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T. A. G. Hungerford

THE TALISMAN

Looking through the doorway at the crowd of cheeky galahs fossicking around in
the chaffy dirt outside the harness shed, Leo heard the hum of the boss's landrover
as soon as the birds did. While they still stood clicking angrily up the track in the
direction of Larralarrie homestead, he slid off the pile. of cornsacks and put a heel
on the butt of his half-smoked cigarette. Wonga, the white overseer, creased into
total invisibility the pale. blue eyes which usually featured only as glittering inserts
in his mahogany face.
"Action stations," he said, cryptically, with a tinge of the controlled rancour
which edged most of what he said. The two aborigines in the shed grinned widely
at him, and Leo followed suit, but guardedly: he still didn't know, really, when a
joke was intended.
The birds took off in a blush-pink screech of rage a split second before the Boss
pulled up. He leapt out of the driver's seat as if he'd just located a black snake
beneath it-his usual antic-and propped in the doorway ... short and barrelly,
horseman's tiny feet, face brick-red to the pale band where his hat settled.
"Wonga," he said, without any preliminaries. "You ready to go?"
"Vh-huh."
The Boss moved further into the shed, and once more the doorway framed the
churned red yard of morning, the weathered grey fences, the dozing, white-veined
trees by the river-bed. "I dropped in by Cow Spring, yesterday, on my way back
from Millabulla. The cattle-trap up there's had the dick. One of those big bastards
out of the gorge must've wandered in, and then busted his way out again ... up
in the north-eastern corner where we fixed it before Christmas. You know?" Wonga
nodded. "Well ... by the look of the tracks, he must've let half-a-dozen others out
as well, the motherless hooer. I want you to go out and fix it properly this time ...
no, I'm not blaming you for it's being broken now. We just didn't make it strong
enough. But next time one 0' those big sods gets in there, I want him-Jesus, they're
worth dough, these days, even if they are old enough to vote!" His bloodshot blue
eyes blazed with rage, or cupidity; or maybe just with excitement at the thought of
yarding one of the legendary fence-breaking outlaws from the gorges, Leo wondered, looking at him sideways with a smile in his. mind. Sometimes he felt like the
Boss's father. "Take your blanket roll and some tucker," the Boss went on. "Doss
at Cow tonight, and then you'll have a head-start to do over the mills at Ram's
Well and the Twelve-mile, tomorrow. OK?" Wonga nodded again, and the Boss
turned to go out to the landrover. "Oh ..." he said, as if in afterthought; although
Leo, watching him, knew that it wasn't. "Take Leo with you-he can make himself handy."
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Wonga had been slouched against the saddle-rack, one hand absently fondling
a satiny pommel, listening more with his slitted eyes than with his ears. Jerking
suddenly erect, now, he followed the Boss through the doorway-dirty woollen
check shirt, flat, skinny back as wide as an ice-chest, bowed legs in stiff new jeans;
he was fifty-five if he was a day, and he. could do anything that needed doing on
a station, and he could still ride anything led up to him-four legs or two, the
wags opined in the bar in town, when the talk got around, as it inevitably did, to
the characters of the Nor'-west. Leo knew exactly why he had gone out after the
Boss, and his heart shrank. He heard Wonga demand-perhaps thinking that the
noise of the running engine would drown out his words: "What the hell's that
for ... I pull the short straw, or something?" The Boss mumbled something in
reply, and then Wonga again: "Gimme one 0' the yammagees-I want somebody
can help me on a job like this. OK, OK, I know the poor bastard's willing enough,
but you can't spend half your life in a flaming reffo camp somewhere in bloody
Europe and then ... Jesus, have a heart!"
The smile died out of Leo's mind, and he listened unhearing to the further hum
of words and motor from outside. The Boss, and Wonga and the black boys, had
been born into the middle of it all, and had absorbed it through the soles of their
bare feet, the pores of their sunburned hides; could sense something amiss at mill
or stockyard while it was still no more than a ricketty scaffolding of dancing black
sticks in the heart of a mirage on the far side of the dancing paddock. He, Leo, on
the other hand, had been born at a time and in a place as distant and different as
twilight on the moon from this shimmering morning on the opal plains of Larralarrie Station in the Pilbara, about half-way up the million square miles of everything that was the State of Western Australia; at the tag end of the war in what
would shortly cease to be Lithuania. Among the sharp sweetness of spinifex and
the whirring of grass parrakeets, he could still dimly remember-although sometimes he felt that it must be only the residue of what he had been as a child-the
terror of immense explosions and the implacable glare of great fires, the sound of
feet tramping all around him, the press and the stink of bodies, the despairing
emptiness of never enough to eat. He had been tagged around refugee camps most
of his childhood, and had grown up too soon ... and then, when he was almost
fourteen, had exchanged the last of the camps-in Austria-for the first of three
he would inhabit in Australia. Escaping at last, just before his sixteenth birthday, he
found a job in Melbourne and stuck at it for three bewildering years, although
haunted all the while by what he saw every day in the art shop near his factory
... whole racks of garish watercolours painted in other-distant, secret-parts of
Australia, green and gold, indigo and blood red beneath purple ranges and a sky
infinitely remote and fired almost white by the heat, palpable even in those daubs,
of unbearable suns and unreckonable time.
On one wet, cold Melbourne Friday evening when he picked up his pay-packet
he also made a decision. On the following wet, cold Melbourne Monday morning,
instead of going to the factory, he began to work his way across the continent in
search of not only the painted land of the art shop but of his place in it. He never
really found either. A few days after his twenty-third birthday he landed in Perth,
but stopped there only long enough to make some money and to get his bearings
before heading north-instinctively, like the storks of his own lost country homing
on the memory of a particular chimney-stack from the steamy swamps of some
African delta. At a whistle-stop the first night out he skylarked with a local hobbledehoy, while from the closer paddocks about the town the thin complaint of sheep
invested them where they lay locked on the dusty grass in the black shadow of the
Mechanic's Institute; and at the very moment when he had felt most secure in the
protective coloration of his ready slang and the darkness about them, in the raceless, originless freemasonry of his body and her's, she had giggled into his shoulder
6
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with the cloying scent of PK's: Strewth-you reDos! ... as though he had worn
about his neck a placard stating his personal history in the. half-dozen languages
which had nurtured it.
Now, standing in the harness room at Larralarrie, after six months on the station,
he knew again, just as poignantly as he had known then, or at scores of times during
his hegira across Australia, that unless somehow he could discover the password of
acceptance in this lost, lovely world, he would soon retrace his steps and submit
once more to what his life had trained him for-to settling for what he could get,
and not what his heart yearned for.
It was almost mid-day when they reached the cattle-trap-the Boss, of course,
having had his way about who would accompany Wonga. The track was barely
that, winding among and across the hundred watercourses, now dry, which veined
the plain in the direction of the, curious, low hills on the eastern boundary of
Larralarrie. To Leo, since his first and only visit to them two months before, they
had seemed, more than any other place he had seen on his wanderings, the one his
heart sought. On that first day, while the Boss and Wonga, and two of the aborigines had tried to penetrate the thickets at the mouth of the gorge, he had been
instructed to stay at the trap and clear away the stinking black mud which choked
and fouled the run-off of the spring through the tiny stockyard around it; as he
worked, the noise of the others had been swallowed up in the gorge, and a curious,
lively silence of bird-call and stone-click, and the lowing of cattle far away on the
plain, had descended on the golden bowl of gravel in the centre of which the spring
surfaced. Staring about him from the shade of the soaring gum-trees, some of
which, he had reasoned, must have been there since before, the flight of the last of
the black people from the ranges, he had felt the fair hair crinkle at the back of his
neck, and looking down, had discovered at his very feet, kicked out of the mud by
cattle, no doubt, one of the hollowed, rounded stones in which black hands had
once ground into flour the seeds garnered during the day's walk to this place of
evening camp beside the spring. He had recognised it from having seen, at the
homestead, a similar seed-mill which was used as a doorstop in the shearers'
quarters. As he had stooped to pick it up, wonderingly, the archaic screech of a
white cockatoo signalled the arrival of the flock in the trees above him, a blizzard
of wavering wings as transparent as alabaster against the hot blue sky of late afternoon; and the arrival of the birds at the moment when he saw the seed-mill had
seemed like a talisman that here, if anywhere, he would find what he had been
looking for. He had held the mill in his hands for some time, and then had buried
it again where, he hoped, it had been dropped by the last black hands to use it.
Cow Spring lay about thirty-five miles east of the homestead. Behind it, a narrow
gorge split the mesa-like ranges, its rock-pools and palm groves hidden behind
deep, steamy thickets absolutely impenetrable to horses. During the Wet, the river
thundered out of it in a bloody torrent, but as the rains eased off, the flood dwindled
and dried until only the trickle of Cow Spring remained. Throughout the Dry the
cattle holed-up in the gorge, defying muster, and the trap was intended to do
what the horsemen could not. The feed soon gave out in the gorges during the
Dry, and the cattle were forced to come down onto the plain to graze; their pad
skirted the spring, which had been enclosed in a rough yard in the hope of holding
any which might be enticed in to the trickle of water.
"Get a slew at that lot," Wonga commented sourly, as the truck clanked to a
halt beside the ruined fence. He waved a hand toward the plain below them. "This
sort'a season, you can ride within six feet of a bunch of the buggers, and never
even know they're there." He grinned briefly. "Boss bellyaches about them getting
out'a the trap. I wonder they ever bother l' go in!" Almost as he finished speaking,
there was an angry hum in the air above them, and the Boss's light aircraft appeared
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from nowhere as if to supervise the work at the trap. Leo automatically took off his
hat and waved, but Wonga made no sign of recognition. "Bloody things," he said,
morosely. "Boss thinks he'll be able to do a whole muster with them, one day.
Bugger him!" He glanced meaningfully at Leo. "Soon won't be a bastard able to
ride a horse, outside them dude shows down Perth. Come. on. Let's swing the billy!"
After lunch they worked for several hours, Wonga busy on the job, Leo hovering
around him, handing him the pliers, the wire cutters, the sledge-hammer, the axe.
He felt as never before the kind of despair which unnerved him whenever he
watched those knowing, stubby fingers, Wonga's or the Boss's, busy on fences or
mill or engine, breaking down a carcase or nutting a scrub bull: or, with the
deliberate bestowal of authority and trust, gentle a trembling pony. His own fingers
ached to get at the work, but he never got nearer to it than to prepare the ground
for the experts, or to clean up after them. Toward the end of the hot afternoon at
the trap, Wonga appeared for a moment to be in need of a third hand, and he said
almost desperately: "Here-let me do that!" and reached for the strainers. Without
rancour or unkindness, without even turning his head, Wonga said: "Jesus, no. We
want t' be finished before dark."
When the new section of the fence was in place, Wonga stood off and eyed it
dispassionately. It sagged weakly across a corner of the yard where, between two
growing gums which served as uprights, the intervening posts sat precariously in a
few feet of sand covering a sunken ledge of sandstone rock. "That wouldn't keep
a flaming billy-goat in," he announced flatly.
Leo, staring at the flimsy barrier, saw suddenly from another time, another life,
the short concrete molars of the tank-barrier which had wandered like crazy, unuseable roads across the countryside of half-a-dozen of his former homelands; too
close to be penetrated, too stubby to be knocked over easily. "Why not put something in front of it?" he said. He looked around eagerly, and his gaze lighted on a
group of straight, strong gum saplings on the rising ground of the gully, far enough
from the damp sands of the spring to have taken some of the hardness of the gravel
in which they were growing. "That," he suggested, pointing. "Cut them about fourfoot lengths. Sharpen one end, and then plant them across there, sharp end up." He
pointed at the base of the fence. "Staggered, in two or three lines-there'd be enough
in the clump for that. No bull would walk through them, or over them-and they'd
be too low for him to get his shoulder to them ... so he couldn't get at the fence.
How about it "
Wonga had given the appearance of not listening to him, his gaze roving everywhere but at the fence or the clump of trees. As Leo stopped speaking, however,
he turned and stared directly at him.
"OK," he said briefly. "Let's go. Lot 'a work, though."
"Christ-I'm no cripple!" Leo expostulated. He picked up the axe, and it felt
light as a feather in his hand. Without even looking in Wonga's direction, he started
towards the clump of gums.
It was well after sunset when they finished, with hundreds of homing white
cockatoos crawling and quarrelling in the sun-lit branches above them. The hilltops were still on fire, but the gorge was already a black chasm of night. The three
rows of raw stumps in the trap were strangely luminous, and sharply aromatic on
the still air. Wonga and Leo laid out their bedrolls and, in the last of the light,
prepared and ate their meal-in silence, except for the commonplaces: Bread?
Getting bloody cool, eh? Mind out-the quart's boiling over! When they turned
in, Leo lay staring at the great heavenly wheels of fire, closer and brighter than he
had ever seen, anywhere. One hand, outside the covers, dribbled idly among the
sand and pebbles he could just feel beneath his canvas roll. His mind shuttled
between the fixed fence and the stars, and the wonder that somehow his own
fingertips should be so casually caressing the cool skin of this infinitesimal spot on
8
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the infinite body of this planet, in this whirling constellation, in the limitless
jeweller's-window of space. Unexpectedly, Wonga's voice, casual, matter-of-fact as
corned-beef, broke into his thoughts.
"That's not a bad idea of yours, about the stakes. But what if one 0' the bastards
stumbles on 'em an' guts himself?"
"We lose him, I guess," Leo replied. "Just as we'd lose him ... and the fence
... if he broke out."
"Huh. Where the hell you dig it up from?"
"I used to see them, at home. They used to ..'. use them, a lot."
"What the hell for?"
"Oh ... much the same sort of thing."
"Well, Jesus!" Wonga marvelled; and then, after a short silence: "Where did
you come from?"
Leo smiled wryly into the darkness. "I'm a bit of a pakapoo-ticket. I was born in
Lithuania. Then we were shunted off to Germany. When the war finished we were
in France, and after that ... Christ, you name it. We finished up in Austria, then
we came here. To Australia."
"Must'a been tough?"
"Oh ... I dunno." In a moment Leo had forgotten the fires, the noise, the
unwashed multitudes on the interminable roads, the hunger of the stomach, and
the hunger of the heart. It was the first time he had ever known Wonga to say a
word after he had turned in; the only conversation they had ever had that was not
exclusively about their work. The only time Wonga-or anyone on the stationhad ever asked him anything about his past life. "You live," he said, and for a split
second as he said it, realised the thunderbolt of truth in the two simple words. A
bough creaked above them, cockatoos scolding and clucking sleepily among the
leaves.
"Well-see how it goes," Wonga said. "Next time we come up here, the trap
might be full'a those big bastards, and the Boss'll give us a bloody big bonus. Harhar." He rolled over in his blankets. "Wrap it up now, eh?" He chuckled unexpectedly. "You got a long day tomorrow. I'm gettin' too flamin' old for this yakkatomorrow you fix the mills, and I show you how, OK?"
"Fine," Leo said. He thought of his talisman, hidden forever in the loam of the
cattle-trap, not fifty feet from where he lay. His heart pounded, and his fingertips
tingled in the sand beside him. "OK by me!"
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ENKIDU
( G ilgamesh laments)

Enkidu: when we fought by the temple of Uruk
you were strong in my arms as the grass, you were still a gazelle
and you smelled of the grass, though the oils of the goddess's harlot
stank in your new-clipped hair like a crime against deer.
Plains-wild, you wept: for your mother, the lean gazelle,
at whose teats you sucked. You cried out, of the holy whore
who fondled you, shaped like a man, till you smelled like a man
and the herd took fright, and you ran like a man, too slow.
Enkidu: when you came through the gates of the city
with the heart of a deer, with eyes of your brothers, the deer,
when you fought me, young tyrant of Uruk, and wrestled me down,
you seeded yourself in my heart. Then the land grew green.
Eridu mourns; from the blood-mortared ramparts of Uruk
they cry out for Enkidu, son of a gazelle,
who gave to his brother, their tyrant, the wisdom of grasslands,
who spread his soft roots over Sumer's parched red rind.
"He is gone," they say. "Our king builds a shrine to his shadow.
The temple mirrors are empty when he looks in."
Enkidu: all our lives we were dying together,
in the smell of the grass, in the sweetness of summering grass.

RANDOLPH STOW
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PENELOPE

Exhausted summer. New sails in the roadsteads are
the flags of homelessness: like you, a hearth.
Like you, I say. In the cool great rooms where dawn
unclouds as from a metal cup just emptied
and in the warm peach-coloured rooms by lamplight
I say: "Like you. Thus-thus-she was like you."
Where have been all my sailings, all my islands,
but here, by you, in search of you, my island,
whose pools, palms, dunes I feigned to find in others,
not doubting those dissembled, I dissembled.
Till, in dawn rooms, by evenings under lamplight,
turning, I find you: all my quest, and yet
(changed by my searching, borrowing from those others)
more than I left; not less than both our lives.
Exhausted summer. Removed, immortal spring.
Now go. I go, you would have me go: recalling
love that was always building, and time reframing,
a changeless spring new-made in the first spring's room.
The sailmakers whistle, they work at the flags of famine.
I sail for earth's end, where you wait, in immortal spring.

