






























































































































































































































































ungainly fowls coursed the succulent grass-
hopper before the bar door; a moody, dis-
tempered goat rubbed her ribs against a
shattered trough roughly hewn from the
butt of a tree, and a matronly old sow of
spare proportions wallowed complacently
in the dust of the road, surrounded by
her squealing brood.

The scene is set with a deliberately assembled
description, in which Dyson seeks a comic
effect through a facetious tone and a piling
up of detail. The main influence on the style
would seem to be Dickens, probably by way
of Bret Harte. Dyson’s opening clamours for
attention, and announces in no uncertain terms
that this is a story. The voice that we hear
in the prose is that of the nineteenth century
magazine Wwriter.

Contrast the opening of Lawson’s The
Drover's Wife, an early story which Mr
Stewart includes here:

The two-roomed house is built of round
timber, slabs, and stringy-bark, and floored
with split slabs. A big bark kitchen standing
at one end is larger than the house itself,
verandah included.

Bush all around—bush with no horizons,
for the country is flat. No ranges in the
distance. The bush consists of stunted,
rotten, native apple-trees. No undergrowth.
Nothing to relieve the eye save the darker
green of a few she-oaks which are sighing
above the narrow, almost waterless creek.
Nineteen miles to the nearest sign of civil-
ization—a shanty on the main road.

The drover, an ex-squatter, is away with
sllleep. His wife and children are left here
alone.

Four ragged, dried-up-looking children
are playing about the house. Suddenly one
of them yells: “Snake! Mother, here’s a
snake!”

The writing is extremely simple, seeming to be
just a series of notes by a reporter with no
pretentions to “art”. However, the dispassion-
ate surface of the prose should not blind us
to the skill with which our sympathies are
engaged and directed in this opening through
the selection and organization of descriptive
detail. Lawson strips his descriptions down to
essentials, avoiding any overt appeal to the
reader. The roughly-built house, the dreary
bush setting, the absence of neighbours (with
quiet irony Lawson notes that the “nearest
sign of civilization” is a *“shanty”—a bush
pub—nineteen miles away), acquire their sig-
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nificance without the author’s having to insist,
as we learn that the woman is here alone
with her children. That her husband, the
drover, was once a squatter is passed over
here, to be developed later in the story, where
it adds a further dimension to this human
drama. The dependence of the children
(“Ragged, dried-up-looking™ relates the chil-
dren to the poverty and hardship implied in
the physical description of the setting) on the
mother, and the everyday danger with which
she lives is vividly evoked with the cry of the
children on sighting the snake.

There is about such writing an appearance
of casualness, artlessness, that creates a strong
impression of authenticity: the conviction that
has led to claims that Lawson is an outstand-
ing realist. Behind the economy and simplicity
of phrasing in Lawson’s prose is a confidence
in everyday Australian speech. He writes a
story as a man might tell it. Whether he uses a
narrator or not, the style carries the impression
of a natural, unaffected Australian voice. His
best group of stories is the Joe Wilson series,
where the narrator confides in the reader in an
unself-conscious manner. Take, for instance,
the opening of Brighten’s Sister-in-Law:

Jim was born on Gulgong, New South

Wales. We used to say “on” Gulgong—and

old diggers still talked of being “on th’

Gulgong”—though the goldfield there had

been worked out for years, and the place

was only a dusty little pastoral town in
the scrubs. Gulgong was about the last of
the great alluvial rushes of the Roaring

Days—and dreary and dismal enough it

looked when I was there. The expression

“on” came from being on the “diggins”

or goldfield—the workings or the goldfield

was all underneath, of course, so we lived

(or starved) on them—not in nor at ’em.

The apparent digression on the phrase is, of
course a very skilful and unobtrusive form of
exposition, and a means of establishing a re-
lationship with the reader. Many of Lawson’s
stories are ‘“‘yarns”, but a Lawson varn has the
flavour of yearning that is generally absent
from the stories of his Bulletin contemporaries,
in whose hands the yarns is no more than “a
rattling good story” or a neatly pointed anec-
dote. It is the presence of Lawson that enriches
his prose. Whatever his faults—and they are
considerable—he compels attention by the
strength of his feeling for his subject, a
strength of feeling that involves the reader,
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even when the style is quite dispassionate as
in “The Drover’s Wife".

