would have
thought that the Lord had commanded him to
take up his bed and walk. Then all of a sudden
he gave voice, and thundering like Job, he
said:
"I'll thank you not to talk like that to me,
Dora me gel. I ain't dead yet, ya' know. No!
Nor I ain't lost interest in a-wantin' to see
justice is done."
Dora was properly quelled; and for the first
time in my life I saw her shut her trap without bursting herself to get the last word in.
I was astounded. That's why I remember the
occasion so well.
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Horace Clive Miller, co-founder of MacRobertson Miller Aviation Company, was one of the pioneers of aviation in Australia. This extract from
his memoirs. Early Birds, being published by Rigby, deals wich an episode
after his return from service in France with the Australian Flying Corps
during the 1914-18 war.

The aerodrome at Richmond, to be resumed
by the Air Force in 1925, was then deserted,
its big hangar set in a great paddock, a three
mile walk from the local hotel. The huge steel
doors yielded at last to my struggle and as they
rolled open startled birds and bats clamoured
in noisy alarm and mice went scuttling for their
holes. I had seldom felt so alone as when I
stood surveying the dusty, cobweb-festooned
interior that some six years before had resounded to Billy Stutt's infectious laughter and
the youthful voices of his trainee fliers.
Assembling the wings and hauling the motor
up on its mounts with a rope and tackle seemed
almost impossible single-handed, but in a week
or so the job was accomplished. I then pushed
the Bristol outside and tried to start her up
but could get no more than a kick each time
I turned the magneto starter. By the end of the
day I had actually worn a track running
around the wing to the propeller and I had
then to push the machine back and tackle
those dreadful doors again. They must have
weighed tons and they kept coming out of the
guides at the side so that I had to climb up
the framework of the building to lever them
back. I was weary, footsore and dispirited when
I reached the hotel that night.
Next day, however, after several hours' work,
the engine came to life with such a burst of
power that the tail lifted and the machine almost stood on her nose. I sprinted round and
jumped into the cockpit, just in time to save
her. Opening the throttle for test brought a
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steady surge of power. She then leapt into the
air, climbed like a rocket and cruised along at
140 miles an hour.
The following morning I closed the doors
with a sigh of profound relief and took off for
Melbourne, feeling happy and free as a bird.
I had not gone many miles, however, when a
deluge of hot, blinding-black castor oil struck
me full in the face and within a few minutes a
nine gallon tank was pumped out into the
cockpit at a pressure of one hundred pounds to
the square inch.
How I managed to struggle back to the
landing ground at Richmond I hardly know,
but once there I found that a packing had been
blown out owing to high pressure on the pipe
leading to the overhead camshaft. It did not
take me long to fix that, but it took all day
to clean the oil from the plane, and I had then
to get more oil to fill up again. Once more 1
toiled on those terrible doors, put the plane
away and trudged off to the hotel, feeling tired
and sick.
Next day all went well. I crossed the Blue
Mountains in a flash and landed at Cootamundra, looking like a tramp in my worn shoes
and filthy, oil-soaked clothes. On presenting
myself at a hotel where I had stayed before,
I was eyed with suspicion and told there was
no accommodation. Then as I grinned through
the grease, recognition dawned and I was given
the best room available. I no doubt looked
like a pauper, but I owned a plane fit for a
king, with a shining new engine that sang over
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the sunburnt plains and purred above the
mountain peaks.
By the time I reached Melbourne my bank
account had shrunk to fifty pounds and as the
machine was heavy on fuel and required a type
of oil and spare parts that were not always
available, I felt it was not suitable for private
charter work.
In Melbourne I ran into Hudson Fysh, managing director of Qantas that had begun operations in Queensland the year before. I had been
impressed with his actually having got a service operating between Charleville and Cloncurry and was sorry to hear that he was now
in real trouble.
They had started out with two Armstrong
Whitworths, one of which—the Big Ack-W—
they had purchased from myself, but these,
being war machines, slightly modified for
passengers, gave poor performance in the tremendous heat of northern Queensland and