RANDOLPH STOW
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David Ambrose

THE PROPOSAL

I

A name wasn't very much to give. And besides it was his to give-given to him
before and his to give in his turn.
He may not have very much to offer in his person but there was his name-a
name distinguished for generations by unfailing courtesy and kindness-a rich
endowment of respect and admiration. A sort of warranty from independent
guarantors of continuing quality. Caritas. Why it was a cardinal virtue and even
though he didn't exactly feel as though he was the embodiment of any virtues
whatever he was at least sole heir to a line and tradition. Christian gentlemen,
that's what Dr Creighton had said of his father.
'Whether he professes a Christian belief or not, your father, Simon, is the
greatest Christian gentleman I've ever met and the only one I know in this city.
You should be very proud of him. And if you're half the man your father is,
you will be a good bit better than most.'
He thought affectionately of his father, of his immeasurably azure eyes, of the
proud dome expressive of magistral power and of his hands-embarrassed hands,
apologetic gestures and disarming mannerisms as though everlastingly deprecating
his own acts, always waiving reciprocities or returns. Generous. In every way.
With his purse prodigally, and an unlimited fund of sympathy, active participant
sympathy, answering every call made upon it, never faltering at even unfair exactions. A man of Homeric dimensions. A Hero.
Wasn't it then a failure in him, Simon, not to be able to specify single characteristics, not to be able to see his father divisibly, like other people, to tease out
the clues of his being. Or was it an atomic simplicity of nature, was he one of
nature's simples?
At least the reflection made him feel his own inadequacy as incarnated, and
the familiar bewilderment of not knowing where or how to attempt improvement
faced with this irreducible goodness. But then there was one advantage-he knew
what was to be expected of him. In any situation, however incredible or unimaginable, there was this infallible touchstone-how would his father act? And immediately the most complex intricate problems resolved themselves into simple selfevident propositions. The Euclid of morality, Simon fancied, if disciplined-a few
axioms subtending the whole theoretical system and equal to any hypothetical
demonstration.
But, damn it, how did all this "woolgathering" as his grandmother used to call
it, help him now. 'I really must renew my resolution not to indulge in metaphors,
12
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in ideal conceits, or as I once prophetically foresaw I shall become chained by the
concatenations of my own brain' and he smiled wanly at this latest peccadillo as
he tightened the noose about his neck, settled the knot with elaborate care, turned
down his collar and went out.
II
Well, at least his mind was made up. How on earth he was in fact going to
perform his resolution was another thing altogether. Yet it was a characteristic
impediment and one he had much practice in mastering. Whenever any important
announcement had to be communicated he faced the same crisis-how to say
something banal but necessary (for these declarations inevitably were matter-offact, mundane, commonplaces in the lives of others exciting no comment) and not
sound as though he commanded the winds to still their blast and the vibrant air
to expectant silence. Always the same agonized rehearsals-each repetition compounding the anticipated horror of live performance, his actor's mask adhering
more intimately to the shadowy persona beneath until its features fused inextrica bly with his and his patterned speech broke all measure and rhythm dissolving
into a soundless internal scream.
Why did his hair prick like that? Not a single syllable conned. He wasn't going
to unman himself at this point. Unman. His name sounded ominously in his head.
There was a malapert conjunction in this affair, but then his recognition of its
ironic fatality was effectively apotropaic. He was conscious and weighed his undertaking-no blind working of chance could surprise him now. A child. Another
man's child, bearing his name, deluding the loves of his unsuspecting family. There
was a perverse pleasure in the crookedness of circumstance, if only one could
see the humour of its cranks and crochets.
Thank heavens for that. It had been his tragic flaw in youth, an unremitting
idealism that stumbled at every irregularity or unevenness and destroyed itself
trying to unbend, to straighten, to chasten all imperfections in the nature of things.
He laughed to himself remembering the immaturity of his vision then, but it
was not wholly joyous; something deeply hidden smarted sharply. Lost energies,
lost motives, extinguished ardours that had driven his body, soul and body, a
perfect union of elemental simplicity and purpose, like an instinct or a secret
sureness drives through the darkness to spring breeding grounds the great flocks
of migratory birds piloted by stars.
Yes it was love that centred his fractured being, galvanized the dissident aspects of his personality. It would be alright.
Deep emotion nursed his tongue to transporting speech. If the object was
deeply felt and the need was upon him his tongue could spell enchantment.
Magical words rising unsummoned and blossoming in the air like flowers drenching the senses with rich narcotic perfume.
D how many times had Anthea swooned overcome by the power of such words.
Pytho. The priestess engulfed in the God's embrace and lapped in those mantic
vapours that uttered riddling truth.
There was no doubt at all, he was inspired-possessed, transported. The music
welled up within him and the sounds broke upon the air in accents new and
strange even to him. A receptacle only-the sense was apprehended only afterwards
in recollection, their immediate potency was felt, a confident tongue of ftameencaustic.
And when the rapture thinned and passed the words mysteriously remained
supplying their own meaning with apocalyptic clarity and force.
There was no fear in him then, when he was moved. Primum mobile.
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III

The walk had done him good; steadied his nerves and calmed him with the
hundred changing influences spring generates in seed and stem.
Everywhere the emerald and scarlet of the velvet kangaroo-paw stood erect and
alert, sentries of the native bush guarding against the advances of asphalt and blue
exhaust. The wattles, densely clustered with their orbs of fragile pollen, looked like
embroidered treasuries in the fabulous landscapes of old tapestry. Everlastings
rustled unreally and a wildness of freesias freshened green worlds with soft fragrance. He was so full of garden happiness and eagerness to greet her.
Against a screen of geraldton-wax she was sitting small and self-absorbed in
sunlight; moving shadows flickered across her shoulder as the breeze lifted the
fringes of a palm overhead. It was like the honey in the comb so sweetly did the
sight meet him. Her head bowed in thought, her eastern beauty poised and selfpossessed-a quietude. Behind her and below, 0 miles and miles below, another
world, out of which they were uplifted on the hill's back, of noise and business
insect-like crawled crazily on.
Yet here was she, Ruth, risen sheer out of it, serene, enshrined. Self-enshrined.
There quietly the lotus blows
Reviving scents of plenitude
Above the eternal mud.
Three lines spontaneously begotten. Not made. Poeta nascitur, non fit. Of the
eternal verity of that, he was the living proof. Not one line deliberately forged.
'You look so contentedly self-sufficient I hesitate to intrude upon your reverie'
he said, coming up beside her. Why did he always sound so pompous and affected
when all he felt was awkward-Hello, Ruth would have been so much more
natural.
She looked up slowly but didn't answer. A faint smile wan and jaded withered
momentarily and died.
What can I say now-I suppose she wants her reverie unbroken. Why on earth
must I make her excuses for her before I know what's what?
'How do you feel? I mean you're not sick are you? They say the nausea passes
within the first three months. You are better, Ruth?'
'No, not much better really,' she answered blankly.
'That's because you don't look after yourself properly. How can you? I know
it must be impossible; to wake feeling awful and yet determine to get some food
and actually eat it. But you must, you know, you really must. For your sake and
the child's. It has to be fed.'
'It's easy for you to talk; you're a man. You can't imagine what it's like. So
don't try; and don't lecture me', she snapped cruelly. She wanted to hurt him
because he was vulnerable. Him and his absurd pretensions to a special or superior
insight, "empathy" did he call it, and a sensitivity that distinguished him from the
merely male. And there was revenge too. Not that he was the father of the child
but the only one of that sex at close range.
'I'm sorry Ruth. I didn't want to upset you. I only mean well, your own good.'
Simon flenched as he licked his wound. Well now there's no help for it. This
impasse is insurmountable and I might just as well go ahead and ask her. She can
only say no.
The wind lightly fanned the treetops and beyond them in the hazy blue of the
sky thin whisps of white cloud drifted in banks higher and higher until paling
they lost themselves in the general white hazing of the heavens.
Now then.
14
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'Ruth. Will you listen to me, please. I don't want you to misunderstand. I want
you to marry me, will you?' Was there a slight jolt to her head? She didn't move,
or speak.
'Look I realize you don't love me, sweetheart,' he ventured, as a vague feeling
of panic assaulted him. 'I know you don't love me, but love depends more on
kindness and constancy in marriage than any romantic notion of exalted passion.
It's a gradual process of growth. And you were once fond of me.'
He waited for her to reply though he expected none. Here he was asserting
things, and there were no answers. She could only contradict his statements and an
argument was too ludicrous.
He could go on now; all the inarticulate longings the dumb hunger for something durable and fixed in the apparent confusion of life's turbid eddies had been
broached. Something that reached back into the obscurity of primal human-nature
exerted its dormant strength, strove to establish an absolute, a repletion, a certitude.
After Anthea, after his leaving the family home his heart had cried out for a
nursery-mother and child and a room bathed in warm yellow light.
He looked away over the river, over the sprawling suburbs, over the smudge
of factory chimneys to the blue line of hills bounding the shallow plain, bare and
undefined a mist of floating colour.
'0 1 could catch you in my arms and carry you off to a home in the hills in
the seven-league boots of my love,' burst out his words instead of breaking his
heart.
Her silence was unendurable. Something must be said. There was his own life
in tne balance now and he craved a counterweight to balance his anxious suspension.
'Please don't think I'm being noble or chivalrous seeing myself as a spotless
St George. I'm not. I really want to marry you, to show you by small attentions
in your pregnancy the genuineness of my love.'
His body ached to enfold her, so petite and defenceless, to annihilate the gulf
between them, obliterating separateness and isolation. But her reserve was so
immobile and forbidding it froze the pulse of action.
At last, unable to bear any longer her speechlessness he cried out pathetically,
'Please Ruth say something, anything. I must know, and you owe me an answer
at least.'
And as cold and comfortless as the East wind in the blank white of dawn she
flared.
'I won't marry you. I don't love you. I love somebody else though that's probably hard for you to understand.'
IV
Simon settled the blanket cautiously over her as she lay huddled in the quickly
fading light, stooped and kissed lightly a strayed coil of hair, picked up the tray
from beside her bed and tip-toed across to the door. Here he paused half-turned
in the doorway, and, because he knew she was really awake and pretended to
sleep only to escape his persistent inquiry, said
'You will let me know if there's anything I can do to help, won't you Ruth?
Anything at all. If you should need any money even. When you have made up
your mind, if you want to go home to your family just tell me and I'll see to
everything. You won't have to bother at all. Now don't forget either, I mean it,
dear. Goodnight and sleep well. I'll see you again in the morning.'
He quietly closed the door, walked through to the kitchen, quickly washed and
dried the few plates and cups they had used, turned out the lights and left the
house.
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It was very dark. So dark in fact that, even as he was, sitting on the end of
her bed, he could not see her-or was that deepening of darkness, that concentration of night, her head?
It was very hot and sultry. The sky, blanketed by thick low clouds, dust-choked
promised nothing but hours of sleeplessness. The air itself was exhausted and
crackled tinder-dry. Sudden lightnings flared lurid green gashes against the sky,
then guttered out. Oppressive heat, stifling and unremitting. It chafed, like a rash.
Simon sat gazing out of the window, at the ghastly light tumid in the clouds,
at the motionless trees silhouettes of spidery black, hung against vacancy like
bodies from a gallows. His thoughts were of death. Not personal, not desperate
thoughts, of suicide but of death in general or, more accurately, of general death.
The last judgement must surely be in such weather-announcing the general doom,
the coming holocaust. The whole world a huge bonfire craving flames. Not purifying fire but searing and vindictive-a corrosive burning beneath the skin, and
endless fangs of flame rending the flesh. Heaven was an absurdity, there could only
be evil unleashed. Nights like this were portents of unmasked malevolence.
They didn't talk at any time and yet some sort of intimacy had developed
between them. Not one either could have identified, but they inhabited it with
growing freedom and ease. A commodiousness, comfortable to both. She seldom
thought of him and then only when he wasn't there. His attentions and small
courtesies were daily less deliberate; a habit of kindness formed.
'I suppose I had better shog off now' he mused aloud, a self-prompting cue, and
he rose from the bed to kiss her goodnight. This, too, from a principle heresolutely enacted had become customary, and her passive sufferance no longer struck
him a blow across the mouth.
He bent to her lips and found his own met and softly welcomed. An arm
sinuously circled his neck and a steady pressure pulled him down over her. Blind
passion rampaged, coursing lines of fire igniting engulfing consuming instantly,
a bush fire in a roaring wind.
Almost as suddenly the wind dropped and the fire though blazing hotly was
brought under control.
'Simon,' she whispered sweetly, 'do you love me?'
A flash of lightning forked dangerously and went out. In the space before the
thunderclap he answered, with a twinge of pain at the unfairness of the question.
'But you know I do, my darling.'
'No. I want you to tell me you do. You haven't said it for ages.'
Though he was quite sure that he did, when exacted in this way Simon knew
he could never actually give it voice. To hear it in the air and know he had an
audience held an unspeakable horror for him.
'Even a man in love ceases declaring it when it's unheard. You know I want to
marry you but that too is now left unsaid. I can't go on pattering idly about such
things. But it doesn't mean I don't because I don't keep saying so.'
The crash was tremendous. The glass rattled in the windows and the whole
house shook with its reverberations. As it died away a few spots of rain began
to fall, random drops breaking themselves against the panes. It was a luxury to
lie listening to the electric stillness dissolving, distilling itself into watery plops.
Joy, a joy too ecstatic to express, danced leaping and jumping, in his soul and he
smelt the cool dry exhalation of the earth, the basking freshness of rain on the
parched ground, even the wet tar of the road as a god relishing the steam of ritual
oblations.
'It's very awkward and not very pleasant,' he heard her saying with quavering
voice, 'for a girl to have to ask her intended when they're going to get married.'
16
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'But bbut . . .' he gasped breathlessly, and the darkness rose against him
muffling his head in choking folds of gathered blackness, fold upon fold of
bereaving dark winding around him. Incomprehensible powers in ambush behind
him, pressures from the past, invaded him. Voices shouting hoarsely, a babel of
deafening voices made havoc in his head. Impregnable, injustice reigned.
'That's very mean, very unfair, Ruth, and you know it. I've always been willing
but you've showed not the least interest. How could I go on importuning?'
'When will you tell your family, Simon?' she feinted. She knew this question
was crucial and remorselessly she tempted him. Once the formal announcement
was made and the family had been committed a cataclysm of nature would be
needed to change things.
'Tonight. If you like to get up and dress we'll go now and tell my parents.'

VI
Conversation was beginning to grow difficult. The lateness of the hour after the
oppression of the day combined to make even good manners and genial affability
flag fitfully and fail. His father was asleep-perfectly composed and without insulting the company he slumbered.
A friend, an old friend of the family, almost an adopted member of it (as all
close friends tended to become) had provided an unexpected leaven to the solemn
formality of the task that confronted Simon. Roger would have to be told anyway
and somehow his fortuitous presence lightened the burden.
But the knots inside him were tightening as he realized that he must make his
announcement, and the sweat broke out secretly from every pore. He looked again
at the mantelpiece, at the porcelain figurines, a.nd along the stained timber to the
clock and the moving hand which with electric silence circled round. Almost midnight. In all conscience he couldn't keep his parents out of bed any longer. He
must get it over.
'Ye Gods, just on midnight' rumbled Roger eruptively. 'I must be off at onceto bed, to bed
said sleepy head
he rhymed and getting up from his chair made his way to the door salaaming
broadly to the room.
'0 Roger, don't go for a minute,' and with a pulse drumming insanely in his
head he went on, turning to his mother 'Ruth and 1 want to be married.'
The torpor that had gradually settled over the features of the room brightened
into involuntary smiles and his father starting violently from tranquil nodding
stood bolt upright with one convulsive jerk. 'We must have something,' he cheered,
'to drink a toast to you both' and he bowed towards the chair Ruth sat in (for his
eyes were blank with astonishment) to conceal his bewildered gaze. His eyes were
frankly amazed.
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THE SAME
IF WE HAD TRADED

I pull in a petrol station
station-market-cafe one
you shuffle out
screen door claps
a dog and kid lag behind.
what has put you here?
you instead of me?
how did it come out that way?
my age
but older fatter slower
tireder
in a long seersucker dress
pregnant
pumping petrol.
dirt
decayed teeth tell me
$4.27-slurring the words
into one number.
you slouch-crunch back
to the sloping building
colored the same as you,
your house shoes
flopping redgrey dust.
I take a last look at me
and leave.

TOY DORGAN
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BREAKWATER HAIKUS

Breakwaters at night
come· to life at the edges
with sea and small things.
Rats in dim lamplight
blend on the stone like bits
of windblown darkness.
Crabs hiss as they pick
dead fish cut up for bait~
silver and sun-cooked.
In the rock-cracks,
among salt and sand grains,
insects live always.
Sticks and weed bob
at the outlying rockssoft hands of ghosts.