In an article entitled “If I Could Paint”
Lawson listed the human studies that he would
attempt:

My ambition would be to paint Australia as

it is, and as it changes: pictures that Aus-

tralians could look through—and through

a mist of tears, perhaps—back into their

pasts: pictures that Australians could look

through and onward to a brighter and
nobler future. Pictures that the “careless™
joker might stand in front of chuckling
comfortably to himself, and feel less lonely
and cynical in his heart than careless jokers
are apt to feel. Pictures that might soften
hard eyes and mouths, and so ease hard
hearts.
And so on. The vein of feeling once tapped
flows all too readily. The point I want to make
is that Lawson here expresses an ambition to
make people feel—characteristically, to make
them more able to feel love and hope—and
that such an ambition governs his writing. His
interest in a narrative is controlled by his
responsiveness to its emotional possibilities. In
“The Drover’s Wife”, for instance, the episode
of the snake, trivial enough in itself, is the
structural device by which his compassion and
understanding are expressed. Through this par-
ticular episode he can focus the feelings which
the loneliness of the bush arouses in him. The
drover’s wife is anonymous and hardly meant
to be thought of as a character. She is for
Lawson a representative figure towards whom
his admiration and sympathy can be directed.
And it is the sympathy that makes him such a
vulnerable writer, his generosity of feeling,
especially for the weak and the alienated, tend-
ing to block the exercise of critical intelligence
in his rendering of experiences which he found
touching.

Discussion of Lawson frequently gets bogged
down in talk of mateship: Lawson’s insistence
on the value of mateship is the mark of his
limitation in handling the theme of loneliness
and isolation. He felt the bush and its threat
to the individual spirit, but his grasp of this
theme was almost wholly intuitive and con-
fined to relatively simple conceptions, such as
“The Drover’'s Wife”, “Telling Mrs. Baker”,
“Past Carin’ . Lawson has neither the intensity
of Barbara Baynton nor the ironic detachment
of Furphy when he writes of the bush, but he
has a kind of sensitivity that no one else in
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the period shows. The keenness of his feeling
for ordinary people and their experiences is the
basis of his “natural” Australian prose style,
which is his distinguishing characteristic.

What of Lawson’s influence? Steele Rudd,
almost his exact contemporary, learnt from
him, but Rudd is a Lawson reduced to the
level of the anecdotalist, and without his sen-
sitivity. Rudd’s early sketches have worn very
well—“Starting the Selection™ and “The Night
We Watched for Wallabies”, which Douglas
Stewart has included here, have an authenticity
of feeling that disappeared as he relied more
and more on comic formula. Rudd has an
unpretentious style, perfectly suited to the
chronicling of the comedy of a bush family.
And it is this vein that Schlunke, James and
Hackston continue. They are accomplished
story-tellers, and more the heirs of Dyson
and Rudd than of Lawson .

To trace Lawson’s influence through these
two volumes is an interesting exercise. In “The
Lawson Tradition”, apart from Rudd, only
Vance Palmer, Katharine Prichard and Frank
Davison could be described as continuing and
extending the work of Lawson, and of these
Davison is the closest in manner to Lawson.
Palmer is an interesting case, as in his writing
the narrative manner of Lawson is assimilated
to a conscious exploitation of the short story
form. He is more critically aware in his treat-
ment of emotions, more exploratory of charac-
ter and more interested in symbolism than
Lawson; all of which goes to give Palmer a
key position in the development of modern
short story writing in Australia, an importance
which this anthology does not recognize. At
the same time, he fails to reach that easy
simplicity of Lawson’s prose, and falls victim
to his own deliberateness. At his best—in
stories such as Josie—it could be said that he
writes like a man to whom Lawson and the
tradition of Chekhov have been of equal im-
portance.