rarely got above five hundred feed. Qantas had
pinned their hopes on a Vickers Vulcan ordered from England which on arrival at Longreach had proved a bitter disappointment. This
was not a complete surprise to me as I had
happened to be at Point Cook negotiating for
some spare aircraft parts when the Vulcan had
arrived from England.
The machine was a biplane, nicknamed "the
Flying Pig", since its fuselage was a large
barrel-shaped cabin that bulged in the gap between upper and lower wings. The cabin, however, upholstered in dove grey with satin braid
finishings, was incredibly elegant and luxurious
for those times, and together with the Rolls
Royce Eagle engine, caused quite a sensation.
The pilot chosen by Vickers to assemble,
test and deliver the machine to Qantas was one
Geoffrey Wigglesworth and from what was
soon learned about both this man and the
machine we could understand why. Wigglesworth was afraid of nothing and nobody and
if anyone could have put that clumsy crate
through the required tests it was he. As I was
later to discover for myself, he neither boasted
nor bluffed. He was simply indifl'erent to
authority or the feelings of his fellow men. He
would brook interference from no man on
earth and any reputation as a fighter another
might enjoy did not concern him in the least.
As soon as I saw him at Point Cook I recognised him as the one-time secondhand car
salesman in London who had sold Harry
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Hawker his Gregoire. Later he had come into
the limelight when negotiating to start a one
man air force for some monarchy in the
Middle East. He had bought all the aircraft
from Disposals and was about to ship them
off when Britain remembered her special interest in the welfare of this oil-producing land
and swiftly cancelled the project.
I had delayed rather longer than necessary
at Point Cook to watch the Vulcan assembled,
during which process no one, except under
Wigglesworth's special direction, and then only
with reluctance, was permitted to place a
finger on the machine.
After it had been test flown, Wigglesworth
took off for Longreach, leaving us guessing
whether the aircraft would comply with the
required trials, or whether the sale would be
called off. I had since heard the rest of the
story from a D.C.A. officer named Howard
who had flown with him to Queensland.
Great publicity had been given this luxurious
machine and excited preparations had been
made to welcome its arrival. Leading newspapers had arranged with Qantas to fly reporters with the aircraft to Longreach. They
came prepared to extol the wonders of flight
in this aerial palace, but they had not reckoned on Wigglesworth, who made them clean
and brush their boots before entering the aircraft and brusquely reprimanded them for
fingering the upholstery.
Civil Aviation had detailed Howard, an experienced Australian engineer, to assist the
pilot but Wigglesworth regarded him with undisguised scorn and declared he knew all there
was to know about both the aircraft and its
engine.
The first day's flight towards Queensland
was extremely rough for, as the machine did
not have power enough to surmount the
clouds, it had to bump along underneath. By
the time it landed at its first refuelling stop, the
airsick reporters had let notebooks and pencils
slip to the floor and had violently defiled the
dove grey uphostery and lush carpet.
When Wigglesworth emerged from his
cubby-hole he surveyed the scene with horror
and, uttering a howl of rage, cast the despoilers from his temple, declaring in unprintable language that they could walk to Longreach, or back to Melbourne if they liked, but
that they would never set foot in his machine
again. Howard, the only one who had stood up
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to the bumping, was allowed to remain on
suffrance.
This little incident put the press in querulous
mood and the machine got little further publicity—at least of a complimentary nature.
In spite of Wigglesworth's knowledge of the
Rolls engine, this one ran roughly and generally
misbehaved. He checked magnetos and carburettors, but still could not get it to purr contentedly. Howard had long given up trying to
offer advice, and lay sleeping under the wing
while Wigglesworth gave utterance to the bluest
language heard in a country never noted for
mildness of tongue.
The arrival of the Vulcan was to have been
a red letter day for Charleville. The Shire President had his speech prepared, the ladies had
formed a committee to serve tea, while Qantas
officials stood ready to introduce their exciting
new acquisition.
Local bars had been crowded with western