HAL COLEBATCH
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COURTED BY INCAPACITY

Drowned in a dream, thick honey up to their knees,
They push the fat pantechnican of power
Over a ghost-Australia that never was,
Cobbled from scraps in Dallas and Westminster,
Dallas and many libraries. It is a gas
Lighter than air, inert as helium,
A portrait of nothing, yes, and mighty like it.
They are old; they have learned something very well.
(What, exactly? It was on the tip of my tongue.)
Their ministries stand as firm as Lilliput,
Shutting tin doors against the age of, say,
Robespierre and Wilkes, and keeping out
That creeping whatsit which easily might,
If it wasn't curbed right here, nipped in the bud,
Destroy our whole established thingumijig,
Our great inheritance. They know all this
Like they know the freckled veins on the back of their hands:
Strange breezes tip their solemn battleships
And they open their mouths with new alarm and, 10,
Bags full of shit pop out and fall to the ground
With heavy little thuds. Can this be a sign,
Has the almighty deigned to reveal himself
In little balloons before the millennium?
Who would have thought it? Golly! Everyone
In six state capitals is angry and surprised.

CHRIS WALLACE-CRABBE
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THAT MAN OF BLOOD

A young man comes to water his horses in the clearing
His tawny hair flows out, he carries a long staff
Naked he sits loosely on a mettlesome horse
With long legs, a lizard head and stiff grey mane
Passing through branches, plants, a small brown palm-tree
Behind it the fountain, fashioned out of stone. blocks
With two crouching lions tensed up on top, and one
Mouth squirts water bright into a basin
The wood is silent, harmonious, threatened, holds a darkness
Some of the trees are sprung with leaf, some bare, it is
The fullest daylight here of a mild spring day
As a young man comes down to water his horses
Listen: there is a noise of noise behind the. fountain
From behind which, leaping in anger and fire
Red loincloth, bronze greaves, white teeth gritting
Together and a raised arm waiting to strike
Bursts out the ambusher, the first angry man
And he carries death, all wars are no different,
The pocked fresco holds millennia,
We are wolves.

CHRIS WALLACE-CRABBE
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Toy Dorgan

THE EXPATRIATE

The girl walked along the shoreline, hands jammed into jeans. A guy walked next
to her explaining, "I love you more than I love her, but I'll probably marry her."
Damp paper cups and limp gum wrappers hid in yesterday's footprints. A
creeping orange-red light stained the horizon and compelled the girl to look at it.
The dawn spread, faded and disappeared. She knew that sometime later in the
day or year, she would think of this exact dawn, this exact time and remember
a scramble of pain and confusion, a void behind her eyes. Unbelievably though,
her mind could only tell her mind; the information could never make the connection to her mouth. Possibly she would utter a shallow sentence using "dawn",
"pretty" and "hurt"-sometime.
". . . you see, I've never been sure of you. I've loved you for a long time. I've
known you for years, and yet, I've never known you at all ..."
Birthday parties. Girl Scout overnights. She sat cross-legged for hours playing
jacks. Finally the little girls would arise with scratchy cement patterns pressed into
their butts. She would go home and call them friends, but only because she didn't/
couldn't explain exactly what they were. To the girl, the others were merely passing
faces poised in childhood conversations-but that would be a totally rejected
answer to the unasked question from her mother. There would be too many why's
and because why's. And so she and the parents continued within them separate
selves, observing and containing.
"You're not listening to me, are you? That's just what I mean. I talk to you,
but I'm never sure if you're there or not. You don't tell me what you think or feel
or hope. The non-committal coldness scares the hell out of me. She loves me. I
know that. I'm only guessing with you."
Chaotic solitude. This now was like that college-leaving morning at the airport.
The mother had taken her to catch a plane-a mechanical womb that would
remove the girl 1000 miles. They stood at the final gate together, the girl crying
dryly, tight-lipped, straight-faced. She had wanted then, like now, to say something
about love and appreciation, for she'd never said it yet. But casually, she had
turned and told the lady she half resembled that she'd be home for Christmas.
The mother told her to study hard and stop smoking. Soon, safety buckles clicked
their efficient clicks. Luggage bounced into an unseen belly. Outside, in the parking
lot, the lady walked towards A 22, looking out from behind eyes of bathroom
glass.
"Dammit. Say something."
Yes. This time she would have to try and explain. But what would she explain?
It was too late for stock sentences of love. She'd never hate him. Faintly she knew
22
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it would always be this way for her. She turned towards the man, but her eyes
focussed beyond the horizon.
"They've unconsciously exiled me here, in this limbo of expression. Don't
Godamn-me for it. Maybe just be with me a while or look harder at me and
you'11 see . . ."
"What the hell are you talking ..."
"No, listen. You don't know it, but with your maniacal swing of words, you're
shoving me further. I'm going-but learn something. Kiss your children. Teach
them to cry. Pluck the word 'tough' from their minds as you would a colourful
cancerous flower."
Disgustedly the man shook his head and started back towards the white Cortina. She turned and walked in the direction of the sun.
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Hal Colebatch

AUTUMN STORM

For the first time Mr Coombs arrived for his annual holiday on the island several
weeks after the summer had ended. He had expected the holiday resort to be less
crowded, but had not expected its character to be so utterly changed.
The bay was empty of yachts, and the vacant expanse of water, marked only
by gulls and bobbing mooring buoys, was grey more often than it was blue. He
was almost the only resident at his guest-house, and with the summer casual staff
gone, was served at mealtimes by the proprietress herself. The meals were bigger,
too-this was a good thing, even if Mr Coombs distrusted excess of any sort, but
on the whole, he was hard put to say whether he was enjoying his holiday or not.
Relaxing it certainly ought to be, and different it certainly was. "Very interesting,"
he told his sister on a postcard. She was considerably younger than he, recently
married, and he knew she thought he led a dull life. He wanted her to think he
was enjoying himself, but Mr Coombs, bookkeeper with Bertram & Silvers for
twenty-three years, fulfilled and gratified by his recent promotion to assistant office
manager, found the quiet streets, the shuttered shops and the fiat, lifeless expanse
of sea and sand beyond his window strange and alien. The wind had blown the
tourists' litter from the streets, and torn the posters from their hoardings. And the
Island Board Authority had taken what the wind had left. In front of the Hotel
Imperial the aluminium and plastic deck chairs were gone. The gay young people
in bathers and yachting caps were gone. The bright canvas sun awnings, with their
scalloped edges, were gone. The steel skeletons of their supporting frames had
been painted a heavy off-white.
How strange it all seemed, thought Mr Coombs as he walked down Marine
Boulevard (the main street); he was wearing his holiday check suit, and the cuffs
flapped firmly against his ankles in the fresh breeze.
There seemed at first to be an air of something almost unnatural about the
empty street, but as he thought on the strangeness, Mr Coombs decided that it
was merely the normal state of the place. And he thought as he walked that a
great deal of the world must be like this. Not traffic and stenographers, not the
roaring of speedboat engines and children being sick in the sun, not the signing
of time-books. Just quiet and the wind.
At a little shop he bought a paper and some sandwiches, and decided to spend
the rest of the morning in a walk to the end of the breakwater and back. Mr
Coombs enjoyed being near the sea. He could give the crusts of his sandwiches
to the gulls.
He walked on. He could almost have let himself walk on the road, the street
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was so quiet. He had only seen one parked utility and a man on a bicycle. The
fishing fleet, which had provided the island's only industry in the days before the
tourist boom, had gone to other grounds for the season. The slipway near the
breakwater was empty, the mooring pens were empty, the warehouse and coldstore
were empty and locked. The ship-chandler's and the co-operative store had only
dust and dead moths in their windows.
Mr Coombs walked past a jetty where two men sat with lines, past a brightlypainted little wooden house where an old woman was sweeping, and then he
followed the road around a sharp bend and left the town hidden behind a high
sand-dune. A couple of hundred yards further on he took the narrow, rutted road
that led to the breakwater. As he walked he tried to absorb the scenery. He tried
not to think of the office.
The sides of the breakwater were heaped-up rock. Tumbled piles of broken
stone. In and out between the lower rocks the sea rose and fell. In the blue water
beyond long green weed waved, and in the white broken water floated more weed
-town pieces. Black barnacles and limpets grew on the rocks, and little shells that
seemed to live far above the water. Blue and green shells.
The wind was bracing, and the strong sea breeze threw up spray .The sky was
grey and blue, the grey advancing. Down in the rocks crabs walked from their
holes, and stood on little flat shelves with the spray drops falling on them.
There had been some trouble at the office. A young fool of a clerk (they called
them junior executive officers now) had been forced to borrow money from other
employees, and was in no position to pay it back as he had promised. There had
been tension and bad feeling, and efficiency generally had suffered. Now the four
principal creditors had decided to jointly seek legal action. A wretched business,
and one which alone would have been enough for Mr Coombs to be glad he had
taken his holidays when he had. Perhaps when he returned it would all be over.
Three small dolphins plunged through the sunlit part of the water, their backs
almost hidden by the dancing light and wavetops. Below them, and invisible, a
dead pilot whale rolled on the sandy bottom.
Taking his time, Mr Coombs walked on to the end of the breakwater. It was
nearly two miles long, and with two stops to rest it took him about an hour. The
wind rose somewhat, and the blue sky disappeared. He felt the fresh sea air and
gentle· exercise was sure to be doing him good. Heavier and darker clouds
appeared in the horizon. The waves splashed further up the rocks.
The sandwiches were of cheese and meat-extract. Mr Coombs spread his handkerchief on a flattish rock and sat down on it. His walk had given him an
appetite, and he left smaller crusts than usual. He fed the gulls that appeared from
nowhere, then sat back as best he could and opened his paper.
It was a smaller paper than the city one, with cramped pages that repelled the
eye. He read the city· news, one of the features, and the financial column. Though
not printed on the island, the rest was more or less local, and of no importance.
The food and exercise had made him sleepy, and soon he dozed, snoring a little
from catarrh. He was sheltered· somewhat from the now increasing wind, and only
slowly the sky was lowering.
He
a few
forted
black.
drops

woke suddenly, confused, as a few drops of water landed on his neck, and
more onto the page that had fallen onto his knee. He looked up discomby the cold touch. The clouds that covered the sky had become almost
He stood up, and nearly overbalanced from the force of the wind. More
of spray hit him in the face. Evidently a storm was about to break. The
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horizon was invisible behind rain -squalls. He must start back at once, and even so
would certainly get wet.
Even though not particularly susceptible to colds, for some reason he felt . . .
frightened.
Then he saw a boat.
It looked a long way out from the breakwater, perhaps five hundred yards. He
could not be sure. A little white yacht. On the horizon lightning flashed in a
majestic purple chain. Its sail seemed to be set at a peculiar angle, though Mr
Coombs realized he knew nothing about sailing. Also, it seemed to him that it
would pass dangerously close to the rocks at the end of the breakwater.
It appeared to be heading almost straight towards him. As it drew nearer he
could make out the heads of two men in the cockpit. The rising waves, astonishingly higher than they had been, made it hard to see the hull, but as it closed
and became more distinct he felt surer that there was something wrong. One side
and the roof of the cabin were partly blackened, and, he thought, charred. Perhaps
there had been a fire, an exploding petrol engine. He had heard of such things on
the radio news. Perhaps it had been struck by some of that lightning. Mr Coombs
was becoming worried. Perhaps it was filling with water through the burnt side.
He did not think a boat's bows should plunge so deeply into a wave, or rise again
so slowly. Even at the height of the upward pitch there would not have been a
foot of the white-painted wood showing in front, and when it sank the sea rushed
over it and back so that it rushed around the portholes of the cabin.
Mr Coombs took two more steps in the direction of the boat, right to the edge
of the flat part of the breakwater. The boat could not have been more than a
hundred yards away when one of the men moved his head so that he was looking
directly at Mr Coombs. The arm over the tiller moved and the boat began to
turn. Its sail flapped, banged in the wind like a series of gunshots. Then the sail
ran a long way out, so the wind slid past it. The man did nothing else, and the
boat kept on turning till it was pointing the way it had come.
The man stood up, and Mr Coombs thought he was going to wave to him, but
instead he fell back again at once. He stood again and fell again. The waves were
rising.
The head of the second man disappeared, as if he had fallen to the bottom of
the boat. She was head-to-wind, and the waves were breaking continuously over
the bow. which was rising less and less.
Cautiously Mr Coombs placed one foot out and down, onto the rock before
him. He tested it. It did not move. He brought the other foot after it, so that he
was standing on the broken, sloping side of the breakwater. More spray struck
him. The boat appeared to be sinking.
So much spray had fallen on Mr Coombs that there was a salty deposit on his
glasses, and he could hardly see. A wave broke below him and shot up, wetting
his legs, drenching. His hat was nearly blown off before he caught it, and catching
it he nearly lost his balance. He turned to step back, and as he stepped more spray
hit him, but it was less spray than green water. He missed his footing and again
nearly fell between his rock and the path. As it was he fell on his knees, hurting
his ankle and painfully skinning the palms of his hands.
He picked himself up and looked back at the boat. It was nearly submerged,
water breaking over its whole length. Then the banging sail flew out again with a
loud "plopH, bellied and filled. The boat's head began to come round again.
The wind was much worse. Mr Coombs noticed for the first time that it was
raining quite heavily. The air round the breakwater was filled with flying water.
Spray was always high above the rocks. Now his hat was torn away. He saw it go
sailing off, to strike the rocks fifty yards to landward and go pinwheeling out of
sight.
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So much white water boiled round the boat that it looked like a reef. A sheet
of foam ran away from it, blown inshore. And all along the length of the breakwater and on the distant shore, waves were rearing and breaking. The seaweed
beds were black and torn underwater.
Mr Coombs's ankle was beginning to hurt him badly. He could no longer see
through his encrusted glasses. He took them off and wiped them, but his handkerchief was soaked with salt water too, and he was only able to push the smears
around. Grunting, he tried the lining of his coat.
The wind caught the boat, flung it round again. It was very close to the breakwater, but the men, in their dark clothes, were indistinct.
The dolphins out in the bay were gone. The turbulence of the water had flung
up the dead whale from the bottom and burst it open. It was tossed about through
waves that broke, re-formed, heaved it up and carried it to shore.
Whitely the foredeck showed under the rushing grey water. The counter swung
towards an outlying rock. It swung closer and closer, like a slow-motion film, till
it almost touched the rock. Then the heavy, drooping bow plunged deep. Water
poured into the cockpit, the stern rose up, the mast snapped off. For a second the
hull stood at a steep angle, then rolled over. It hit the rock. Pieces of white timber
burst from it. A wave rolled over it, and then it rose again, releasing bits of itself.
Waves battered it against the rock again, and it fell back. It was level with the sea,
covered by the water, and it no longer had the shape of a boat. Suddenly, like a
miniature submarine surfacing, it broke water again. The men were still in the
cockpit. One seemed to be trying to pull the other free from something.
Then the water covered all the boat and it was gone. Its white shape, Mr
Coombs saw, glimmered dimly under the foam for a second, and then it disappeared.
Planks and ropes and bits of spar were tossed on the waves with the men.
They were clinging together, and they looked like a drowned seabird. The air in
their clothes bulged and bubbled. Again and again they were hit against the rocks.
They parted, two bundles with arms and legs outflung, flopping and dangling as
they rolled. Then one began to swim, crawling through the water like the hump
of a monster.
The hump reached the breakwater, struck against it. Sea poured back, sucking
it down into a deep hollow, flung it at the rock again and covered it with bony
white. All the water was white. Windflung grit tore Mr Coombs's cheek and the
rain dashed against the cut. The hump reappeared, black in the middle of the
white, a muddled, confused, shifting identity, but smaller, with less above water.
Its hands grasped the rock, then the sea fell back once more, leaving the body
exposed. The hands parted.
It lifted a face.
Mr Coombs screamed, flung his hands to his eyes, turned, fell sprawling on
the pebbles, and was up again.
And then the man was on top of the lowest rock of the breakwater, left
hanging across it like a stranded whale. The foam around him was pink.
"Help! Help!" he screamed.
And Mr Coombs screamed as he ran, and the rain fell in a black curtain.
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A DETAIL FROM EACH OF FOUR CANVASES

1562
Far below, the wind-sway and horse-sway of lances
lurching by hundreds, to eddy with a single impulse;
helmets like bubbles;
a wave may break
in some rare surge across the rock,
rustle dying stalks and tumble
popping in the grass.
But if in all this massacre
there might have been a single death
to give the others meaning, who can know?

1812
Faint blobs of men come
staggering in companies through snow,
hopeless with the future they have learnt
mirror-gazing in the flame of Moscow,
led by the only one of all their broken army
incapable of understanding what it meant.

1873
A creek has pared the country
to its skeleton of gold.
Parasites and scavengers collect:
shanties grow, by surprise,
to a township with a street
of celebrating heads-crowds upon the rooftops
flapping banners WELCOME TO SIR HERCULES.
The Governor's carriage churns through mud.
Is it known if diggers revelling in packs
save His Excellency from the sight
of three small Chinese dangling
by their broken necks?
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1969

Beside the paddy field
two boys run toward the gunfire
run for home
ducking out of view.
Is this a game?
The G.I.s
(turning from that village
where murdered people
spill across the road)
watch
the young boy fall
on his younger brother
to protect him. Chips
of the soft bone hang in air.
The guys are working.
Above them, pendent
like the everyday
Byzantine face of God,
the smiling reassurances
of L.B.I.