How significant, then, has been the influence
of Lawson on short story writing in Australia?
The title of Douglas Stewart’s volume, “The
Lawson Tradition”, does not seem to be justi-
fied, as very few of the stories show any
influence of ILawson directly. Of course, Mr
Stewart does not distinguish between the
Bulletin and Lawson. The stories of Edward
Dyson, James Edmond (hardly a story at all),
Price Warung, Louis Becke, A. B. Paterson,
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and Barbara Baynton all appeared in the
Bulletin during Lawson’s period, and owe
nothing to him. The influence of Lawson starts
to appear in the next generation, with Palmer,
Prichard and Davison, as I have mentioned.
Could we call this line a “tradition”? Looking
at the second volume, “The Moderns”, one
finds little to suggest Lawson’s continuing in-
fluence. Gavin Casey and Alan Marshall seem
to be the only writers here whose prose owes
something to Lawson. Casey is, of all Aus-
tralian writers, the closest to Lawson in tem-
perament and in style. But there the direct
influence of Lawson comes to an end. A sub-
stantial number of writers in this volume
continue what I should call the Bulletin line
—Cecil Mann, Helen Meggs, John Morrison,
David Rowbotham, Dal Stivens, Margaret
Trist and Roland Robinson write the kind of
story associated with the Bulletin.

But it is hard to see anything that could be
called an Australian quality in this volume of
modern short stories. Beatrice Davis, whose
Introduction is most helpful, remarks:

A distinctive Australian quality that was a
blend of humour and mateship, of epic
themes and the evocation of the earth, has
vanished or been modified.
And later:
We are citizens of a larger world, and no
longer demand that Australian writing must
be Australian in subject and background.
Writers have accepted their environment
and write from it rather than about it.
This puts the point fairly, I think. But it leads
one to reflect on the absence of distinctively
Australian styles among Australian short story
writers. The Bulletin influence, the strongest
and most continuous influence, is no longer
central, and has produced a very minor kind
of writing. Far from being a strong and crea-
tive influence today, Lawson seems to have
become irrelevant and to be too limited to
be a stimulus. The level of the writing in this
volume is, comparatively speaking, very com-
petent, as one can see by placing it alongside
pre-1940 collections. In spite of the impression
one has that the Bulletin brought to light a
host of talented story-writers about the turn
of the century, the harvest of that period is
very small. More worthwhile short stories
came out of the second period of Bulletin
initiative—the thirties and forties of this
century—but they were, generally speaking,
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written within a convention that had its origins
in the nineties: they view life through the
unsophisticated attitudes of the bush, and
stress the narrative element. That convention
is no longer dominant, but what has taken its
place? Beatrice Davis notes that “a third of
the stories in her volume deal with childhood
evoked or recalled”. It’s an interesting point.
Some years ago, when collaborating on a se-
lection of Australian prose writing, I found
that childhood was a theme which Australian
writers seemed to turn to with especial liking.
Why? Is it that Australian writers feel during
their childhood with an immediacy and full-
ness that deserts them as they grow up? Is it
that they cannot handle the complexities of
adult relationships with the same conviction?

Few of the stories gathered by Miss Davis
confront the contemporary world, even as it
must be known to most of the writers. There
are some distinctive voices—Gavin Casey,
Peter Cowan, Thelma Forshaw, Shirley Haz-
zard, Alan Marshall, Hal Porter and Patrick
White—but only in the stories of Shirley Haz-
zard and Patrick White does one meet a dis-
tinctively contemporary sensibility engaged
with a serious issue. “In One’s Own House”
by Shirley Hazzard is a delicately but firmly
delineated image of modern anguish, which
stands out by its cool elegance. White's “A
Glass of Tea™, with its symbolism and ironic
tone, has a richness of texture conspicuously
lacking in most stories. I don’t want to suggest
that these are the only stories worth reading
-——the other writers I have mentioned are all
concerned in articulating a distinctive vision
—but they seem to do so much more with the
short story form.