Queensland pastoralists, bushmen and townspeople, but when the Vulcan was heard overhead there was a stampede towards the aerodrome. Cars and trucks skidded to a stop
inches from the wings of the machine, but
there was nothing visible of the pilot except
his behind over the engine cowling. The Shire
Clerk wiped the sweat from his brow, cleared
his throat and shouted to Wigglesworth:
"The President is waiting over at the booth
to welcome you. Sir."
Without raising his head, Wigglesworth
shouted back:
"Tell the President he can kiss my bloody
arse!"
Queenslanders were then far-famed as hard
living, hard drinking and hard swearing, but
this fairly set them back on their heels. After
a short, shocked silence, they began to disperse
to the town, to foregather once again in the bar
and discuss this queer bird who had descended
among them.
Later in the evening Wigglesworth, covered
with grease and dirt, arrived in town, walked
into the crowded bar and stood for a moment
surveying the assembly with open contempt.
"What are all you convict bastards drinking?" he asked.
There was an uncertain silence. No one came
forward to defend this slur on his ancestors.
There was a quality in Wigglesworth's unconcern for his fellows that disarmed the most
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warlike spirit. All named their drinks quietly.
I was later to hear him call strong men names
calculated to start a free-for-all in any bush
pub, but I never saw one who attempted to call
his hand.
He arrived at Longreach with the Vulcan,
spent a few days trying to tune up the engine
and then proceeded to carry out the acceptance
tests. As usual the temperature in this gibber
plain country was well over ninety. Longreach,
set down in this vast gibber plain like a toy on
a huge floor, derived its water supply from
the Thompson River, some miles out on the
vast, practically treeless plain. Kite hawks
soared and circled continuously over the buildings, gaining height without a flutter of the
wing, by sitting on the hot currents and rising
effortlessly in slow spirals until they were mere
specks in the blue.
Wigglesworth had watched these hawks for
hours and when the time came for the climb
test, he chased every flock off its rising currents
in an attempt to get the required height. But
it was to no avail. The test failed completely
as it proved beyond doubt that the machine
was incapable of attaining the contracted height
and that if carrying the stipulated payload
would certainly be incapable of attaining the
necessary altitude in the Queensland summer.
Hudson Fysh had therefore come to Melbourne to interview the Vickers representative
for cancellation of the Vulcan contract and
had reached an agreement that this company
would pay all expenses incurred and £1000
damages. This was satisfactory enough but did
not solve their urgent need of aircraft. That
was where I came in.
"Well, Huddy," I said, "you're stuck with an
air service and no aircraft and I'm stuck with
an aircraft and no service. Maybe we can help
each other out."
The deal was struck then and there. The
Vickers cheque was mine provided I delivered
my Bristol to Qantas at Longreach at my own
risk—and fast.
At dawn next morning, regretful at having
to part with this good little machine but glad
of the prospect of having a thousand pounds
once more in my bank account, I was purring
along on the way north.
Somewhere over the Queensland border I
ran into heavy rain and low cloud obscured
much of the ground. When still some distance
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from Charleville I was startled to find that my
main petrol tank had given out and I had to
turn to the emergency which held only enough
for half an hour's flight. It is remarkable how
swiftly half an hour can flash past when one
is running short on fuel.
The scud began to thin out but over an
expanse of about fifty miles I could see nothing
below except an unrelieved vista of grey-green
scrub. Knowing that the engine would cut out
in a matter of minutes and cursing myself for
having agreed to deliver the plane at my own
risk, I made ready to land. It was no use picking out any particular spot below, as the country was all the same and all bad. There was
nothing left for it but to come down and hope
for the best.
As I neared the ground, as if by magic the
last remaining patch of scud dispersed revealing the white roofs and aerodrome clearing of
Charleville.
I landed in a quagmire. The rain had damaged the fabric and varnish which covered the
propeller, so I spent next day on repairs and,
in no mood for further risks, determined to
await perfect weather.
I came in over Longreach at a cold twelve
thousand feet up and circled down in great
sweeps over the vast and featureless gibber
plains. A blast of heat hit me as I came down