RODNEY HALL
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MOTHER'S DAY AT KARRAKATTA

The, old woman who dwells in the shop by the gates of the cemetery
has a fishmonger face, but doesn't sell fish.
she has teanscones for those who visit, flowers
for those who stay, on this day white chrysanthemums
65c a bunch of five and people bought them
casually dressed because they came early.
it was just after nine and there should have been a clock
with big bell to ring out the time
for security, for Mother's Day at Karrakatta.
Inside the brown gates around the grounds holes were dug
and fingers dirtied-for two reasons
(1) so the chrysanthemums wouldn't die before tomorrow
(2) a sign-VASES AND OTHER ORNAMENTS ARE NOT TO
BE PLACED ON ORAVES
there was too, no doubt, a feeling of humility? sacrifice?
i mean the necessity to bend or kneel
everywhere they bent or knelt
laying white chrysanthemums on deathbeds whitely breathing.
it was just after nine, there should have been a bell,
already some were leaving.
the men in the white coats moved
the men in the black coat8 drifted
here we go naked searching a letter
among the roses a memory

a number

a name

i tried to get a job here once they wanted gravediggers,
they didn't want me i was sad
i've always liked tombstones and to work alongside onethe glamour. the occupational hazard.
my grandfather said for a funeral there must be dire straits
and he will not have flowers at his,
of course everyone's disappointed after all
a funeral just isn't a funeral without flowers.
like mother's day without mothers or
death without religion and yet
with the new crematorium religion doesn't count so much
people go by rosebeds. there's no mistakes that way.
no catholics buried in the left wing.
here we go naked searching a letter
among the roses
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a number

a name
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number H7 and the sky was irrelevant.
nothing was relevant but my mother's tears and the flowers
on my grandmother's grave.
i looked on i was a pillar of silence.
crumbling inside.
it was Mother's Day at Karrakatta.
the white coats moved
the black coats drifted
i stood in a garden of stone
and quivered with the chrysanthemums.

G.OSBORN

WESTERLY, No.3, OCTOBER, 1970

31

ORANGE TREE

Last night
the orange tree
at the bottom
of the garden
grew a hob-nailed boot.
In the cold light
of morning
we looked in awe
at this
strange and awful fruit.
We eyed the tangled limbs
for further sign
and portent,
for explanation
of what it meant;
but could find none.
Fearfully we discussed
the canker growth
and when at last
the bravest of us
plucked a golden orange
it proved, not unexpectedly
to be full of worms.

BILL WARNOCK
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DAY OFF

Take off your watch with the rest!
This ticking reminder
that tonight must come, must go!
No! not under the pillow!
Throw it out of the window
into the teeth of the morning sun
to clog up the works of the Universe
and make them stop dead still.
Still. Dead still. Listen!
The sound you hear is
our single heartbeat of this timeless day.

BILL WARNOCK
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NIGHTMARE

"I have been greatly afflicted while asleep with the
apprehensions of devils and wicked spirits."-Bunyan.
What was it made that terrible scream?
What shape shuttered the window-pane?
The screech-owl flew from the flooded-gum tree.
Horrors that childhood laid in thrall
Burst their bounds in a sleeper's brain,
Ogre of old-world nursery tale,
Grendle returns from Beowulf's hall,
Fearful of death from the sun's first beam,
Swift-padding by on the blood-soaked trail.
Dawn, come quickly! And when dawn comes,
Back to your day-perch, bird of the dark!
Melodious butcher-bird, strike the key.
Light by the bird-bath, looking for crumbs,
Delicate stepper, my magpie-lark.

O. D. WATSON
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IN SCRUB COUNTRY

God. Not cloud-immersed
and far away,
not in a church, but this Sunday
a bush-mate. Hullo!
Well met.
(Not here, a plaster statuette.)

JOAN MAS

FAILURE

Sometimes,
with windows closed
I strut about in my
late father's clothes.

MURRAY JENNINGS
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THE DISPOSSESSED

It has rained all day;
the saturated air blots up
all light that does not shine
from stone or tree-trunk.
Each shock of axe-blow
shakes down
a startled rattle of drops
from heavy leaves.
The earth does not know
if it is for the tree
or for itself
it weeps and grieves.
And the bird again
calls in fright
as it flies off
through the soft grey rain.

IAN MUDIE
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G. C. Bolton

SQUARING THE OCTAGON

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that anyone becoming involved in theatre
and drama in Perth, is in search of a critic.
When the University Theatre Management Committee came into being two
years ago, we knew that we had to formulate a policy for the future, and we knew
that whatever policy we formulated would be subject to criticism. Drama, like all
the arts, may be enriching and stimulating, but it does tend to produce a singular
aptness at faulting all other practitioners in the field. This tends to inhibit progress.
Our job was to try and foster progress.
The Theatre Management Committee consisted entirely of laymen: Professor
Callaway, Professor Edwards and Professor Lennon, Dr Harold Marshall and
myself. Mr Nigel Prescott became executive secretary, and Mrs Jeana Bradley was
asked to act as adviser on drama. The only subsequent change in personnel
occurred after Professor Callaway became chairman of the State Government's
Arts 'Advisory Board. He has resigned, and Dr Tunley replaces him. We did not
see our task as imposing artistic policy, but rather as doing all that we could to
facilitate the performance of good music and drama on the University campus,
and so to develop the range of opportunity for the public in general and members
of the University in particular.
Pious generalities: what were the realities? We started with various assets and
liabilities. Our assets included:
1. A complex of theatres without parallel on any Australian campus: the
Octagon, with its thrust stage; the New Fortune, an Elizabethan replica; two openair venues, the Sunken Garden and the Somerville Auditorium, both past their
primes but serviceable, and the Dolphin, also elderly and under sentence of destruction, but while it lasts a playhouse for experimental and small-scale shows
which cannot easily be duplicated.
2. A well established Department of Music, with experience and capacity in
linking public performances with professional and amateur training.
3. A long-standing tradition of interest in drama. The manifestations of this
were varied and not entirely compatible. They included the Festival of Perth, with
its tendency to favour the professional and profitable; several members of the
Department of English with skill and experience in theatre arts; a University
Dramatic Society with a nucleus of lively and committed student players; and
the favourable recollections held by many about the Bankside venture which
flourished between 1964 and 1966, but appeared to be moribund by 1968.
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Among our liabilities were:
1. The lack of a Department or Sub-department of Drama comparable in
scope and enterprise to the Department of Music, and the near-certainty that in
the present straitened circumstances of university finances it would be hard to
create such a Department at this point in time.
2. A lack of unanimity among those qualified to advise about the best way
to develop drama on campus. (Music is also one of our concerns, but the path
here is much clearer.)
3. No income.
Now, in planning the finances of any theatre venture in Perth, there are certain
figures one has to keep in mind. There are fewer than a million people in Western
Australia. There are no major provincial centres with facilities and audiences to
making touring worth while. Of the 600,000 men, women and children in Perth,
not more than the usual proportion are in the habit of entering a live theatre even
for A Girl in My Soup. Therefore, in order to keep going, one needs injections
of the public money garnered from the Australian taxpayer. All this is obvious,
and therefore it is rarely stated in discussions on theatre policy.
Given these conditions, the Theatre Management Committee might have confined itself to the role of a lessee, adjudicating on applications from other bodies
for the use of the University's theatres. Of course this is one of our functions.
Some kind friends thought this should be our only function. But we felt this
would be tantamount to an admission that the University had over-called its hand
in providing Perth with theatres such as the Octagon and the New Fortune. Even
on limited resources, we hoped we might achieve a little more.
But we could not expect the University to inject much capital into our schemes.
The University already provides the Committee with a staff-hard worked, insufficient, but an essential minimum-and various important ancillary services.
(These, of course, we share with the Registrar's Department, who have the responsibility for organizing lectures and similar academic use of the Octagon.) We sensed
that if we entered into competition for University money against all the thousand
and one other legitimately conflicting claims-books for the Reid Library, salaries
and scholarships, equipment and amenities-we would have Buckley's chance of
getting very far. Fair enough if there was a Department of Drama, with established
academic needs in this field; but there is not. Our main hope was the Federal Arts
Council and, when it came into being, the State Government acting on the advice
of the Arts Advisory Board. And, quite rightly, these bodies judge their benefac·
tions on performance rather than promise.
In our view the quickest way to ensure performance was to hire a young pro·
ducer, try and provide him with a nucleus of professional actors, give them their
heads, and hope fervently that the venture would be self-supporting until its record
looked good enough to commend itself to the dispensers of government money.
We couldn't afford to tryout any theories about drama, beyond the one basic
theory that the Octagon and its adjuncts could fill a role in Perth which wasn't
being undertaken elsewhere. This was to provide a consistent repertory of significant plays ('significant' either as having contemporary social relevance or as
displaying one of the forms through which the art of drama has developed; both
are important), and at the same time to give amateur and novice actors the chance
of working with professional and semi-professional players. Our future was not
assured enough to attempt more.
We knew Aarne Neeme, because he worked with Philip Parsons in the New
Fortune Richard III and had good recommendations from New South Wales.
On his professional qualifications I am not qualified to comment, but three of his
conspicuous virtues are his capacity for hard work, his uncannily even temper, and
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the fact that he is married to Helen Neeme. He was interested in coming, so we
invited him. At the same time.. we heard that Michael Addison was interested in
spending his sabbatical leave here because he was excited by what he had heard of
the New Fortune. To bring two newcomers to the Perth scene was a good way to
launch the Octagon. All that remained was to hope that our first play would be a
financial and artistic success. Mandragola scored, and we were in business. Subsequently the Arts Council made us a donation in 1969, and the State Government
granted us $6,000 for 1970. We would like to hope that this may foreshadow a
regular annual income. If so, we can start planning long-term policy. Otherwise,
we must continue to improvise, and although this is exciting and at time productive
of good, it has its disadvantages.
In all probability we shall lose Aarne Neeme at the end of the year, since the
authorities believe they have a more useful profession for him. Before he goes,
and using his advice, the Theatre Management Committee must spell out its policy
for the future. My own strictly personal view is that we should continue if we
can along the line he has marked out, i.e. that there should be a resident producer
with a nucleus of contract players, presenting two repertory seasons in the year,
and providing workshop experience for students interested in theatre. I don't see
why we shouldn't share both producer and players from time to time with other
Perth organizations such as the Playhouse and the Hole in the Wall. Nor would
I rule out the possibility that the producer might be a member of the academic
staff formally seconded on an adequate part-time basis to the work of the Octagon.
It depends on where we find the best person.
Such a producer and such a nucleus of players can do more than simply provide
Perth theatre-goers with new and different fare. They can also give the necessary
introduction to professional standards which is needed by students interested in
theatre. This can be done now, through workshops and actual performances, without waiting for the formal appearance of an academic Department of Drama. (And
in any case, an academic Department of Drama might not have precisely the same
function.) Perth isn't big enough to support its own NIDA. Nor is it likely that the
Instityte of Technology, Murdoch University, or any other body can find the
capital investment for a range of theatres equal to those at the University of
Western Australia. If anything is to be done, our University has the responsibility.
Given an assurance of the comparatively modest support which we have received
this year, I think we can continue to mount a small company, whose upkeep can
be justified because of its educational, cultural and community roles.
This may not sound grand, and it certainly doesn't call for self-congratulation.
Doubtless more could be done with more money, though money can't multiply the
available talent in a community. Doubtless more will be done to bring new and
original plays and production methods before the public eye. Doubtless the producer and ensemble, whoever they are, will have failures as well as successes.
Doubtless the cause of theatre will be injured as much by the bloody-minded
feuding of its devotees as by the vast indifference of the Philistines. But there is a
foundation to build on now which did not exist eighteen months ago, and which
would not have come into existence but for the work of our producers, actors, and
backstage staff. It is neither hard nor improper to criticise the imperfections of
this performance. But it so easily might never have happened at all.
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Vic Marsh

PILLS MADE UP FOR WEAK
DIGESTIONS: The Octagon Theatre, 1970

The first task ... is to lay to rest that smiling illusion which whispers
that 'culture' is something that one class-'the educated'-possess,
that another-'the uneducated'-are without, and that the former,
when sufficiently warmed by sympathy or alarm, can transfer to
the latter in pills made up for weak digestions.
-R. H. Tawney
I
Policy

The Octagon Theatre Company made its entrance in 1970 into a changing scene
of theatres seeking new identities and an audience discovering its new expectations.
With the Hole in the Wall management in hot pursuit of the truant following of
There's a Girl in My Soup, and the inaptly named National Theatre (at the Playhouse) traumatized by its new Establishment role and the. responsibility of subsidy,
the Octagon offered hope to an alienated audience searching for serious theatre.
If the University were to adopt a meaningful course of action against this backdrop there were several problems of attitude which would need refuting. The first
of these was the hold of consumer mentality over our theatre people, shown rather
unconsciously, for example, in this extract from a Playhouse programme:
We have to show young people that the Theatre is a commodity to ENJOY,
and make an effort to increase the sale of our own goods-not necessarily
cheaply-but wrap them up in such a way that the attractive covering can
be ripped open to reveal something exciting, glamorous-awe-inspiring and
educational perhaps ...
Secondly, a virile repertoire would be needed to counter an attitude of antiUniversity prejudice prevalent in some sectors of the community, which charactrizes it as an ivory-tower, a backwater. To quote from a letter I received from
a chap involved with the Hole in the Wall:
Certainly what you suggest is fine for theatre, in theory. But then most theories
that abound in the cloistered world of Universities and newspapers that don't
have to make a profit sound great. Like museums these two institutions don't
live in the main stream of life, they exist in a pleasant secluded little backwater away from the nasty commercial rough and tumble scramble to make
a buck world.
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To make any contribution to a spineless body of theatre in Perth, the Octagon's
major themes would have had to be related to repertoire and technical standards.
To succeed with either, it had to expose or ignore the lies which pervade the
thinking on both sides of the theatre-commentator dialogue. Reviewing in Perth
is almost exclusively non-analytical, non-empirical and anti-intellectual, and is difficult to distinguish from the free publicity which all the media (including the
ABC) would prefer to provide in place of uncompromising analysis. It's hardly
necessary to point out how profoundly uninformed the commentary is in relation
to the changing thought in dramatic literature and directing and acting theory of
this century. In the face of this considerable expert background knowledge, it
hardly seems unfair to accept the characterization of reviewers in the media as
up-graded gardening correspondents.
Yet it still surprises to discover that theatre people and reviewers are incapable
of a logical presentation of their aesthetics, and that both indulge in the same
ridiculous arguments. For, with an astounding single-mindedness, solidly avowing
theatre's primarily commercial responsibility, opinion on both sides runs like this:
'We must do everything in our power to appease the handful of staunch theatregoers. This implies not confusing them with plays which in any way disturb
their expectations.'
Even the most dogged supporters in this conspiracy have been forced to admit
its short-sightedness-by setting the theatre's sights on the taste of a dwindling
minority, you may inadvertently strangle the theatre while attemping to save it.
So a new argument has been exhumed. To record it in its definitive form, let
me quote another letter:
In W.A. live theatre, lacking subsidies, is always short of money. The solution
is to have a full house by putting on popular plays such as Tom Jones, A Girl
in My Soup and the present Playhouse production. Having got people into the
habit of visiting the theatre, then you can give them more serious plays like
Brecht and Pinter.
(Something like a child at the doctor's.) Overnight you achieve two miracles: first,
you create a commercially viable boulevard theatre ('a full house') and, Hey Presto!
transform it into a serious theatre with a little sleight of hand.
Two simple points need to be made here. An Arts Council of Great Britain
report recently recommended an extension of subsidies to include the 'commercial'
(something of a misnomer in these barren days) theatres of the West End. In New
York, the demise of the commercial viability of Broadway is an established fact,
with even the colour and spectacle of the blockbuster musical unable to seduce.
It seems that the load of mindless, escapist plays has been taken over by the T.V.
series, and the colour and spectacle by Hollywood (and even there, the old commercial formulae are found to be inadequate).
Secondly, even if the managements were ever able to tap a low-brow need they'd
be bound to find (and how many times must this be shown?) that to condition a
taste for sweetmeats is bound to produce yelps of disapproval and a grieved sense
of betrayal when the same audience is offered meat. It just isn't good business!
Just as that audience would be driven away by a switch in policy, there is an
alienated audience staying away because of present policy. Where ii the middleclass which buys out the ABC concert subscriptions? Where is the enormous
youthful audience for the cinema of the new consciousness? Would theatrical
dilettantism ever attract blue-collar workers or attract any of these groups away
from the mesmeric box?
We are in desperate need of a theatre which strives to be itself in the face of
the sophisticated technologies of T.V. and the cinema, and one which is prepared
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to seek a relevance to conditions and pre-occupations of today, as the new cinema
is doing.
Against this backdrop, then, it was doubly disappointing to see the same mealymouthed playing-down to audience by the Octagon.
The argument about weaning audiences is intellectual snobbery and it's an indictment of the intellectual climate in Perth that it should have any currency.
The weaning argument is paternalistic and different in no qualitative way from
the assumptions and misconceptions of the downtown theatres. Re-inforce this
attitude with the conception of the University as the cultural arbiter for the community and all the good intentions cannot counter its malignancy. Let's examine
the misconceptions behind the season of Shakespeare:
'I decided with Jeana Bradley to produce Twelfth Night and Othello as
'straight' as possible. and not follow the vogue of gimmicky designs and productions. We aimed at a simple, basic realization of the play, in anticipation
of our schoolchildren and University-student audiences. As they are studying
the plays, it's to their advantage to see the play straight. The general public
is not interested enough in Shakespeare to warrant a highly individual production.
'In London, with every Shakespeare appearing every two years or so, you
can build up a coterie who come to see a new producer, a new actor, a new
interpretation. Here, it happens about once in fifteen years, so we can't afford
it. We lack a Shakespeare tradition, and therefore must do it simple, and
direct.'
(Pelican, Wed. June 10)
If Aarne Neeme has perceived a vogue for gimcrackery he must be thinking of
the wrong country. Apart from such isolated instances as the Richardson-Williamson Hamlet (or the National's Merchant of Venice), the only meaningful Shakespeare productions in London are the Aldwych seasons of the Royal Shakespeare
Company, in which, even under different directors, the company style is severe.
Cast in a permanent set, and with a restrained physical style of performance which
throws the emphasis heavily onto the verse, the operation of a 'Star' system is
replaced by ensemble evenness.
The actors stand stock still for long passages, delivering lines straight out front,
and plotting, gesture and all physical activity is organized into a tight, spare choreography. Nothing could be further than gimcrackery or coterie appeal. The brilliant
work of say Terry Hands and Trevor Nunn's productions stems not from the
clever and apt visual emblems, but the blinding clarity and muscularity of versespeaking and interaction between characters.
If Neeme's argument against English Shakespeare assumes a teleogical directorial approach, he is in error, for according to discussions with the RSC actors in
Adelaide, Nunn's method, for example, is strictly inductive, trying, testing, changing, refining; at all times as a peer of the actor, coming to empirical solutions. John
Barton, whose Twelfth Night I saw, spent the first 2t weeks of rehearsal working
on nothing but the words with the actors.
This makes nonsense of Neeme's next point:
'There is the difficulty of a Perth audience in concentrating on long speeches
or appreciating the fullness of the poetry. So, above all, we went for sense.
It is most important for our younger audience.'
Where else does 'sense' reside, other than in the text? But he goes on to contradict
himself:
'Therefore, in ways, one must try to realize the complexity of a Shakespearean
play. Nevertheless, the more perceptive the audience is, the more they will
appreciate. If they are not, at least they will get the basic level of at least an
'adventure story'.'
42