The impression that Miss Davis’s selection
leaves is of a lack of experiment and of
vitality among contemporary Australian short
story writers; and I think that this is a fair
representation of the situation. Some stories
might have been omitted and others preferred,
but her selection seems to me to be sound. I
am less willing to accept Douglas Stewart’s
selection. On the grounds of quality I should
have omitted the pieces by Penn-Smith,
Brothers, and Robinson. Hugh McCrae’s
whimsical anecdote also has slight claims, and
I can’t share Mr Stewart’s enthusiasm for the
episode from Norman Lindsay’s Safurdee. But
having said that, I can’t urge very strongly the
claims of any whom he has omitted. Perhaps
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Dowell O’Reilly, perhaps Myra Morris, per-
haps Ernest O'Ferrall . . . I can't feel very
strongly that Mr Stewart should have repre-
sented their work. But Lance Skuthorpe’s “The
Champion Bullock-Driver” should have been
there.

Taken together, the two volumes, leave one
feeling disappointed—but for this the anthol-
ogies are not to blame. Douglas Stewart’s
selection doesn’t bring to light any writers of
consequence that earlier anthologists have
missed—which is to say that I am not con-
vinced by Mr Stewart’s claims for Penn-Smith.
Beatrice Davis's selection confirms what one
had suspected: that, with few exceptions, Aus-
tralian writers of today do not see the short
story as a form in which to attempt a serious
artistic statement.

JOHN BARNES

REALISM IS NOT DEAD:

IT HAS BEEN SEEN
IN BOLOGNA'!

Il tempo dell immagine—Catalogue of the 11
Bologna biennale internazionale della giovane
pittura; with full photographic documentation
and three introductory essays, by Franco
Solmi, Gerard Gassiot-Talabot and Edward
Lucie-Smith, Bolgona 1967, Edizioni Alfa,
3000 lire.

Modern abstract art has done realism the
service of distancing it, putting it in a new
perspective. When twenty odd twentieth cen-
tury painters choose a realistic mode it is not
because they think that the whole essence and
aim of art is imitation, or because they imag-
ine, simply, that ‘we delight to view the most
realistic representations in art’; it is for some
other reason. The variety of these other poss-
ible reasons is demonstrated in the second
Bologna Biennale, where over half the artists
represented painted in a mode that the most
academic critic could call “realistic”, and in
each case used realism as a medium, trans-
parent and lucid, through which to express
something else again.

There is nothing new about this. Realism
has always been a staple of art, a medium
rather than an aim; but mid-twentieth century
realism enables us to see, with particular
clarity, how realistic modes can be used, as
language is used, neutrally and as a means
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of communicating an indefinite wvariety of
messages.

It is instructive and amusing to take an
ideal ordinary man’s view of painterly realism,
and with this as a base line to group the
Bologna exhibitors in order. But the list will
not be simple, a mere ranking. Realism is
the medium; the meaning of each painting is
another thing again. And cross-referring mean-
ings, one begins to produce a network of
groupings, a list of intentionalities, which re-
fuses to behave in any simple way at all. This
is to be expected.

Colville, Monory, Rieti, and Klasen (if one
counts only his Porte entr'ouverte) tie for first
place on our ideal-observer’s scale, with Col-
ville a trifle more realistic than the other two.
Colville’s *poetic camera” presents two images:
one, Wordsworthian and above all empathetic,
of a Crow up Early, where we become the
crow; the other, Truck Stop, celebrative and
emblematic of modern life, a great complex
road-truck set against a thin screen of pines,
with a dog sniffing at one of its vast double-
wheels, and behind it a gas station attendant
with a broken arm in a sling. Here is the
everyday commonplace, the contingent but
tolerable burden of life. Klasen’s door is an
enigma. Like the realistic mode itself, a half
open door seen with piercing clarity is neutral,
transparent, and compatible with any joy, any
tragedy—all that is clear is that some great
emotion has heightened perception. Monory
is a “surrealist naturalist” whose naturalism,
blander even than Magritte’s, merges into
simple magic realism: but, like Tooker, he
explodes the simple presence of objects with
a Doppelginger image, as in Un Autre. He
shatters contexts like any surrealist, as in Le
Plaisir, but in Mian cassant, the image of a
woman fastening her brassiére as seen in a
smashed mirror, Monory reconciles realism
and surrealism in a momentary alliance, anal-
ogous to, but subtly different from Pardi’s
entente between Chirico and the town-planners.