and the greeting of the directors and pilots of
the Qantas staff was correspondingly warm.
Hudson Fysh with Qantas Captains Tom Back
and Fred Haig hailed me as I lifted my
goggles:
"What's it like up there? We haven't been
more than a thousand feet for months!"
Hudson then asked me to take two of the
directors for a flight in their new machine.
I agreed, but remembering my recent narrow
escape, became businesslike.
"What about my thousand quid?"
Hudson seemed surprised at this request, but
promptly made out a cheque for the promised
sum.
"Right!" I said. "She's yours now. Up we
go!"
This flight convinced the directors that they
had made a good deal. Their engineers built
a little cabin over the passengers' compartment
and the machine ran their service almost alone
for some time.
My immediate task over, I adjourned to the
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Longreach Hotel, where Wigglesworth had remained, mostly in the bar, since the failure of
his Vulcan test some weeks before. My appearance galvanised him into some thought of action as he admitted he needed a companion to
get the Vulcan back to Melbourne and thought
I might serve the purpose. This was all right
with me as I preferred the idea of returning
by air to that of taking the long journey by
train and the thought of a flight in the Vulcan
with this unusual character rather intrigued
me. Besides, there was something pathetic
about the sight of the much publicised machine,
parked in an obscure corner of the hangar, red
dust settling on wings and fuselage, its elegant
interior now of little interest even to its pilot.
I agreed to help clean it up and generally
organise our departure but although Wigglesworth seemed keen enough I found that he
needed constant persuasion. Each day he would
tell me to start work and that he would join
me presently, at which he would disappear into
the bar and apparently forget all about it.
The only citizens to take even a passing
interest in my work on the machine were the
town goats whose regular and curious habits
I had an opportunity to study in some detail.
Whenever I think of Longreach I think of that
motley of solemn-faced, omnivorous goats
whose hard little hoofs had patterned the
gibber plains with a network of winding tracks
and whose teeth had nibbled not only every
blade of grass and every leaf within their extended reach but even the posters outside the
local picture show. I found I could set my
clock by their morning assembly from every
street in the town to browse on the outskirts
until five p.m. when they again passed the
aerodrome in a body and dispersed to their
various homes. When the last goat had disappeared around the corner I knew it was
time to pack up my tools and see who Wigglesworth was insulting back at the pub.
I tackled him finally at daylight one morning before he had time to start on another
day's session. I had had everything ready for
some time, so all he had to do was gather up
his things and step into the machine.
Once in the air he began to shake the liquor
fumes from his great, raw-boned body and it
looked as though all would be plain sailing.
Arriving at Blackall, however, we met the
Qantas mail plane, flown by Fred Huxley,
who said flying conditions were rather bad
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near Charleville. This was excuse enough for
Wigglesworth to have a few drinks while the
weather cleared. By midnight he had seen every
other drinker out to it, and it was only then
that I got him to bed, grumbling about the
poor stamina of "these Australian bastards".
Next morning, to my surprise, I found him
up before me and leaning over the bar. He
was drinking beer rather than whisky as usual,
probably as a friendly gesture to the old downand-out with whom he had palled up. It was
ten o'clock before I got him on board.
When taking off from Blackall he grazed the
ground with the wing tip in a farewell salute
to his friends but the weather was so calm and
clear as we set course to Charleville that I began to enjoy sitting relaxed for once while
someone else did the flying.
I sighted Charleville at last about five miles
to our left but since there was no sign of the
machine's turning towards the town I looked
through a little window into the pilot's compartment. Wigglesworth sat with his head on
one side, fast asleep!
After much banging and shouting, I managed to bring him to life, whereupon he swung
sharply left, and without a circuit of the aerodrome, swept his wheels through the tree-tops
and landed with branches trailing from the
undercarriage. He then turned and started to
taxi back, opening up the engine and careering
down the aerodrome towards the hanger at full
speed. At the last moment he swerved, caught