WESTERlV, No.3, OCTOBER, 1970

Only such condescension could ignore the greater responsiveness characteristic of
school audiences.
University guardians of aesthetic respectability have sniped away for years at
downtown productions of school texts, lamenting the possible damage done to their
appreciation of the great plays by the misguided. Odious therefore to read of a
season of questionable weight and worth, and one which noticeably bored the
poor mites:
'I think our main achievement lies in the large number of schoolchildren who
see the production, and so benefit from it. Let's hope it gives them a taste for
theatre.'
II
Direction
From the point of view of technique, this discussion of the Octagon season returns
to the distinction between empirical and teleological methods of directing.
With short rehearsal periods, a director often feels it necessary to pre-structure
his production, decide on a certain minimal interpretation (adventure story or
whatever), plot the moves of each scene beforehand, and generally use rehearsal
time to get actors to adopt, as efficiently as possible, pre-structured patterns of
behaviour.
The first week is spent blocking, the second in learning lines to go with the
moves; the third is spent practising these so that all the learned parts fit together.
The final days are spent adding technical details to be accommodated into the
pattern: lighting, sound and details of costume for the director, costumes and properties for the actor. At any time during the process, modifications may be made,
which tax the actors' ability to modify learned structures. Eight out of ten theatres
are run this way, and all the activity is directed towards effect: one that is predetermined and imposed.
It must be understood that, in the following discussion of the effect on the actor
of such a method, I am not necessarily arguing for the move among German/Dutch
actors for democratic control of decision making: the play, the director etc. (though
this may eventually be necessary when the subsidy system reaches its inevitable
atrophy). We are not dealing with a vital theatre, central to the lives of those in
the community, but with the drearier hack-work of a directionless, uninspired dosshouse. So this discussion must limit itself to a couple of points regarding the
creativity of the actor.
For, just as a group of actors cannot usually make certain decisions without a
director, neither can a director decide many things for an actor, or what is worse,
he can work against the fresh contribution which the actor should be led to make.
Obviously, in the communal art of the theatre, the ultimate goal is presentation,
communication with an audience, and might, therefore, be described as effectoriented. But as Stanislavski was the first to insist, for the actor, the validity of the
effect relies on his working, feeling himself into the actions and feelings which give
rise to that effect. Rehearsing, then, must provide for that period of research for
the actor (guided by a director) which will relieve him of the need to throw up
stereotypes in the panicky demands of rushed work. As Lee Strasberg has put it:
The audience comes into the theatre inactive and becomes active only as
a result of what the actors do. Therefore, the basic problem for the actor is not
how he deals with his material in terms of his audience, but how he begins to
make his material alive to himself. Once he has carried his understanding of
the play beyond conventionally conceived textures and experiences he must
then meet the problem of how to evoke and create those fuller and more
real textures and experiences on the stage.!
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It takes a major shift in attitude in those eight out of ten theatres to acknowledge
that both stages of the actor's work are essential in empirical production. So,
techniques which activate the actor's personal research, which make him an active
partner in the contract, must be searched out:
The appeal to the imagination, to the unconscious and the subconscious, is the
strongest lever in artistic work. The essentials of the creative mood or moment,
when something begins to happen, when the actor unconsciously begins to
work, are relaxation and the presence of something that stirs the actor subconsciously. This something is not the kind of mental knowledge that gives
the actor answers that have no meaning for him. This something is not the
kind of answer that tells him why he does what he does. It is the kind of
subconscious answer that brings him alive, feeds him, makes his imagination
work ... (p. 82).
Strasberg expands by saying that there are two possible means of activating this
necessary psychological preparedness in the actor: the 'observation' school (from
which Stanislavski began, and which Brecht followed), and his own ("But we
believe that the actor need not imitate a human being. The actor is himself a
human being and can create out of himself. The actor is the only art material
capable of being both the material and the reality so that you almost cannot tell
the two things apart. Only in theatre do we have the emotions, soul, spirit, mind,
and muscles of the artist as the material of art." p.81). Whichever approach you
are sympathetic to (if they must be distinct), it would be agreed that the actor's
creativity must be activated and contributed in the rehearsal process. Only the
empirical approach in direction (as opposed to the pre-structural, teleological hackwork) takes the time to encourage this.
It would seem to me to be imperative to use such an approach to demystify the
difficulties of the classical plays, especially if working in this country, and these, it
will be recognized, were the ones to which Neeme was most heavily committed by
his artistic director.
The reluctance to employ an empirical approach often seems to stem from an
unwarranted fear that the texts themselves (which are the ultimate objects of the
research) will somehow suffer in a welter of self-indulgence at the text's expense.
There is probably ample evidence to point to such a danger, but having recognized
it, let's not throw out the baby with the bathwater. If convincing exponents of
empiricism are few and far between, its techniques are valuable, as the following
examples might indicate.
London's Royal Court Theatre is a staunch bastion for playwrights against the
assaults of non-verbal theatre. As director William Gaskill himself has said in
interview:
'... The Court has always been a writers' theatre. I don't think I could ever
exist in a theatre which had nothing to do with words or a theatre in which
words were debased. That's the chief link between the work I do in Restoration Comedy and, say, Edward Bond. There is no essential difference-it means
a theatre connected with an accurate use of language to define social situations.
The Court's function is to maintain the writer as a creative person in the
theatre.'2
This theatre, which ,vas to figure centrally in the 1956 and after revolution in
English writing for theatre, \vas also responsible for the revivification of acting
style, directing and even stage design. The two interests, rather than being incompatible, go hand in glove.
William Gaskill, the director of the Royal Court, was also responsible for one
of the National Theatre's most resounding succes d' estime with his strong, Brechtian
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revival of Farquhar's The Recruiting Officer six years ago (and the follow-up with
The Beaux' Stratagem, in 1970).
Gaskill has described how he made use in these productions of improvisations
developed by the Living Theatre, called transformation exercises, which were
"dependent on absorbing or imitating something someone else did, and then
changing it and giving it back to them". In a fundamentally Brechtian way, extensive improvisation was also centred on "the narrative of the play: to outline
the synopsis of anyone scene and then to perform the scene before the actors
had learnt the dialogue".3 (Brecht required as a first stage. of rehearsal that the
actors had a detailed knowledge of the play's action or fable, before working
on blocking or characterization.)
The 'transformation' exercises effectively emphasize the dynamics of interaction
as the foundation of the dramatic mimesis, the second series the structural mechanics of the action and the place of the character in the whole, and both work directly
and indirectly towards the ensemble qualities that a company must develop.
'... More and more I object to using rehearsals as a time in which actors are
taught their lines by a director . . . I always tried to demonstrate that a
particular speech in the play came out of a specific emotional relationship.
One speech should be glued to the next by the feeling between people.'4
These subtextual understandings cannot be applied like icing, after the fact. The
actors had to be brought in on the discovery inductively if they were not to perform
with the unmotivated wooden flatness of marionnettes. Access had to be gained
to ideas, thoughts, feelings, behind, within the text, which the actors might otherwise have failed to consider. As many of the exercises concern interaction, narcissism is avoided, because they work on points of contact. (Even Jerzy Grotowski,
in whose Teatr Laboratorium the internal research of the actor has been foremost,
works on points of contact, directing the impulses outward.)
The inductive method is as important for directors as for actors, if they too are
to avoid easy solutions. This description of Brecht's methods as a director points
the way:
Actors (and directors) new at the Ensemble were usually very tense, and tried
to get results right away-as they must when they have only a few weeks'
rehearsal time. Brecht would tell them, "Fast results are always to be regarded
with suspicion. The first solution is usually not a good solution. Not enough
thinking goes into it. Instinct is a very dubious guide, espcially for dirctors".5
So Gaskill is not the only exponent of such techniques. Several years ago Harold
Laing was expounding similar techniques (Macbeth in Camera) of searching for
the 'actions' (in the Stanislavski sense) within the speeches of Shakespeare as a
solution of the traditional blind-spots (such as the 'England scene' in Macbeth).
Peter Brook has described how he came to his first rehearsal as a director with
a fully-prepared productions script, discarded it, and has never since relied on the
efficacy of such deductive thinking. I have already indicated how an empirical
approach was utilized by Trevor Nunn in productions such as The Winter's Tale.
Aarne Neeme made much of his debt to Berholt Brecht around the time of his
re-acquaintance with the rigorous master (viz. the Brecht on Brecht programme).
But of all directors, Brecht was the ideal exponent of empiricism, as Carl Weber
has described:
Sometimes 40 versions of one scene were tried, once in a while only two. Even
when a production had opened, and been reviewed, he re-worked parts of it,
re-rehearsed it, changed the blocking. The actors also took an experimental
attitude. They would suggest a way of doing something, and if they started to
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explain it, Brecht would say that he wanted no discussions in rehearsal-it
would have to be tried.
Brecht had another important ability: if he had worked at a scene, and then
dropped it for a week, he could come back and look at it as if he had never
seen it before. I remember a scene from the third act of Caucasian Chalk
Circle, when Grushe, with her adopted child and her brother Lawrentij,
arrives at the house of the dying peasant whom she is forced to marry. The
scene hadn't been done for about three weeks (the play was rehearsed for
eight months); he came back to it, and we all thought it was going well when
suddenly Brecht yelled, "Stop!" He asked what the actor who was playing
Lawrentij who was walking across the room, was doing. Well, we answered,
there's a good reason; he has to be over there for his next line, you blocked it
this way. Brecht denied this angrily, saying there. was no reason for such a
move. "But his next line asks for it." "What line?" he barked. The actor said
the line. "But that's impossible, I couldn't have written that!" We had to show
him in the book that he had indeed written it, and he was furious-at us. But
he rewrote the scene. He looked at it as if it were by someone else, from a
play he'd never heard of before, which he was judging as a spectator, and it
failed. 6
If there were any need to stress such a thing, all these men are eminently
respectable, and at the furthest remove from grotty mindlessness. These techniques
and their results are tried and proven, and as Gaskill says about himself:
'I was bred in a theatre which relates to thought, to Bernard Shaw, to Brecht,
where the underlying philosophical and political basis to drama has always
been an essential part of the work. It's very difficult for me to dislocate myself
from this and move towards a kind of mindless theatre.' (p. 53)
The major characteristic of each of the productions of the Octagon season (least
marked in Black Comedy and most marked in the Shakespeare) was the murky
delineation of the dynamics and the almost rote delivery of lines cut off from the
actions which gave rise to them. There was simply nothing but the most generalized
indication of the drama as based on conflicted interactions of people, little of the
detail of the interplay of human emotions, none of the specifics of psychologicallyderived characterization.
Empirical techniques (as successfully employed by Collin O'Brien in his student
production of the Marowitz Macbeth) can lead to a firm structural strength,
organic development of company style, and the real involvement of the actor in
the creative demands made on him.
Now the common reaction in Australia when comparisons are made with the
likes of the RSC or the Berliner Ensemble is to deny the possibility of achieving
such results here. Such may be the case, because of some geographically- or culturally-derived deficiency, but I would personally be loathe to consider it that way.
Whatever the case, the point should be underlined that any method of direction
implies certain methodological assumptions, and why should these remain unexamined in the theatre?
Without financial stability assured, the future of the company was in doubt
from week to week, and save for a guarantee against loss and a Special Projects
Fund grant (from the Australian Council for the Arts, otherwise committed to
propping up the Playhouse) for the Shakespeare, there was no encouragement to
forward planning by the powers that be, especially in the University itself.
With a building constructed on money set aside for a lecture theatre, I imagine
the University was loathe to identify the Octagon strictly as a theatre. Apart from
the difficulties this brought for those working in the theatre on the simple level of
being unable to plan for stable settings with the influx of streams of lectures, films,
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music recitals and rock concerts, an opportunity of some moment was lost to the
University itself and to its members.
For the campus itself, a measure of security could have created, for the first
time, an ensemble of some permanence, whose growth and continuity would be
an alternative to the casual, ad hoc activity and a focus for the cultural life of the
University community. In the wider context of the city, the contribution of considered, thorough work in an uncompromising repertoire was negated on both
counts.
But the company was simply not given a professional charter: technical support
was negligible, with Neeme sometimes forced to work on his own sets and even
man the box-office.
If financial resources were limited, it is hard to reconcile the priorities which
governed their use. What there was was spread over the salaries of a core of professional actors (several imported as a form of cultural imperialism with negligible
long-term benefits for the locals), the technical costs of set design and construction
and costumes, lighting etc., and the supportive advertising and PR services. If
rehearsal time was at a premium, and the lack of it the prime cause of mediocrity,
why wasn't the money available concentrated on the area which would bear most
fruit? It seems that costumes, sets and the like are a hollow extravagance when the
guts of the matter have been left unexamined. The Octagon simply never had the
resources to set itself up as a professional company, and in the long term it would
be more profitable if it were to start from scratch, rather than launch itself without
the wherewithal to float.
This discussion has ignored a detailed account of each individual season, and
our attention has focussed on methodological concerns, and the shortcomings
which are characteristic of Australian theatres. These are not shortcomings which
are solved in a flourish by subsidy, as the example of the Playhouse bears witness
(and we could say the same of the Old Tote and the S.A. Theatre Company). The
artistic groundwork must be there, and if something is to be done in all seriousness
to nourish the roots of Australia's theatre, it's no good watering the leaves. There
must be more work of the uncompromising, artistic sort done on the basics and less
on the packaging of shoddily-produced consumer products for a sheep-like tiny
audience.
There's a story of Bertolt Brecht sitting in on the rehearsals of his first play,
and much to the consternation of the producer, gradually taking over the production, assaulting the actors with cries of: "All you're giving me is SHIT!" Brecht
never gave up the struggle against what he was later to refer to as the 'sweet lies'.
We desperately need directors and actors and companies prepared to fight the sweet
lies, even where this means working in whatever status is appropriate or possible:
amateur or professional, accomplished or training situations, revalued at the fundamental levels of the structure. All we have are groups struggling for a bourgeois
respectability.
If respectability were not the goal, perhaps a clearer path might be seen as the
means, for as another reviewer has said (The Critic, June 30, 1970):
... The idea of establishing a professional company as rapidly (and indiscriminately) as possible will have to be discarded; in its place there should ideally
be instituted a scheme of training local actors to form the nucleus of a future
company centred at the Octagon. This would of course be a slow process, and
it can only be hoped that those who make the decisions will have the foresight
(the hindsight?) to adopt such a plan.
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NOTES
1. Strasberg at the Actors Studio. Tape-recorded ses~ions edited by Robert H. Hethmon. Jonathon
Cape, London, 1966, p. 80.
2. Plays and Players, May 1970, p. 53.
3. p.52.
4. Ibid., p. 52.
5. Carl Weber, "Brecht as Director", The Drama Review, vol. 12, no. 1, Fall, 1967, p. 105.
6. Ibid., p. 103.
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Margot Luke