The photograph, black, white and abrasive,
appears, imitated, in the work of Genovés,
whose film strips and odd frames of panics,
insurrections, cabals and executions provide a
comment on what is intolerable in the contem-
porary condition: Genovés gives us Jean-Luc
Godard’s Les Carabiniers frozen, but with no
breath of Brechtian farce to provide even
false relief.
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Fabio Rieti shows us no figures, only a
meticulously painted photograph of a wall
with a barred grating, and an enigmatic
shadow—is it of a statue?—in Angelo Guar-
diano: or cobbled streets worn smooth, with
neat concrete curbs and painted traffic arrows,
overlaid with the same enigmatic shadows. His
Imperavit and Osanna may simply bring to-
gether the full rhetoric of baroque statuary
and the serviceable facts of life into a total
image; or they may warn us, obscurely, of
some unseen danger, of the mortality that lies
in the present moment.

Dino Boschi’s precise cages and wire fences
contain enigmatic crowds, and they sometimes
have ironic titles such as Il tempo libero. Like
Genovés, Boschi demands to be read politic-
ally. These fences may be innocent, but then
again they may not. Boschi parallels, curiously,
Aillaud’s cage-images, but Aillaud’s personages
are all animals, rhinos, snakes, lions and croco-
diles—these last held back by curved spikes
more formidable than their own teeth—totally
alien but contented enough, in a well con-
ducted zoo.

Sarnari’s lovers, nude and presented in the
high tones of over-exposed film stills, are all
close up, enigmatic, romantic exercises in an
eroticism so tender—or so cold—that one feels
oneself standing at a great distance. Sarnari
is an adult at adult cinema. Eroticism, and
what one might almost call morbidezza mor-
bosa, characterize Tindle’s realistic but a-
photographic heads and torsos, and his Glass
with dark rose would be as sensual as it is,
even seen apart from the rest of the oceuvre.

Ferroni can be a kind of surrealist, or he
can, with his Ragazza, produce a timeless
popular poster. The skirt is mini, the pout
post-Bardot, but the proportions are classical:
an icon of the cult of sexual exacerbation, con-
trived within the boundaries of a strict latin
propriety. Gaerreschi combines naturalism of
a hyper-realist sort, faces photographic and
soft and tender enough for a cosmetic adver-
tisement, with lay-out-style patterns and dis-
plays spiked with Hebrew characters: these
are less surreal poéms objets than montages,
and they enfold the viewer in a kind of astrin-
gent charm,

Howarth’s life size rag-people, realer than
the most realistic of tinted and waxed Greek
statutes, fetish objects from a Ray Bradbury
world where, mercifully, the current has not
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yet been turned on, are matched by the in-
credible round-in-flat realism of Gnoli’s pop
images: they are almost trumped by the close-
up of the Double breasted jacket, each button
so very neatly present, or the Armchair drawn
as If to illustrate some Iimmensely precious
object for an archeological journal.

There is not much straight Pop—though
Blake is there and Henri (primitive and slick
at once, and full of obscure menace); but
there is some Romantic realism, Aitcheson’s
negro heads, and McGarrell’s romantic ex-
pressionist figures in interiors. Bosch presides
in spirit over Landini’s lidoscapes, erotic in a
clinical way, with Doppelginger figures and a
sense of pure and eternal panic; these are
matched only by the obscure horrors of
Cremonini where the obscene lurks just beyond
the edge of the frame and threatens our de-
fences at every moment.

Within the given limitations of their realism,
limitations which are to painting much what
the sonnet form is to poetry, these twenty odd
painters have made as many comments on the
human situation.

Dott. Franco Solmi writes in his introduc-
tory essay: “If we admit that the existence of
the artistic image does not consist in its being
—as Heidegger’s man or Robbe-Grillet’s object
—we have to agree that it is something more
than, and different from, its presence . . .”;
and he is, of course, quite correct. What is
the ‘something more’? The exhibition shows
us, if it does not rell us, that this ‘something
more’ which goes along with the artistic image
is an explanation—and there are as many ex-
planations as there are exhibitors—of care, of
significance, of structures, of states of thrown-
ness. The painters, like Heidegger himself, ‘re-
view the situation’, and then they make what
they can of it.