the building and smashed the tip of the lower
wing clean off.
He seemed a bit upset, and knowing that he
had had no food or sleep, I told him to go off
to the pub, while I got out my tools and set
to work on the damage. With deal and some
steel tubing from an old bicycle, I formed the
tip somewhere near its right shape and covered
it with fabric.
Next day we got as far as Cootamundra,
but there Wigglesworth became ensconced in a
comfortable hotel from which I could not
budge him and I had to finish the journey to
Melbourne by train.
Wigglesworth went back to England with
the Vulcan but returned later to marry a nurse
he had met at the hospital in Bourke. She must
have struck some chord of fondness in this untamed character, but I later heard that the
marriage had broken up, as it was foredoomed
to do.
Some two years later I met Wigglesworth
again on a ship berthed at Outer Harbour in
South Australia. He invited me to his cabin,
poured a small whisky for me and the usual
four fingers for himself and told me something
of his unavailing struggle against the rigours
of outback Queensland. The bush had apparently defeated this bold adventurer as nothing
else had succeeded in doing and he was returning to England—to what he did not say
and probably did not know. I never saw or
heard of him again.

ARCADE
BOOKSHOP

13

TERRACE

ARCADE,

WILLIAM

STREET,

PERTH

Telephone 21 6 0 0 9

PROPRIETORS:

CUSTOMERS

WESTERLY, No. 4 , DECEMBER, 1967

INDIVIDUAL

M. KING & P. McCUTCHEON

ORDERS RECEIVE

PROMPT

ATTENTION

61

on 3ll
BEER IS

62

WESTERLY, No. 4 , DECEMBER, 1967

John K. Ewers

A WRITER IN PERTH
All my life, except for thirteen months
abroad in 1936-7, or occasional visits to Melbourne and Sydney mainly to establish connections with writers, editors and publishers
there, or expeditions—sponsored or private—
into remote parts of Australia in search of an
understanding of this immense continent of
ours, I have lived in Perth. Quite early I decided this was the right thing for me to do.
Before my wife and I went abroad immediately
after our marriage, we discussed the idea that
I might establish myself as a writer somewhere
else. But I rejected this. My literary roots were
by 1936 firmly put down in Western Australia
and there I was certain my destiny lay.
Had I foreseen that thirty years later conditions for the writer in Perth would have so
much deteriorated, my decision could well
have been different.
I want to go back to forty-five years ago
when I left secondary school determined to be
a writer, but electing to take up teaching as a
means of livelihood for the time being. I was
aware of the adult world as yet not open to
me, a world I longed to enter—as a writer.
I do not recall at any stage a rejection of this
adult world which seems to be the attitude of
some youngsters today. At the same time, I
did not regard it in any way as the perfect
society. The lucky result of a competitive examination had given me five years at Perth
Modern School where a band of dedicated
teachers had broadened my horizons, a process which raised doubts in my mind.
But it was an aunt by marriage, Lisbeth,
who really caused me to challenge many of
the accepted values of the adult world. She
introduced me at an early age to a diverse
range of writers like Emerson, Tom Paine,
Henry Lawson, Joseph Furphy, Francis
Thompson, James Whitcombe Reilly, Oscar
Wilde, Jack London, not to mention a whole
stream of lesser lights, fragments of whose
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writings she had collected and stored in a
number of scrapbooks. Lisbeth laid no claims
to originality for herself. "I am a peddler of
other men's thoughts," she used to say, and
I doubt if even that was an original expression.
1 still have a thick black exercise-book into
which, at my request, she later wrote some of
her favourite poems and aphorisms. It is a
refreshing well to dip into even now when
sometimes the weariness of years tempts me to
complacency and acceptance. It is prefaced
with four lines from Laurence Hope:
Men should be judged not by their tint of skin,
The gods they serve, the vintage that they
drink.
Nor by the way they fight or love or sin—
But by the quality of thought they think.
That perhaps sums up her general philosophy
which was toleration of everything except
shallow or conventional thinking. Politically
she was a radical; spiritually she was a pagan
with a paradoxical interest in comparative religions. In herself, she was thoroughly selfindulgent; in later years a sister-in-law (another aunt of mine by marriage) lived next
door and did all her housework for her while
Lisbeth grew enormously fat, sating herself
with chocolates and other goodies, and entertaining her literary and radically minded
friends. But she was me-indulgent, too. Perhaps
I have built a myth around her, but I remember her as a huge woman, broad-faced, with
arching eyebrows that seemed ever to express
surprise that so much goodness and badness
should exist together in the one world.
"What is man?" she was fond of quoting to
me from somewhere. "An ape who chatters to
himself of kinship with the archangels, while
he filthily digs for ground-nuts." But she could
voice such cynicisms with a smile, just as she
could and often did melt into sentimentality,
then harden into a warning: "As my friend.
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Abbie, used to say, 'Ambition is a glorious
cheat!' " It was a warning I was not prepared
to take much notice of, for I was ambitious
and she did nothing to curb my ambition. Another item in the exercise-book she prepared
for me says the same thing differently: "Two
great tragedies in life: wanting a thing—and
getting it." And another, reflecting no doubt
her Fabian socialism, is headed "A Dean Swift
Gem" and reads: "If you want to know what
God thinks of riches, look at the people he
gives them to." She didn't preach at me, just
tossed quotations into the air to let them fall
where they would. Very often she entertained
me in her own inimitable way with descriptions
of human behaviour drawn from her own observations, and these were original and spiced
with her unbounded sense of the ridiculous.
Many of her letters to me in later years are
filled with such descriptions written in an elaborate back-hand scrawl with the thick J nib
she always used.
Why did she single me out for this special
attention? Perhaps she sensed that here was
ground waiting for the seed. She knew, too,
that there were few books in my home. My
own mother had died when I was six and my
father, an unskilled labourer, had remarried
four years later. My stepmother, who treated
me always as her own son, took in sewing to
supplement the family income and it was her
thrift and careful management that enabled
me to stay at school till I was seventeen. She
and my father tended to regard Lisbeth as a
not very good influence for a growing boy. In
my late teens there were some dreadful rows
at home where the atmosphere was one of conventional church-going. It was not Lisbeth so
much as her husband (my own mother's
brother and an avowed atheist) who sowed
the seeds of revolt there, although he never
managed to persuade me that atheism was not
just as dogmatic as the most narrow forms of
religious belief. Perhaps, being childless, Lisbeth saw me as someone to whom she could
give the direction she might have given a child
of her own. Anyway, there she was, this
"peddler of other men's thoughts", peddling
them as hard as she could to a very eager
young customer.
And there was I stumbling into the Education Department because at the last moment I
couldn't make up my mind to do anything else.
As a result of this somewhat desperate choice
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I was appointed Monitor at a large metropolitan school and given a class to teach from the
very first day with no instruction how to go
about it. The headmaster was a staunch Methodist and a stern disciplinarian. On Sundays
he was a Sunday-school superintendent, on
week-days an ogre. He disliked me and I him.
So much so that at the end of the year, when
my application for a two-year course of training at the Claremont Teachers' College was rejected (perhaps on his recommendation), I was
glad to accept a one-year course just to get out
of his clutches. The end-result of this would be
a small school somewhere in the country. However, during the year of the ogre, I had found
a small weekly publication called The Australian, with its office down a lane off St
George's Terrace, and offered the editor, whose
name I have forgotten, a story which he published under the nom-de-plume I had chosen
of "J. K. Waterjugs". The day it came out,
although only I knew who had written it, nothing the ogre could say or do could daunt me.
He just didn't exist! The Australian published
four stories altogether, all under that nom-deplume, and all without payment. But that did
not matter. I was venturing into the adult
world as a writer. Needless to say, they were
atrociously bad stories. I was then eighteen.
In 1923, studying and practising while at the
Teachers' College occupied my time very fully,
but about August I went down with mumps
which meant three weeks at home. During this
time I studied furiously for an external examination which would qualify me for what was
then called the " B " Certificate of the Education
Department, one grade higher than the "C"
Certificate which I could expect as the result
of my one-year course of training. I passed
both, which meant that for some years to come
I was relieved of worrying about further examinations. During that enforced period away
from College, I had for relaxation read several
volumes of O. Henry and as a result submitted
a very O. Henry-ish story to Aussie, a monthly
publication devoted to Australian humour. It
was pubUshed in October and I received my
first cheque. I had become a professional
writer!
Strangely enough, both The Australian in
Perth and Aussie in Sydney were papers closely
associated with returned servicemen of World
War I, in which I was too young to participate.
My only personal participation had been makWESTERLY, No. 4 , DECEMBER, 1967