A THEATRE FOR ALL SEASONS

When there was the suggestion, some time ago, that the Sydney Opera House
should ensure its financial future by staging occasional prize-fights, the general
reaction was incredulous laughter and embarrassment that this "coal in the bath"
attitude should have survived into these sophisticated times. The Octagon Theatre,
being less spectacular-both in history and dimensions-has not inspired any
barbarism on quite that scale, but its misuse has been both unimaginative and
short-sighted. There is something bizarre about a University enthusiastically building theatre after theatre, but only reluctantly letting the actual business of dramatic
presentation get under way. It suggests goodwill, but a deep distrust of the ultimate
value of the enterprise.
The demand that a theatre should pay its way by fulfilling two or more functions
inevitably spells disaster. The classic case is, of course, the New Fortune Theatre
--celebrated, but mainly used by pigeons and sunbathing students-obligatory
stop on every conducted tour of Perth. Its primary function is as an inner courtyard of the Arts Building, and therefore only usable as a theatre in the long
vacation. The Octagon-possibly in direct reaction-has physical independence as
a theatre, but has to prove its usefulness in so many directions that only four
productions per year have been staged there by its resident company. It is the only
place in the State that combines the technical facilities to encourage adventure in
dramatic production, and the comfort to tempt audiences to come and see them.
This combination of good acoustics, clear sightlines, seats that neither bulge nor
collapse, and the aesthetically pleasing environment have made it easy to regard
it not so much as a theatre as an ideal place for assembling audiences.
Clearly, a utility built, largely financed and staffed by the University might
reasonably be expected to justify its existence within the framework of that institution. But the perspective is wrong. Used as a theatre it could create a milestone
in the cultural history of the state. Treated as a general utility it is fulfilling a
number of functions, most of them unsatisfactorily.
No one would dream of demanding that our ornamental shrubs and trees
provide fruit for the dining halls and timber for the workshops. Yet the Octagon
has to serve as lecture hall (without provision of bookrests for note-taking), as
cinema (excellent sound equipment but only 50% of the seating is adequate for
viewing), as a concert hall (perfect for chamber music but agonising when trumpets
triumph), even the odd pop-concert, with predictable debris and the inconvenience
of stolen props from the production then in rehearsal.
The argument is not that it should be hermetically sealed against "improper
use", but that its proper function should be recognised and given priority. In the
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long run this would serve the interests, not only of drama, but would ensure that
adequate facilities are provided for other activities.
This half-hearted recognition of the Octagon as a theatre .in its own right also
applies to the attitude to the company. The concept of a "professional nucleus,
gradually to be built up" is fine, except that the professionals are not treated as
such. With no security of tenure (the stop-go business of the past few months with
solemn farewell performances and almost immediate "re-forming" of the company
was ludicrous as \vell as unsettling). The fact that the theatre is only available
part-time, with a resulting inconvenience regarding sets and rehearsals is not merely
unnecessary, but is psychologically damaging-producers should be able to plan
unhampered, actors should be able to feel that they are being taken seriously,
audiences should feel the same respect for the delicate machinery of a theatre as
they do for a computer.
Another aspect of this is that only fairly young players can afford to commit
themselves to the company. On the one hand this has proved an asset-the youth
and vitality of most of the productions have been noted and appreciated. On the
other hand, this limits the range of characters that can be played without the
intrusion of school-play effects when the young play the very old. When so intelligent an actor as John Gaden plays Sorin in The Seagull it becomes a personal
triumph over unfair odds. But on other occasions there were unfortunate comic
effects. I have an indelible memory of Michael Rolfe as Brabantio in Othello
scuttling across the stage like a Beatrix Potter hamster, whereas, in his own range,
say as Sir Fopling Flutter, he was first rate. One intelligent remedy here has been
the exchange of actors between the three established theatre companies. To make
this a feasible practice however the Octagon must have recognised professional
status. Even this is not a totally satisfactory arrangement, as with all isolated
communities there is the inevitable risk of inbreeding, lack of challenge, uncriticized
mannerisms and complacency among the actors; and among audiences an overfamiliarity with faces and personalities. The continued introduction of experienced
professionals from the Eastern States (why not overseas? encourage one expatriate
per year?) at one end of the scale, and the encouragement of talented student-actors
at the other, seems a healthy practice, and one uniquely available to this Company.
The attempt to introduce an American academic guest producer met with less
success-his efforts threw into sharp contrast the superior work of the resident
producer. It remains to be seen whether after the departure of Aarne Neeme a
replacement ,vill be found who can offer the same combination of flair and professionalism.
The company, in its present half-formed stage, would certainly benefit from
the stability provided by a resident producer of quality, because even with the
handicaps enumerated, a measure of the teamwork and success of the company
venture was the speed with which a recognisable style evolved-a blending of free
uncluttered movement, inventive wit, occasional outrageous and deliberate anacronisms, and with very rare exceptions the feeling that a production was conceived
as a whoIe, bearing the personal stamp of the director without simultaneonsly
reducing the actors to puppets. The actors dominating throughout, John Gaden and
Arthur Dignam, totally different and each with his own brand of excellence, gave
a string of memorable performances, others stand out for particular parts-Helen
Neeme in The Venetian Twins, Neville Teede in parts as different as the Player in
R. and G. and Othello, Pat Skevington and Pat Williamson in the older comedies,
Eileen Collocott in Black Comedy and Brecht.
The difficulty of establishing the Octagon's status as a theatre was initially
paralleled by the flabby compromise in its programming, although a more definite
policy is now beginning to emerge. Once again, its duty to the University was
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unarguable, but how was this duty to be defined? Should it be a cultural asset,
a playground or a teaching-aid? If the academic establishment claimed priority,
then should programming be dominated by conservative elements who dismiss the
twentieth century as an unfortunate lapse, or by the moderns to demanded contemporary relevance? Should the fact that no department of drama exists disqualify
academic claims, or should the fact that drama is taught as literature in both
English and Language departments influence the choice of plays? Or are such
narrow calculations too painfully similar to student demands that only examinable
texts should be required reading. Running counter to academic sectional interests,
there would be student claims. Should the serious student of drama be fed an
undiluted diet of Great Plays? Should the aggressive minority be allowed to follow
overseas alienation techniques and kill the whole thing off with Living Theatre?
And what of that totally ignored element, the Australian playwright?
The following list of programmes covering the activities of the Octagon
Company and the Octagon Theatre (not always identical) will show how well or
otherwise the cause of drama was served. Gaps between programmes represent
seasons of ballet, film, concerts, lectures, playreadings and vacation periods.
]969

February
August
September

October
November
December

1970

March
April
Apr/May

June

July
August
September

Octagon: Shakespeare, Henry IV, Melbourne Theatre
Company
Octagon: Machiavelli, Mandragola, Octagon Theatre Company, Director Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Stoppard, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are
Dead. Hole in the Wall Theatre Co., Producer Richard
Davey, Director Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Etheredge, The Man of Mode, Octagon Theatre
Company, Director Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Beckett, Waiting for Godot, Director Michael
Addison
Octagon: Robert Bolt, The Thwarting of Baron Bolligrew.
Octagon Company with guests artists, Director Aarne
Neeme
New Fortune: Measure for Measure, D.D.S. and Graduate
Soc., Director Michael Addison
Dolphin Theatre: Bond, The Pope's Wedding, U.D.S. with
members of Octagon Company, Director Aarne Neeme
Dolphin Theatre: Goldoni, The Venetian Twins, Octagon
Company, Director Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Double Bill-Plautus The Haunted House and
Shaffer, Black Comedy, Octagon Company, Director
Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Shakespeare. Season-Twelfth Night and Othello,
Production and Design, Jeana Bradley, Director, Aarne
Neeme
Dolphin Theatre: Tabori, Brecht on Brechl, Octagon Company, Director Aarne Neeme
Octagon: Festival of University Drama, incl. Marowitz
Macbeth, U.D.S., Director Collin O'Brien
Octagon: Chekhov, The Seagull, Octagon Company, Direc.
tor Aarne Neeme
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Sept/October

Octagon: Luke, Hadrian VII, Octagon Company with Hole
in the Wall Theatre, Producer Richard Davey, Director
Aarne. Neeme
Oct/November Dolphin Theatre: Bond, Narrow Road to the Deep North,
Octagon Company with National Theatre Inc., Director Aarne Neeme

It will be noticed that no attempt was made to foster a sense of the identity or
local significance of the new theatre. The inaugural production splendid and interesting as it was, introduced a visiting company; the first Octagon Company's season
in the second year was presented at the Dolphin Theatre, as was their farewell
performance on their (temporary) disbanding in July. The only contemporary play
of any claim to significance, Bond's The Pope's Wedding, was presented at the
Dolphin, as was the first reading of Dorothy Hewitt's part-finished play The Chapel
Perilous (a memorable, yet totally unheralded event, tucked away in an afternoon
session of the Festival of University Drama).
The attempt to make programmes both popular and academically respectable
resulted in some strange and often illuminating combinations, especially the choice
of comedies (crowd-pleasing) from the sixteenth to eighteenth centuries (scholarly)
leavened with two existential pieces (contemporary, universal) one of which, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, was a parody of the other (Waiting for Godot) as well as
a literary in-joke on Hamlet.
The second season, though still leaning heavily on comedy, provided greater
variety as well as better planning. The inclusion of a Shakespeare season mid-year
balanced the lightweight material, and the Festival of University Drama injected
some much-needed controversial material. It also provided the incentive for the
D.D.S. production of that brilliant piece of cannibalism, the Marowitz Macbeth,
produced with admirable awareness of the Octagon's possibilities by Collin O'Brien.
The Festival also introduced the work of two young Australian playwrights-Jack
Hibberd's Klag and Jon Stephen's Pity the Poor Cat. Disappointment with the facile
pretentiousness of the first, and puzzled boredom with the second may prove
salutary in the long run in demonstrating to local playwrights that reputations tend
to get inflated by distance. Very much more impressive work has been seen, for
example, at The Hole in the Wall.
Although the 1970 season was both more interesting and more balanced than
the first season, it still lacked the spirit of adventure indicated both by the physical
shape of the theatre and its independence from commercial success. All the enterprise was supplied by F.D.D., an event not likely to recur for many years. The
rest of the fare was safely standard (except the comedies, already qualified), and
the contemporary plays had been through the overseas cycle of survival and arrived
with their various seals of approval. (Black Comedy had started at the Chichester
Festival, Hadrian had moved from the Birmingham Rep, via the Mermaid to its
long run at the Haymarket.) No risk is taken with such plays-the audience is, in
fact, seeing London successes. It seems a pity that the more demanding plays should
automatically be banished to the Dolphin Theatre. True, it is depressing for both
actors and audience to sit in a half-empty theatre. But surely one of the main tasks
of a theatre situated on a university campus is to build up appreciative audiences
by encouraging student attendances. A more realistic prices policy might be considered. Even at the. "concession price" of a dollar intellectual curiosity is still more
likely to find its outlet in a paperback. Either a nominal charge of 25c or the
practice followed in Germany, of selling all unsold seats a few minutes before
curtain-up to bona-fide students at nominal charges might be followed. Apart from
this the discerning theatre-going public might be persuaded to abandon its clublike attendances at either the Playhouse or the Hole in the Wall and sample a
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wider variety of drama. The recent examples of collaboration between the theatres
has already established the Octagon as a meeting place where the boundaries that
divide "specialist" audiences disappear. It is a versatile theatre., able to encompass
the whole range of theatrical experience, from pageantry (as in Henry IV and
Hadrian VII), to the uncompromisingly stark, and the whispered or mumbled
communication, as with Godot.
Its value to the cultural life of the community is beyond dispute, but two
peripheral considerations might appeal to the more utilitarian administrative mind.
In the first place it is probably the best piece of continuous public relations between
the University and the general public. In the second place it might be regarded as
a status symbol and tourist attraction-50% of London's theatre attendances are
by tourists.
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National Parks
I. Cape le Grand
2. Cape Range ....
3. Giekie Gorge
~. Greenmount
5. John Forrest
6. Kalamunda
7. Kalbarri
8. lesmurdie Falls
9. Nambung
10. Neerabup
I I. Porongoru ps
12. Serpentine
13. Stirling Range
I~. Torndirrup
15. Walpole-Nornalup
16. Walyunga
17. Yalgorup
18. Yanchep

Acres
39,500
33,171
7,750
127
3,91~

....
919
... 358,000
81
... 39,991
.. 2,785
5,531
.. 1,571
.... 285,874
8,911
33,012
4,000
9,850
6,840
---841,827
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•

WESTERN

5

4 •

•

.8

JURIEN BAY

6

CANNING DAM

AUSTRALIA
Other Reserves
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
JO.
31.
32.
33.
J4.

Acres

Albany Boronia Reserve
..
Araluen-Canning Dam Reserve
East Perth Cemetery Reserve
Hamelin Bay Reserve
...
Kalbarri Ranger's Residential Reserve
Keane's Point Reserve
Matilda Bay Reserve
Nowergup Lake Fauna Sanctuary ...
Old Mill Reserve, South Perth
Penguin Island Reserve
Walpole Flora Reserve
...
Walpole Golf Course Reserve ....
Walpole Ranger's Residential Reserve
Walpole Yacht Club Reserve
Yanchep Flora Reserve
....
...
Small part of King's Park Reserve
(Bernie's Kiosk) ....

112
50
12
366
1
64.
51
288
J

3('
228
35
1
24.
~39

1,622
843,"49

J. J. Harman, M.L.A.

CONSERVATION IN WESTERN
AUSTRALIA

In recent times the subject of Conservation has been widely debated in Western
Australia. The issue was given impetus by the Minister for Industrial Development,
Charles Court, by his now famous statement in New York in November, 1969.
Mr Court said "Though Australia has conservationists and anti-pollutionists, like
the United States, the W.A. Government will not spoil American development in
W.A. by acting too soon".
Despite this attitude protagonists for conservation were able to influence the
Government in March, 1970, to agree to the principle of a Minister for Conservation. Such a portfolio already exists in three other States of the Commonwealth.
However, the test of the Government's action will be made when the details of
the Ministry are made known. It would be unfortunate if the Government did not
clothe the new Ministry with legislative power and specific fundamental decisions
but rather sought to rely upon the personal strength of the Minister to bargain
with other Ministers. For example one could predict the outcome of any confrontation between the new Minister for Conservation and the present Industrial
Development Minister.
Since 1962 the Government have had the benefit of a report on National Parks
and Nature Reserves submitted by the W.A. sub-committee of the Australian
Academy of Science. This excellent report suggested 38 W.A. areas should be
permanently reserved "for the benefit of scientific knowledge in Australia, and
as such, these areas should clearly be reserved as Class A Reserves for the preservation of fauna and flora. If they are so reserved they will comprise a system
of major reserves for this State which is representative of its native biology".
Of the areas listed 27 were already reserved. Since the report 5 areas have been
reserved although less than the acreage recommended. The six remaining areas
are still under consideration.
Unfortunately for the Government the mining boom further compounded the
delay in reserving the additional areas and has embarrassed the Minister for
Lands. The Mt Manning Range area north east of Southern Cross is now covered
by a Temporary Reserve for iron ore and subject to some 3 mining tenements of
900 acres and 87 pegged claims totalling 25,000 acres which have not yet been
determined by the Minister for Mines. The Bremmer Range area west of Salmon
Gums is also subject to a number of mineral claims so far undetermined.
On a comparative basis W.A. falls well below the acreages reserved for National
Parks and Nature Reserves by other Australian States. In N.S.W. the total acreage
in July 1968 of National Parks was t.1 % of its total area, Victoria 0.9% with
Western Australia about 0.5%. I acknowledge that since this comparison was made
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by the Australian Conservation Foundation in its special Publication No.2 the
Government have approved areas which lift its total acreage of land reserved under
the National Parks Board to 3.5 million acres.
One of these additional areas-the Hamersley Range area-of about 1.5 million
acres was sought by the National Parks Board as a National Park in 1963. At that
time the area contained two temporary mining reserves for asbestos. When the
Hanwright Iron Ore Agreement was ratified by Parliament in 1968 the application
was already 5 years outstanding. The area now contains 31 Temporary Mining
Reserves which amount to 376,400 acres or 25% of the now National Park area.
Another area recommended was the Napier-Oscar Ranges area of 123,000
acres. The Government have reserved two parts to date. One is Geikie Gorge7750 acres and Tunnel Creek-225 acres. The famous Windjana Gorge has not
yet been reserved despite its geological, scenic and historical importance.
The very least the Government could do would be to adopt the recommendations
of this sub-committee and immediately reserve the remaining areas suggested. The
Government should state clearly that such areas are inviolate and any change in
the purpose of the reservation order from flora and fauna should be agreed to
by both the Legislative Assembly and Council of Parliament.
Earlier this year I was disturbed that of the 26 geological areas referred to
by the Academy of Science only one-the Wolf Creek Crater-has been reserved
by the Government. The remaining 25 sites had merely been endorsed on Lands
and Surveys Public Plans.
Some examples of these sites are:
( 1) The Napier and Oscar Ranges. The Academy of Science reports: "The
Napier and Oscar Ranges represent an exhumed Devonian reef complex in an
exceptionally favourable condition of preservation and exposure. The proposed
Class A reserves at Windjana Gorge, Oscar Range, Brooking Gorge, and Geikie
Gorge, include the best exposed sections known through the reef complex. Windjana
Gorge in particular is perhaps the most important geological locality in Western
Australia, at least from a stratigraphical point of view. However, these reserves do
not include the most fossiliferous exposures found in the reef complex, and for
this reason a special geological reserve is proposed at Bugle Gap."
(2) Bugle Gap is referred to in the report as "primarily a geological reserve,
though it is also scenically attractive. The Devonian reef complex is well exposed
in this area, and the richly fossiliferous basin facies, which is not exposed in the
Napier and Oscar Ranges, is well developed here. The ammonoid fossils from
Bugle Gap are already world famous, and extensive collections of other fossils
from the gap are now being studied in America".
(3) Carawine Gorge: "The best exposures of Permian glacial pavements known
in Western Australia are present at this locality. The area is 3 miles north west
of the gorge."
Surely the same reasons for reserving the Wolf Creek Crater must apply to
these other special and in some cases unique sites.
Again a realistic and practical approach is necessary for the preservation of
our beaches. Some very sound arguments have been advanced to have our beaches
brought under the control of a statutory authority. This type of protection has
many advantages as compared to the present system involving the various local
authorities and port authorities.