Realist pictures are like sentences, they are
all in a natural language: but, like sentences,
they can say innumerable different kinds of
things. Art is not mere utterance, or mere pre-
sence, but intentionality and intensionality. A
picture means what it can be seen to mean.

The current issue of Art and Australia
(March 1968), contains an interesting retro-
spect on the Antipodean Manifesto of 1959,
written by Barbara Blackman. Read together
this article and the Bologna catalogue have
a great deal to tell us.
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YOUNG WRITERS—-CONTRIBUTORS

David Ambrose—educated Scotch College and
University of W.A. Has “maintained con-
stant war of attrition on settled habits and
academic discipline by random excursions to
foreign lands—New Zealand, India, Pakistan,
Iran, Turkey, Greece, Singapore, England.
Has been truckdriver, wharf labourer, hotel
cellarman, worked with shearing team. At
present, in order to apply it to others, is
learning the Law at W.A. University.”

K. R. Bamford—21—worked in State Library
in Perth. At present in England.

P. Bradstreet—student teacher Graylands
Teachers College.

Andrew Burke—24—educated St. Louis School,
Claremont, W.A. “Encouraged to experiment
with verse at school. At this stage first heard
of Beat Generation writers through Time
Magazine and friend who sat next to me at
school.”

Gavin Burgess—26—graduate in Arts, Univer-
sity of Sydney. Has worked as storeman,
clerk, company representative. Now a
teacher. Travelled in Europe and S.E. Asia.
Poetry in Bulletin, Poetry Magazine, Hermes.

Noeline Burtenshaw—matriculated Swanbourne
High School 1967. At present studying Arts
at University of W.A.

Hal Colebatch—22—politics honours student,
University of W.A. “Once and future journ-
alist.” Poems in The Realist, Poetry Aus-
tralia, Poetry Magazine. *“Interested in
science-fiction, ancient history, norse myth-
ology, surrealism and the German navy.”
At present working on poems, short stories,
first stages of a novel.

Robert Connell—23—engaged in research in
political sociology. Educated Melbourne,
Sydney, U.S.A.,, Melbourne University.
“Marital status—nil: politics—radical: sports
—none: religion—none: drugs—none. Writ-
ing poetry for seven years, published almost
none, believes in transformation of vision of
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Australian society through cultural regenera-
tion started by poetic revolution, hence ab-
hors most of what is written in Australia
today. Searching for the perfect poem but
has not yet got it—quite.”

Terry Counihan—18—second year Arts student,

Melbourne University. Assistant editor Far-
rago, M.U. student newspaper.

Michael Dugan—21—educated Wesley Coll-

ege, Melbourne. Worked in country and in
bookshops in Melbourne. First book (for
children) accepted 1967. Has “published a
couple of dozen articles, one short story, and
one poem’.

H. J. Gaskin—24—born in England, educated

in Malaya and at St. Paul’s, London. Worked
in City of London on leaving school and then
as journalist and teacher in Iran, Turkey and
Irag. At present part-time journalist and full-
time University student.

Ross Haig—educated Scotch College, Perth

and University of W.A. Journalist, and has
worked in radioc. Worked with BBC. Trav-
elled in Europe, Africa, India. At present
working in Hong Kong. Published one book
of verse.

Nicholas Hasluck—25—who also says he is

C. P. Sleet. Graduate in law of University of
W.A. and Oxford. Recently returned to Perth
after three years abroad. Poetry in Westerly,
Poetry Australia, Poetry Magazine,

Bob Hodge—27—Honours graduate in English,

University of W.A., and Cambridge. At pre-
sent doing research in English Literature at
Churchill College, Cambridge.

Wendy Horowitz—21—doing fourth year Eng-

lish at Monash. Came to Australia four years
ago from New York.