ing sandbags during the lunch-hour at primary
school. A more poignant participation was the
death of an older brother in France in 1918.
This left a scar so deep that in the 1930's I
was to turn angrily in public protest against
a suggestion to celebrate Armistice night by
dropping poppies from the ceiling of His
Majesty's Theatre and so turn remembrance
of the loss of a generation into a circus. The
proposal was abandoned but my protest earned
me the lasting hostility of the R.S.L. whose
official organ, when I was later in England,
made some scathing remarks about "fools like
Beverly Nicholls and John K. Ewers"!
From 1924-1928 I was in charge of country
schools, the first at South Tammin where I
lived in a single room provided by the Department and had my meals at the adjacent farmhouse. With no examination worries I was free
to write, once I had completed preparation of
lessons for all grades from Infants upwards—
in itself a fairly time-consuming task. But I
did find time and entered into one of the
strangest literary collaborations that can be
imagined. Working as teamster on the farm
was a man in his fifties, George Walker, who
had run away from his home in Newmarket,
Victoria, at the age of sixteen, and gone to the
Murchison gold rush. From there he had
worked his way south, via Lake Way (Wiluna), to the Yilgarn. George was an extraordinarily fine-looking man, over six feet tall
and well built. Many meeting him for the first
time mistook him for the owner of the farm
instead of the hired labourer. George's trouble,
as I was soon to discover, was his inability to
get past the nearest pub. On one occasion when
he did get to Perth for his annual holiday, he
was back in Tammin before the end of a week,
broke to the world, and spent the rest of his
three weeks in the little town living on credit
in an alcoholic haze. It took him months to
pay back what the publican said George owed
him.
George was a great raconteur, and night after
night I spent in his galvanized-iron, earthfloored room adjoining the stables, listening to
his yarns of the goldfields until he would glance
at his watch hanging on a nail and say, "May
the Lord look sideways on you! Look at the
time! Get along home!" George had never
married. "Butter's too cheap to keep a cow,"
he once told me when I innocently asked why.
His dramatic tales of the goldrush days were
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spiced with racy accounts of exploits with
women, added no doubt for the deliberate
enlightenment of the novice sitting beside him.
Here was rich material for a young writer and
in October of that year. The Australian Journal, a popular Melbourne monthly devoted
entirely to fiction, published the first of the
stories based on his reminiscences. I paid him
with a pound of Dark Venus tobacco.
For this story I again used the nom-deplume, "J. K. Waterjugs". For a second George
Walker story published in December in The
Western Mail, the weekly paper of West Australian Newspapers Ltd, I used my initials. For
a third, published in The Australian Journal in
May, 1925, I used my own name, while the
August issue of that same magazine contained
two George Walker stories, one under my nomde-plume and one under my own name! George
still got a pound of Dark Venus for every
story published, so he began thinking up plots
while driving the plough or the cultivator or
the drill round the paddocks. "I think I've got
a good yarn for you, Bunny," he would say
when I went to his room, and would then outline its plot to me. There was a risk in this.
George was an omnivorous reader—I brought
him home four books a week from the subscription library in Tammin. How many of his
plots were original and how many were in part
borrowed from his reading? I took the risk
willingly, for by the time I had worked them
over they were different again. When each was
finished I would give it to him to read and
criticize. I should perhaps explain that he called
me Bunny because I had bought a dozen rabbit
traps. These I would set on my way home from
school which was a mile or so from the farmhouse. I used to go round them with a lantern
before going to bed, skin my catch, and reset the traps where necessary. In the morning,
on my way to school, I would collect any
others and leave a trail of rabbit skins on wire
frames hanging on the fences. I would arrive
at school with bloody hands and smelling of
rabbits. The youngsters called me Bunny, too,
although I didn't learn this until many years
later. They were a happy bunch of kids, varying in numbers from 12 to 16, and even if I
did in my first few weeks there run into a case
of incest that made headlines in Truth, those
three years at South Tammin were amongst
the happiest of my teaching experiences, and
were later to provide background material for
65