Aboriginal Sites
Despite the passage of 140 years since first settlement in W.A., despite the
improved knowledge of Aboriginal culture and history, despite the massive mining
exploration taking place all over W.A. and on Aboriginal Reserves there is no
legislative protection for sacred Aboriginal sites. The preservation of such sites
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and the development of a common cultural heritage must surely rank high on the
priority list of any self respecting Government. Yet in W.A. no such legislation
has been brought to Parliament even though the Minister for Native Welfare
promised such legislation in 1968. One wonders why the delay.
The need to preserve Aboriginal sites was given emphasis in the 19508 by
anthropologists following closer and more detailed study of tribalised and semitribalised Aborigines. Closer contact with such groups by Native Welfare field
officers resulting in a greater appreciation of Aboriginal culture and history led
to support of action to protect sites.
In the 1960s action was taken by the W.A. Museum and the Native Welfare
Department to commence a system of recording Aboriginal sites and endeavouring
to classify the degree of importance and use and whether such sites had significance
to living Aborigines or not.
Due to the upsurge of mining activity particularly the search for nickel and
other base metals, it was obvious that Aboriginal Reserves could not be exempted
from such exploration and indeed nor was such exemption desirable. However,
before exploratory parties were allowed to traverse Aboriginal Reserves under a
permit system action was taken by the Department of Native Welfare and the.
W.A. Museum to survey Reserves, ascertain the position and degree of importance
of sites in collaboration with local Aborigines and plot these on official maps. These
maps were made available to mining groups permitted on Reserves. Such groups
were requested to refrain from any violation of these sites.
This action performed administratively was successful on Aboriginal Reserves.
The Department had no authority to act outside Aboriginal Reserves and clearly
it was a matter for legislative action in order to perform the very same work as on
Aboriginal Reserves. As a result such incidents as the "Weebo Affair", the desecration of sites at Wingellina and in the Kimberleys has occurred to our knowledge.
The procrastination is recorded below:
Governor's Speech. Opening of 26th Parliament July, 1968.
"Amendments to the Art Gallery and Museum Acts are being prepared to permit
assistance to be given for the establishment of regional galleries in country areas,
to help local authorities to develop museums, to protect important sites and objects
of aboriginal origin, and to close waters around historic wrecks to protect them
from damage."
Hansard No. II-October 15th, 1969, Page 1565
"Mr Harman: Would you comment on the other aspect I raised regarding the
legislation which was promised concerning the sacred sites?
Mr Lewis: Yes, I will comment briefly on that. It is true that the Governor, in his
Address to Parliament in 1968, forecast the measure which is before the House at
the moment. However, some time has been spent on preparing this legislation and
it was not ready for presentation in the March period. This is why it was held
over until the 1969 session.
We. have also done some work on the question of sacred sites, and I was hoping
to include something in this regard in the measure. However, a committee of the
Government is having a close look at all reserves at the moment, because it is
recognised that some of them are of great value to the State. These include fauna
and flora reserves, native reserves with sacred sites, forestry reserves, and those
sorts of things, which are considered to be of great value to the State.
It is recognised that these reserves cannot all be given over to mining and so
on, and so a committee of the Government is looking at this matter. It was
deemed advisable to wait for the report of the Committee, and if necessary-and
I think it will probably be necessary-introduce an amendment to the Museum
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Bill, perhaps next session, to tidy up the matter of sacred sites. I commend the Bill
to the House."
Hansard No. 19-April 15th, 1970, page 3188 during a Grievance Day Debate
on this subject.
"Mr Harman: Is the Government going to wait until it determines every site before
introducing legislation?
Mr Lewis: No, "ve will not do that, but we must have more authentic information
than we possess at the moment. The precise position at the moment is that I have
referred the matter back to the advisory committee which, as I have already
indicated, is of the opinion that there is no need to reserve some of the sites which
contain rock carvings and paintings. I have asked the committee to advise me of
the sites which the Government should take steps to reserve. When I have received
this information, the Government will have something definite and will be able to
go ahead and prepare legislation. It is true that I said the Government would not
introduce legislation in this part of the session which after all, does not have a
long time to run. However I have never yet said that the Government will not
prepare. legislation for next session. When I receive the further information from
the advisory committee I will be in a better position to approach the. Cabinet to
see what can be done. This is precisely the position."
Hopes for legislation in the Third and last session of the 26th Parliament were
doomed when the Minister, Mr Lewis, is reported in The West Australian (28th
July, 1970) as follows: "However, he (Mr Lewis) said yesterday, that the bill (for
site protection) would probably be held over till the Government had the findings
of the Committee appointed to investigate the operation of the Mining Act."

Historic Wrecks
The procrastination and indecision of the Government in respect of the salvage
of historic wrecks is beyond description. Western Australia had a unique opportunity to go back in history some 300 to 400 years. The relics obtained and other
information collated would be invaluable. The value of the bullion could have
assisted to offset salvage costs.
As each favourable season passes one wonders how much longer the State
has to wait. Meanwhile. looters continue to dive on the wrecks for their own
personal gain.
The whole story of these wrecks since their discovery and subsequent legal
action by Parliament in 1964 till the present day would surely rate as a best seller
spiced with adventure, personal courage, greed, intrigue, delays, indecision~ fortune
hunting, counterfeiting, theft and possible invalid Acts of Parliament.
It may be necessary before long to seriously suggest a Royal Commission
enquiry.

Conclusion
Whatever has happened in the past we should strive to learn from our mistakes
and if necessary improve upon correct decisions already made. The action taken
over the next twelve months on conservation is vitally important not only to our
present generation but for all generations to come. What we preserve today will
be the heritage of tomorrow.
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NATIONAL PARKS-AS AT 30th JUNE 197Q-ADDITIONAL TO MAP
Cape Arid-about 65 miles east of Esperance
Hamersley Range-near Wittenoom ...
Sir James Mitchell-l0 chains width extending 40 miles along
South Western Highway in the Shannon River area ...

642,000
1,458,430
2,717

OTHER NATIONAL PARKS NOT OFFICIALLY NAMED
64,480
26,030
76,646
372,483
150
81

Norseman Lake King Road
Near Regans Ford
Near Watheroo
Near West Pilbara and Chichester Range
Near Porongorup Range
The Knoll (Gooseberry Hill)
OTHER RESERVES-ADDITIONAL TO MAP
Boronia Reserve-south of Wellington Dam Catchment Area
Tammin Flora
Wolf Creek Meteorite Crater-65 miles south of Halls Creek

...

406
1,441
3,607

Map by courtesy The National Parks Board 0/ W.A.
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Trevor Williams

THE WRECK OF THE BATAVIA:
Observations on the Theory and Practice
of Public Administration