Murray Jennings—27—educated John Curtin

High and Fremantle Technical School, and
Technicians Training School. “Hardly indica-
tive of the ‘writers ideal educative require-
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ments’, but then, an alternative education
via people and places can be richly reward-
ing. . . . Lived in such odd places as Cottes-
loe, Sydney, Inverell and Newcastle. Find
most places odd enough to inspire me, es-
pecially after having left them.” Wide range
of jobs, now in commercial radio. Would
prefer to be writing full time—"but I also
like eating”. Married to actress Rosalind
Ord. Writes a column for a Sydney music
magazine.

Viv Kitson—22—journalist in Perth. Part-time
student University of W.A. Poetry in Thrust,
Poetry Australia, Jacaranda Under 25.

Timothy Kline—21—born Tasmania and lives
there. Clerk, interested in boat building and
canoeing. Working on a novel. Poems broad-
cast.

Roger McDonald—26—ABC Education De-
partment. Poetry in Overland, Bulletin,
Poetry Magazine, Poetry Australia, The Aus-
tralian, and broadcast.

Rhyll McMaster—21—began writing when 17.
Has worked in Dept of Agriculture at
Queensland University. Now lives in Hobart
where he has a part-time job as an editorial
assistant with Australian Literary Studies.
Poetry in Poetry Australia, Critical Quarterly,
Jacaranda Under Twenty-Five, The Aus-
tralian.

J. C. Michael (psuedonym)—22—born Boise,
Idaho. Childhood spent in Louisiana and
Oregon. “After graduating from High
School, made some money in pop music
industry. This was invested on an extended
binge in Europe and Africa. In 1965 returned
to U.S.A. Early 1966 it became obvious that,
for persons of my description, America was
uninhabitable.” Now lives in Sydney.

Tony Miller—graduate in Arts, University of
W.A. Going to Cambridge this year to read
English.

J. R. Morris—32—been writing seriously for
the past two years. Victorian State Gowvt.
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Short Story Award 1966. Stories in South-
erly. Age, Australian Letters, Man.

John Romeril—22—part-time student Monash,
where he edits literature club magazine.
“Perhaps, somewhere hidden, there is a place
where I take myself seriously. I am not es-
pecially aware of it. For the most part I
work from an esoteric dictionary that lists
dead events in alphabetical order . . . I have
given the poems titles only because a page
of printed poems without titles looks lousy.”

Graham Rowlands—21—educated Brisbane
Grammar School, now in final year English
honours course University of Queensland.
Writes lyrics, satire, social protest and comic
poems. Believes “art to be a process vitaliz-
ing people’s awareness of life rather than a
series of objects to be aesthetically valued.”
Uses “different genres to give as total ex-
pression to my personality as merciless self
analysis will allow . . . not concerned with
labels or schools of poetry”. Poetry in
Sydney Morning Herald, The Australian,
Southerly, The Bulletin.

C. P. Sleet—hides himself among the other
contributors.

Ian Templeman--30-—educated Wesley College.
Perth; Claremont Teachers’ College. Art
teacher 1959-62. Taught in English Secon-
dary Modern Schools, Berkshire 1963,
Travelled FEurope, North Africa, Israel,
India. Works in Education Dept., Perth.
Paints, foundation committee member CAS
in WA,

Brian Toohey—24—started writing two years
ago while working as graduate-clerk. “In-
terested in song writing, and am making
some movies, but I'm not sure if they're
experimental.”

Delphine Waldron—19—attended Graylands
Teachers’ College, W.A., last year. Now
teaching in the country.

Michael Wilding—taught English at University
of Sydney. Since returned to England.
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Qur grapes fresh from the vine
Pomegranates full and fine,
Dates and sharp bullaces,
Rare pears and greengages,
Damsons and bilberries.
Taste them and try

Currants and gooseberries,
Bright fire-like barberries,
Figs to fill your mouth,
Citrons from the South,
Sweet to tongue and sound to eye:

from Geblin Market.
by Christina Rossetti.

Christina Rossetti’s glowing imagination
could only conjure up exotic delicacies
which in the modern world are available
at every one of Tom the Cheap Grocers
stores throughout Australia.
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