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 beUs
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 Busselton. 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. Writing 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
Mad, 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 enthusiasm, touching the scales at a mere 9 i
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, although I continued to be interested in educational 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
Mad, 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 approach, 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. television producer, Storrie Walton), as gobetween. When we meet today we invariably
talk about D.D. Braham whom she admired
immensely and with whom, I gather, she frequently discussed the contributions I handed
in. In those days the inside organization of the
paper must have been considerably more flexible 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 Australian.
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 interest 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 I
entered. I persuaded the Chief of Staff of The
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West Australian to let me report the six consecutive nights of the Eisteddfod, and had the
pleasant embarrassment in due course of reporting 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 Smith's Weekly, the adjudicator, 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 romantic 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. Everyone 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 sensational kind of story Smith's was then publishing. However, I did think sufficiently highly of
this one to include it (updated somewhat) in
the volume. Harvest, published many years
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 Sportsman 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 explanation, said, "You'll have to see my publishers", 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 Letters", into something that raised the status of
The West Australian to the forefront of Australian dailies, a position I regret to say it does
not occupy today. Among its regular contributors 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" article 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 standardbearer") and before I knew what had happened 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 afternoon tea with Mrs Fowler of Australian Press
Cuttings and Dr Booth, President of the Australian 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 contemporary 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 conversation. 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 mention 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 I 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-deplume of "Mopoke". When I sent him notes
on my observations of bird, animal and insect
life I discovered the man behind the "nom-deplume". At that time insects, in particular,
fascinated me and for a while I seriously contemplated giving up school teaching and becoming an entomologist. I did actually apply
for a couple of field jobs but lacked qualifications. 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
I sent him were then unknown to science. I
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 in68

truder among the scores of insect-filled glasstopped 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 Uved 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 I 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. Upheld 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 corrrespondence 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. I 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 reference he gave me before I left for England he
described as "the fore-runner of Adult Education in Western Australia". The idea was to
get authorities in various branches of literature
to draw up lists of books and then to circulate 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 I was to be a writer, then I felt I 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,
I persuaded H. J. Lambert to let me begin a
feature called "Australiana" which would review any new Australian books of interest
that came into the office. For this I used the
nom-de-plume, "Telamon", which I 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."
I 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
K.B. 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 discussable, 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, Nettie 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 I confronted the genial Charles
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Baumgartner who welcomed the idea that I
might continue in the Daily News. I 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 I
use my own name and this I did until he
returned to Melbourne. Alas, his place was
taken by a new Pharaoh 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 process of becoming articulate in his own community and getting known there at the same
time as he was reaching out to a wider audience 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 assessments, 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 Australian literature through the sympathetic interest 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 sequence 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 booksellers encouraged me when I was young,
allowing me to roam among the books on display, 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 Coonardoo and M. Barnard Eldershaw's A House
Is Built shared first prize. My novel didn't
even rate an honourable mention! Three English 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 pubhsh myself. Porter & Salmon 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 heartbreaking 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 Mad 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 fiancee 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
I 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 suppUes 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 hterary critics rightly found
it lacking. Its success prompted me to go ahead
with a new novel based on my father's recollections 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 published The Story of the Pipeline, an account of
C. Y. O'Connor'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 octavosized book, not upright but spread lengthwise
with the type in two columns, bound in a blue
cover, tied with a gold ribbon and retaihng 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 woeful price—shocking—outrageous even. Dammit, I could shriek at it as a piece of impertinence." 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 shilUng!" Mr Saunders was heartbroken 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 produced 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 I went abroad, returning to Perth in September, 1937. I resumed
life as a teacher and a writer until May, 1947,
when I resigned from the Education Department 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 communicate 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 monopoly of the daily and evening newspapers. It
has ceased to publish poems or short stories
in any of its publications. It hardly ever publishes 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 newspaper, 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 Afternoon", by Griffith Watkins. The judges. Miss
Mollie 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 Weekend News do? It pubUshed 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 writing. 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 expansion, but never a word of any kind of encouragement to writers like that provided by
the Governments of New South Wales, Victoria and even little Tasmania! In this the
Government of Western Australia is no different 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 I advise any young writer
I meet today to leave Perth. 1 do this most
reluctantly, because I believe sincerely that a
community lias need of its writers and that
every one of them who goes away is the community's loss. As things are today there is
nothing here for him, but a desperately lonely
life 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
quarterly 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 wasteful directions. But I found it helprul. Today in the
mass media of printed communication the
writer in Perth is inarticulate in his own community.
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WHAT IS THE

CRITIC?

The Critic is a critical journal published in Western Australia approximately every three w^eeks.
WHAT IS IT TRYING TO DO?
The Critic, novi' in its seventh year of publication, tries to cover every
literary, artistic, musical, cinematographic or cultural event of worth, providing 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 nev*^
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
your 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,
Levmson Buildmg, Hay Street, Perth; University Bookshop, Nedlands.
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