Dr Tyler's article in the preceding issue of Westerly is of considerable interest to
those whose academic or practical concern is with the functioning of governmental
administrations as well as to those who are interested in specific matters of conservation, in this instance the protection of Western Australia's historic wrecks.
As an expression of concern and dissatisfaction with governmental action, the
article reflects a feature of political life in a democratic society which becomes pronounced during the months preceding an election. In an atmosphere of heightened
political activity and awareness the political parties, the mass media and numerous
interest groups in the community begin to sharpen their conceptions and evaluations of the Government's performance from a variey of viewpoints. Thus, while
the question of preserving the historic wrecks has received increasing attention
over the past three months, governmental action in several other spheres has also
been the subject of more public comment than is usual. These include other aspects
of conservation, such as the protection of wildlife reserves! and aboriginal sites 2 ,
the Government's actions in relation to mining legislation3 , town planning4 and
education5 • Such public commentaries tend to follow similar patterns-an emphasis
on the urgency of the need for governmental action, expressions of dissatisfaction
with what has been done or is planned, and sometimes recommendations of preferred policies or courses (though all too infrequently and seldom with sufficient
clarity to mean much).
At times, such concern prompts attempts to place such issues in the wider
context of democratic life. Thus, Robert Pullan has written that:
"without the rule of law individual rights are an illusion and a theory to be
brushed aside at the whim of bureaucracy. There is nothing to stop this
happening if Parliament is prepared to set aside the rule of law. The West
Australian Parliament has been and is so prepared".6
Similarly, on August 7, 1970, during a discussion on conservation, The West
Australian's editor remarked that:
"... so far, in a long and uninformative gestation period, the Government has
given the impression that it is engrossed with the problems of inter-departmental relationships".
So the values of social groups emerge, become interwoven with the goals and
programmes of other groups in the community, and become part of the 'critical
environment' of which politician and public administrator must take account. With
the approach of an election, the electorate is reminded of the Government's
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promises before the last election (on the basis of which it supposedy received the
community's mandate), and environmental pressure mounts. Governments, like
wrecks, may suffer damage by wave action.
It would seem that such an arousal of public interest or, more accurately, an
intensified expression of the interests and values of particularly active and aware
segments of the public, could have a considerable effect on the policies and actions
of political leaders seeking to retain office. Certainly, the democratic tradition which
influences so much of our everyday thinking about political life tells us that this
is so. And, to a certain extent, this impression is accurate. Despite anomalies,
inequities and time-lags, the priorities which are discernible in the Government's
decisions must approximately reflect (or, at least, must not clearly violate) the
priorities of the wider community, even though these are usually expressed in a
vague and conflicting manner. The Government's chances of retaining the electorate's confidence will certainly be greater if it does accomplish this than if it does
not. To the extent, then, that Government and Opposition do take notice of
whatever electoral moods are apparent to them, spokesmen for the numerous
interests in the community can attempt to apply political pressure with some
confi4ence.
BQt on who, and in what ways? Unfortunately, the sense of what is wrong is
usually a good deal clearer than the perception of why it is wrong. Concepts of
how public affairs should be conducted (and each interest group is necessarily
subje~tive in its assessment) are not matched by an understanding of how such
affairs are administered, or of the ways in which political and administrative
decisions are actually made. Yet a realistic appreciation of the nature of government 'is of great importance to groups which, like those seeking to save the wrecks,
are trying to influence the Government's decisions and actions. In particular,
political effectiveness is becoming increasingly dependent upon understanding the
workings of the bureaucracy.7
The events following the discovery of the Batavia provide a useful demonstration of what is meant by the last statement.
They illustrate, first, the complex way in which values, objectives and policy
decisions develop. Administrators are seldom, if ever, faced with clearly defined
objectives which have been formulated or approved at cabinet level. Neither they
nor the politicians are usually in possession of sufficient facts to provide a basis on
which to choose between courses of action whose consequences can be foreseen
with any certainty. Rather, policy decisions are often made in the relative absence
of both information and clearly defined objectives. When this is the case, governmental policies emerge as the consequences of administrators having to make a
number of piecemeal decisions drawn from relatively few facts or stated values and
opinions.8 It is, perhaps, a general feature of our society which is becoming increasingly complex to govern that:
"... the issues that now arise for policy resolution are of the kind that, in the
fashioning stages, can only be made by a knowledgeable bureaucracy. The
solution emerges from this lower level in the system before the representatives
of the vested interests in Parliament are ever aware of the issue or the problem.
And, perhaps, because of this those interests now seek to exert their influence
directly on the bureaucracy rather than through the Parliament".9
If this is so, the implication is that public departments or agencies are tacitly
filling policy vacuums created by the failure of political institutions such as Parliament to perform according to traditional expectations. The knowledge of the
administrator, limited though it may be, is greater than that of the legislator, and
places him in a powerful position.
The diversity of interests in a democratic society and the provision of opporWESTERLY, No.3, OCTOBER, 1970
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tunities for them to be expressed publicly are supposed to ensure that, if a sufficiently important social value or objective is neglected or violated by the pursuit
of a particular policy, this will be discovered and remedied before too much
damage has been done. to In the case of the wrecks, however, the information that
is available suggests that nothing is guaranteed by such provisions (even when
dissatisfaction is publicly expressed) and that merely hoping for things to come
right in the end may not be enough.
In reality, then, there is no sharp distinction between policy-formation (theoretically the function of the bureaucracy). Administrators often formulate what comes
to be identified as 'Government policy' in the process of making daily decisions.
Moreover, faced with conflicting priorities within the department, the public servant
may take the line of least resistance and adopt the 'administrative norm' rather
pursuing the elusive 'social objective'. Such norms reflect the administrator's appreciation of the immediate situation, in terms of what action seems necessary and
what has worked in past similar circumstances, and on the basis of his assessment
of what is likely to be agreed to and accepted by the various interests of which the
administrator feels he must take account.
Therefore, to observe that the substance of the Government's policy on historic
wrecks has evolved in a piecemeal fashion, in itself, need imply no criticism of the
Minister for Education or the Museum Trustees. In fact, since the matter has until
recently been 'non-controversial' outside of very narrow circles, this hardly comes
as a surprise. However, from the viewpoint of attempting to have greater efforts
made to save the wrecks, it is important to consider why the decisions which have
been 'made were apparently governed by certain norms rather than others; that
is, why the wrecks have received the "low priority" which has been alleged.
Apart from refusing to accept that the preservation of the wrecks posed a
problem that required action, the alternatives which faced the Government were
either to take steps to protect them through additional legislation and its enforcement in the courts (thus giving the Museum time in which to recover the contents
of the wrecks) or to commence an active programme of recovery immediately it
became apparent that the wrecks were in danger of being destroyed. The Government did legislate but has attempted to enforce its legislation only once even
though more opportunities apparently arose. l1 To date, no programme of recovery
and conservation of relics has been undertaken on a scale equal to the wrecks'
unique importance in Australian history. Several features of the situation in which
the decisions resulting in the present state of affairs were made are worth examining since, as will be emphasised later, to change an existing policy usually requires
understanding how it came to be.
The first of these is the complex legal position with which the Government is
faced in Western Australia. Not only do the activities of private citizens on and
around the wrecks have to be dealt with, but the Government's attempts to control
prospecting and mining activities have also raised difficult legal problems. As
Dr Tyler points out, doubts about the validity of the legislation designed to protect
the wrecks have been questioned on several occasions. 12 In much the same vein,
the legality of the Government's suspension of mineral claims was challenged by
a Perth lawyer in February of this year. 13 Again, in August, the jurisdiction of the
Perth Mining Warden's Court over coal prospecting applications in the Fitzgerald
River reserve was questioned, resulting in an adjournment of the hearing. 14 The
uncertainty surrounding the Government's wrecks legislation, in itself, might have
been sufficient to discourage its advisors from recommending court action against
alleged offenders. Nevertheless, the fact that its legislative powers were in doubt
in the important area of mining, which also involved the complex question of the
individual's right to his discoveries, could have reinforced the Government's apparent reluctance to take such action over the wrecks. A significant section of
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informed opInIon apparently considers it quite possible that, should an alleged
offender against either the Mining Act or the Museum Act appeal to the High
Court, the decision will go against the State Government. Furthermore, these prospects are unlikely to be welcomed by the Government at a time when the respective
powers of the State and the Commonwealth are clouded with uncertainty, as is
indicated by the West Australian Government's agitated reactions to a recent
Com~onwealth proposal to asserts its claims to control off-shore mineral deposits. 15
No firm conclusions can be drawn from this in the absence of detailed information, but the possibility should be entertained that the decisions which were made
about the enforcement of legislation to protect the wrecks were influenced by
political considerations which, at first sight, are barely related to the wrecks question. While this might be a rather commonplace observation to the experienced
lobbyist, the frustrations which are often apparent among politically less sophisticated social groups suggest that the complexities of the administrative or ministerial mind are, at best, only dimly perceived by the majority of the promoters of
community interests.
The question remains as to \vhy efforts to recover and preserve the wrecks and
their contents were not substantially increased. One thing to consider is how far,
during the period from 1963 to 1970, the Museum was capable of conducting an
adequate programme of wreck recovery. Such an undertaking would call for
considerable expertise in fields such as underwater surveying, excavation and conservation of oxidised relics which the Museum probably did not possess. 16 A more
obvious limitation on the Museum's capacity is finance. The Museum's annual
allocation of funds has to be shared among a number of competing claims. Moreover, obtaining funds from outside sources such as the Commonwealth for special
purposes could aggravate rather than alleviate this situation because such support
is often only given on the condition that the receiving body commit a specified
amount of its own resources as well. Either way, an increase in the amount spent
on wreck recovery could generate contlict and resistance from other departments
within the Museum.
If, as seems likely, the Museum was not equipped to undertake an adequate
recovery effort, then a reluctance to expand its present programme was to be
expected. Both professional and political repercussions could have resulted from
such a step. If the recovery attempts were not successful, when compared against
the rigorous standards which marine archaeologists apparently hold, then the
result could have damaged the Museum's professional reputation (both nationally
and, given the origins of the wrecks, internationally) and embarrassed the Government politically.
In the face of uncertainty in segments of his area of responsibility (stemming
from lack of precise directives, lack of knowledge, or both), the administrator's
reactions tend to be ambivalent. On the one hand, uncertainty may be welcomed
as conducive to the preservation of his autonomy. On the basis of a study of the
French bureaucracy, Crozier has argued that public administrators display an inclination to resist attempts to rationalise or 'program' their own spheres of action,
though being favourably disposed towards rationalising the control of areas for
which they are not responsible. 17 On the other hand, too much uncertainty could
be dangerous, because administrators must still be able to show evidence of concern
and effective action when called upon to do so. The manner in which they resolve
this apparent dilemma seems to depend largely on the extent to which they have
a monopoly of relevant knowledge and information. Where alternative sources of
specialist knowledge either are not available or can be excluded, attempts by
outside elements to influence administrative action can be resisted until such time
as the department itself feels sufficiently confident to take more positive action,
while consolidating its performance in other areas of its responsibility where
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results are more certain and thus maintaining its prestige. So long as it cannot be
shown that a function could be handled more competently by an outside group
or another department, and so long as the performance of the department currently
responsible for it has not been demonstrably unsatisfactory in the rest of its
domain, the Government would have few grounds for removing that particular
function from its control.
Two kinds of uncertainty are apparent in the case of wrecks. First, the doubts
about the legislation and, secondly, the technical complexities associated with
recovery. Because of the important wider implications of the legislative difficulties,
it seems likely that any pressure from Cabinet or Parliament will be directed
towards increasing recovery efforts. However, apart from the establishment of
provisions for consultation between the Museum and staff of the University of
Western Australia in the form of a joint advisory body (whose activities could
well be expanded in the light of changing circumstances) and some attempt to
improve. the technical proficiency of the small number of Museum staff who are
directly concerned with the wrecks, indications of a significant increase in recovery
efforts are lacking. Any serious attempt to change the existing policy on the wrecks
must take account of the fact that the Museum's performance has been most
notable in those areas where its professional competence is greatest-in the natural
sciences-or where expertise was not really required, as in the purchase of the
vintage cars. 18
Since any immediate change in the legislative situation is unlikely, any attempt
to change the policies governing the activities of the Museum is likely to raise
problems of 'retooling' that department in terms of increased staffing, decisional
re-orientation and professional expertise. Moreover, there has been a growing
tendency for government departments to become representatives within the bureaucracy of particular interests in the community,19 and in the case of a department
whose responsibilities are as varied as those of the Museum, the range of such
interests must be correspondingly wide. A significant change in its scale of priorities
could have the effect of generating conflicts between the various departments within
the Museum and in which it would be difficult even for members of the Board of
Trustees to avoid becoming involved. Even with the best of intentions, the capacity
of an administrative department to resist change can be considerable, particularly
when reform is attempted from outside. 20
The other course open to the Government is to vest responsibility for the
wrecks partly or completely in some other body, with corresponding alterations to
statutory authority and arrangements for the disbursement of funds. The complete
removal of wreck recovery from the Museum's responsibilities is not likely to be
seriously considered by ministers harassed by budgetary as well as political problems. Moreover, if such responsibility was removed to another public agency (such
as the proposed Conservation Ministry), this would merely transfer the probletn of
adjusting competing priorities without making a solution any easier to find. In
fact, a solution could be more difficult if responsibility was transferred to the
Conservation Ministry. That department will be involved in a complex network
of relationships with other departments affected by conservation issues, and this
will compound the difficulties it will encounter in effectively serving the diverse
interests which are likely to claim or receive its attention. As the Premier has
rightly observed, it will be "no ministry of miracles".21 Unless, however, the
Government is prepared to undertake an extensive 'retooling' of the Museum, it
will have to consider involving the technical and financial resources inside and
specially outside the State (such as the Australian National University and even
the Dutch Government).22 In view of the national and international importance
of the wrecks, there is little justification for regarding their protection and recovery
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as a state issue alone. Localism, like centralism, has its costs when taken to
extremes.
Beyond drawing attention to shortcomings in the means which exist for preserving the community's cultural heritage, the case of the Batavia and the other
wrecks has wider implications. First, it suggests that, in view of the important role
of the bureaucracy in the formulation as well as execution of policy, any effective
change in policy will not be brought about by governmental fiat alone. Beyond
changing the minds of ministers, account must be taken of the difficulties likely
to be encountered in changing the behaviour of administrators who are used to
pursuing a certain course in a particular manner and who are, to some extent,
committed to that course which initially they largely devised. Consequently, even
when a social value is widely accepted (as in the case of the. preservation of the
community's heritage), proposals to place greater emphasis on it or to remedy its
neglect may conflict with other interests which are well entrenched in the arenas
of administrative and political decision-making. In the case of the wrecks, so long
as the responsibility for their preservation is vested in a department with other
established commitments and obligations,23 such conflict seems inevitable. Furthermore, the only course which seems practical-involving bodies outside the state
bureaucracy through a statutory authority created for the specific purpose. of
preserving the wrecks-is likely to aggravate such tensions. Yet this should not
daunt an honest and realistic government, since those inside the governmental
structure are probably more aware than outsiders that:
"Politicians and administrators have always recognised and utilised the principle
of conflict although they are guilty of misleading the scholars by adopting
neutral sounding words like 'machinery of government', 'co-ordination' and
'checks and balances' to describe the structures and processes they operate.
In fact, these words describe conflict situations that have always existed in
the organisation of government; and they have existed because political and
policy advantages flow from them."24
Such an awareness exists among Western Australian politicians, since it was stated
in a recent governmental announcement that the effectiveness of the Conservation
Ministry would be safeguarded because "the Government was being extra careful
to ensure that the ministry had muscles".25 The question for those concerned
about the safety of the historic wrecks is whether the Government will create an
authority charged with the responsibility of recovering them, and whether it will
give that body "muscles".
There is general agreement among members of the community who are concerned for the safety of the wrecks that the issue will be resolved in one way or
the other within a few years. Either action will be taken to recover them, or they
will be destroyed first by man and then by nature. At the time of writing, unconfirmed reports of another attempt to blast the Batavia have reached Perth. Although
they have yet to be verified, they illustrate the fact that the security of community
values may sometimes be seriously jeopardised by the working of a system which
makes formal allowance for the redress of anomalies, grievances and oversights,
but which takes insufficient account of the inequities in the distribution of power
and influence within it which can and do impede the effective expression of
neglected values and attempts to have them restored.
So far as the democratic planning of Western Australia's development is concerned, therefore, the Government must be prepared to face up to the inevitable
strains and conflicts within its administrative structure if it is to ensure that the
cost of growth is not too high. At the heart of the problem lies the Government's
concept of the role of its bureaucracy and its willingness to act on that interpretation when adjustments between priorities become necessary. The Victorian GovWESTERLY, No.3, OCTOBER, 1970
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ernment's decision last year to have its Public Works Department examined by a
firm of management consultants and a similar recent decision in Western Australia
regarding the Mines Department26 perhaps are indications of a change in the
attitudes of governments in this country towards their bureaucracies. However,
such steps will need to be supplemented by more pragmatic short-term measures
which frankly take account of the conflicts which are endemic to bureaucratic
structures and which often present a potent obstacle to effective change. Recognition of 'the principle of conflict' will be necessary in two quarters if neglected
social values are to have a chance of being restored. It will be needed by those in
the conlmunity who are concerned for the preservation of such values if they are
to be effective in their endeavours. An "informed citizen" remains the most effective
protector of his own values and interests. It will also be needed by the Government, and expressed in a willingness to modify, when necessary, the bureaucracy's
privileged position even at the risk of making life less comfortable for ministers
as well as public servants.
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w. D. L. Ride-drawings by Ella Fry: A Guide to the Native Mammals of Australia (Oxford University Press, 1970), 249 pp., $7.50.
The last few years have seen a remarkable number of books dealing with Australian landscape and \vith Australian flora. ·With these have come a number of
outstanding books on Australian birds. The quality of the books has varied, some
have been scrappy, not a few are misleading, perhaps these rather more than
outweigh the books which are excellent by any standard, but overall they have
certainly expanded our knowledge of our own country.
The Australian mammals have been the poor relations, by comparison very little
has been published about them outside specialist papers. And this is odd, at first
sight-odd because abroad we seem to be best known for our kangaroos and
koalas-odd because we are so dedicated in our destruction of the larger mammals,
and so thoughtless in our removal of the smaller. So it would have seemed sensible
to get down as much as possible about them. But as Dr Ride's book points out, and
continues to emphasise, not much is even now known of many of the mammals,
and they are difficult to study. Some are nocturnal, some inhabit remote. places of
interest only, it seems, to geologists and mineral prospectors. Some can never be
studied now.
Native Mamnlals of Australia does a good deal to balance this lack of knowledge. The book is attractively designed around the drawings by Ella Fry. There
are sixty-two plates, and for many people these will seem worth the modest price
of the book. The text gives information about the fifty-five groups of species and
some of the individual species, their habits, character, locality. This information is
often extensive, it offers recent discoveries and knowledge. The grouping is clear,
and helpful, particularly for all those with limited scientific knowledge. The book
is in fact designed for the general reader, and in this respect there has not been
any comparable book since Troughton's Furred Animals of Australia. And that
was first published in 1941.
The general section of the book has also a great deal of interest-discussions
of habitat and rarity, the discoveries of species thought to be extinct, and an encouraging account for often baffled laymen in scientific matters about the mammal
that never existed at all, the King River Pipistrelle. The section on the names of
animals is illuminating for all those who have been puzzled by the variety of
names that may lead in the end to one very small marsupial. Dr Ride reminds us
how inappropriate-or how oddly chosen-some of the common names we accept
really are. He concludes that "we still have a long way to go before we can be
certain about the nature of many of our species, and until we have this knowledge
names are bound to be a bit unstable. It is sobering to think we are still only on
the boundaries of knowledge in the most ancient of zoological tasks ..." It is
sobering, the more so when we consider that this year has seen the celebrations
of Cook's voyage to the east coast two hundred years ago.
For the layman, this business of names may be even more confusing than
Dr Ride suspects. For instance, if we look at what is presumably the first sketch
ever made of one of the marsupials-a small creature discovered and drawn by
Major T. L. Mitchell. In his Three Expeditions into the Interior of Eastern Australia the animal is quite distinctively sketched, and labelled Dipus Mitchellii. But
what has happened since to the animal-or to the name?
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A search through a later book like Lydekker's work on Marsupials and Monotremes, published about the end of the century, offers many attractive illustrations,
but this particular animal seems to have disappeared. Troughton, after another
search and a good deal of patience, yields a possibility. Looking at Dr Ride's book
the small mammal seems to have become Notomys Mitchellii-Mitchell's Hopping
Mouse. Mitchell thought it very like a jerboa, and his drawing does not show the
distinctive whiskers revealed in plate 46 of Native Mammals. All this would amuse
the trained scientist, and it is harmless enough as a pastime for the layman. But
still confusing.
Identification, in the field, and not on paper, is even more difficult. In The
Native Mammals of Australia Dr Ride says "we have chosen to use drawings
rather than photographs because we believe that they are the best means of displaying mammals in groups of poses which are characteristic and revealing. At
first sight, it may be thought strange that we have chosen to use monochrome and
not colour. In making this choice, we have decided that the attractiveness which
the use of colour would bring is a minor advantage as compared with the lower
cost of monochrome to the user; but also because in the identification of groups
colour is rarely necessary and may even hinder recognition, since it is most often
characteristic of species while general form is the most important group feature."
At a time when books are being priced out of the hands of their prospective
users, the point of cost can only be applauded. But for identification, to the ordinary
observer colour is more than a minor advantage, and the identification of species
is probably exactly what such an observer is seeking. To take one example, the
scrub wallabies-or to heed Dr Ride's warning about common names-Thylogale
thetis is surely pretty hard to tell from Thylogale wilcoxi except by the distinctive
patches of colour?
This is in no sense to detract from the drawings, though it is perhaps a rather
sad comment that not many people could affirm or deny their accuracy. The
drawings so well suggest the poses that are characteristic and revealing, and they
suggest the habitat.
If here one asks why drawing and not camera work, the drawings in many
cases reveal the animal in its habitat better than the camera because in this respect
photography with many of these animals is extremely difficult. In the case of the
nocturnal species effective depiction of habitat is almost impossible by camera. But
in the matter of colour as an aid to identification, surely the beautiful illustration of
the jacket makes its own point? Perhaps a compromise would have been to use
some colour and some photography, with the drawings, rather after the style of
Frith and Calaby's book on Kangaroos.
A Guide to the Native Mamlnals of Australia contains what must be the best
list of publications for reference and further reading available at the present time,
even if quite a number of the items may prove harder to procure than the author
suggests.
This is a book to value for many reasons, not the least of which is the sensitive
collaboration of writer, illustrator, and designer. Inevitably, today, such a book
must make a plea for conservation, and Dr Ride stresses the need to help the
various species to gain time, the need to "put off the total destruction and alteration
of habitat so that, throughout our continent, there are representative areas of all the
different kinds of animal and plant communities which are sufficiently large to
maintain their own population of wild things secure from interference".
PETER COWAN

Illustration by courtesy the authors and Oxford Press.
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Johnston G.: The Annals of Australian Literature (Oxford University Press, 1970),
147 pp., $3.75.
The Annals of Australian Literature offers an index of the principal Australian
authors and their works. In time it ranges from 1789 to 1969, and for each year
it presents the principal publications. With this information is also listed the births
and deaths of authors, and such events as the foundations of newspapers and
periodicals, books and visits by writers from abroad.
This comprises the first part of the book, the second is an index of authors
giving the year of their birth and death, a chronological list of their chief works,
and cross references to books about them.
The information is set out clearly, and is remarkably easy to follow. In this
respect it scores over the more detailed bibliographies. The book is selective in its
entries, it does not claim to be in itself a comprehensive bibliography, and there
are likely to be those who find their own favourites omitted. But the legitimate
enough game of trying to label a book 'not in Ferguson' becomes self-defeating
here. In general the selection can hardly be seriously criticised, though it may be
open to a certain amount of carping. Perhaps the most legitimate complaint could
be with the listing of early novels dealing with Australia, but this leads back to
the interminable argument about what constitutes an Australian work. And what
constitutes an Australian writer.
However, there is not likely to be disagreement with the author's statement that
"in selecting entries for inclusion. I have chosen to interpret the word 'literature'
in a broad sense; if one restricts its meaning to poetry, fiction and drama-as
seems increasingly fashionable-the record of the Australian experience is unduly
narrowed, because many of its finest documents are historical, biographical, or
descriptive".
The excellent reprints of many of the early descriptive and historical accounts
has made this field of writing much more accessible in the last few years, and some
of these reprints are listed in the book. The listing here is far from complete, and
while recognising that it was no part of the book's aim to offer a comprehensive
list-that in fact it would be impossible within any limited scope to do so-some
further important reprint items could well have been included.
The Annals of Australian Literature records, it does not comment, except
indirectly through its exclusions. It offers quick and easy access to information. It
does provide "an accurate paradigm of the growth of Australian literature from
its restricted, factual beginnings to its present range and variety" through the
factual listing-though what someone unfamiliar with the literature would be able
to deduce in this respect is another matter. And, importantly, it gives up-to-date
information about such things as the dates of writers' lives, though the author
comments wryly"it has been particularly difficult to determine whether or not some
are still living". Which would seem to offer matter for another book.
Students and teachers will welcome this book, for them it is obviously overdue.
It will be valuable also to the growing number of those who are collecting Australian books, even if they have turned in this direction only because the stockmarket has become so uncertain.
PETER COWAN
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et:property is the fruit of labour.
Property is desirable.
It is a positive good in the world."
Abraham Lincoln,
25 March 1864.
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