











In both these areas—the proposed new park from Walpole to Black Point, and
the Naturaliste-Leeuwin and Busselton region—largescale development projects
have recently been put forward. Wood chipping has already begun, and areas clear
felled may later be replanted with pines, so that in effect one environment is
replaced with another. Pines are more profitable than the native forest which is
being cut in any case at more than regeneration rate, and the indigenous forest
would take something between fifty and a hundred years to mature even if as a
sop to sentiment a few areas were left to regenerate. By which time spectators
peering out from the surrounding pines would not know what they were. The
possibility that the State’s small forest resources could be regarded as non-renew-
able in a commercial sense, and totally utilised, is discussed in the Committee’s
Report (section 2-20), and this section is important for anyone interested in the
South West region. The Forests Department seem very close to this as a policy,
and have openly asked if there is any point in re-foresting the Darling Scarp after
bauxite mining.

In the Walpole area a scheme to acquire public land of something like 52,600
ha, part of which appears to infringe the proposed park, has been put forward a
number of times. Since both development and park are at present projects, and the
development proposal not altogether clear outside the submission put to the
government, comment can only be tentative. But the case for the development
company, and an answer by the Australian Conservation Foundation are given at
some length in the A.C.F. Newsletter of January 1975 (Vol 7 No 1).

Parts of this area have long been used as a kind of extensive grazing run where
cattle could be turned off at different times of the year, on grazing lease. Not
unnaturally the lessees would prefer to use the area for private gain rather than
see it incorporated in a public reserve. But it is difficult to understand claims for
any further intensive development for cattle. The beef industry all over the world
is suffering from over production. Australia is currently blackmailing her most
important trading partner, Japan, to load up a few more carcasses it so clearly
doesn’t want. The Australian beef industry requires government loans to continue
to exist. Further development projects for beef anywhere in Australia should
surely be viewed with concern, if not with outright amazement.

In the current proposed development in the Walpole area what does seem odd
is how the developing company can provide for development which would offer a
return on its money, and at the same time provide for “total amenity retention”.
It may all come back to what one calls “amenity”. And a townsite is proposed “in
an area of no current human occupation” which would add “service to the
National Park”, this being assumed desirable because “the cost factor of service
and amenity provision is extremely high in these remote areas”.

Wherein, of course, lies the conflict of view. To those who favour the Park, the
“remoteness” is necessary. There is in any case a town, Northcliffe, which could
provide whatever service and amenity is necessary, however one interprets these
terms.

The recently rejected large scale development of part of the Naturaliste area
was no less confusing in that the developers maintained their aim was to preserve
the natural environment, but to make it available to more people, this by building
a host of ‘amenities’ and selling land for private ownership. This land would pre-
sumably be built on but remain in its natural state at the same time. Anyone who
has seen any coastal settlement—authorised or of the squatting type—has seen
how it is impossible to control the cutting of scrub and trees, the making of
tracks, and to prevent setting up of outbuildings on any privately owned land.
Once this has happened, even if there is a genuine attempt at control, the natural
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landscape has gone. Environmental conditions can not effectively be imposed on
privately owned blocks of land.

Developers all over Australia have been made to face environmental concerns.
But if they object, as they do by standard practice, that conservationists use
emotive arguments, they should perhaps learn to use logical ones themselves.

Other areas of obvious interest in the Report are the Cape Le Grand National
Park, where access roads are now provided, and the Fitzgerald River National
Park. Here it can only be hoped that a proposal to take any coast road through
the park is resisted, and access, which in any case should be left difficult, remains
strictly with the Parks Board. There are numbers of problems associated with
some alienated land, some Crown land, and a few coastal pockets, and to make
the most of this endlessly interesting park the recommendations of the Committee
should be adopted.

The northern sand heaths have been under considerable threat in the last few
years from agricultural development in areas previously unsuitable, and from sand
mining interests. These threats are likely to increase, and the areas, which contain
some of the most interesting plant communities and wildflowers in the State need
more protection than they will perhaps get. Small reserves in these areas are
ineffective. Despite the ‘restoration’ claims there is no way back for the plant
communities destroyed by sand mining. Agriculture, however, destroys an in-
comparably larger area, and may need even more in government subsidies than
the cost of any national parks organisation.

The importance of Hamelin Pool was recognised by a committee of inter-
national experts which met in Perth in 1973. The pool, or basin, is separated from
Shark Bay by a shallow bank, the Faure sill, and so has developed hypersaline
conditions, about twice the salinity of seawater. This has led to some unique
features, perhaps the most notable the algal stromatolites that form a link with
pre-Cambrian times. Any interference with the environment here will affect a
complex ecological system developed over a great period of time, destroying a
number of rare geological and biological features.

Though the actual area itself is not as attractive to tourists as the settled
resort at Shark Bay, salt mining, lime extraction or proposals to cut a channel
through the bank can bring one form of rapid destruction, power boats and
vehicles in the area another.

Part of the area is declared an A class reserve, but there are problems of
creating marine reserves when no one seems to know whether such power belongs
to State or Commonwealth. The recommendations of the committee for Hamelin
Pool are vital.

It is interesting to note, in this region, that the Report states that the present
holder of the lease of Dirk Hartog Island, Sir Thomas Wardle, recommended that
the pastoral lease and accompanying freehold land be acquired as a reserve in the
event of the present lessee relinquishing it, or alternatively, when the lease expires
it should not be renewed. The island could then be classified as an A class reserve.

One of the reserves considered in the Report is the subject of the P.W.D.
brochure on Alternative Dams on the Fortescue River.

This brochure is interesting in a number of ways. It appears to be inviting in a
more specific form than the Report, groups, societies, individuals to comment on
the proposal to dam the Fortescue River at one of two suggested points. The full
title is A Brochure of Background Information—Inviting Public Input—To—An
Investigation of The Environmental Implications of Alternative Dams on the
Fortescue River.

The simple question is how does someone who thinks that a dam at either point
of the Fortescue River is a total disaster, ‘input’? How does one input feelings
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about the use of water gained by flooding Millstream to provide suburban gardens
for Karratha, Dampier, Wickham? Or for unlimited expansion of the iron ore
plants? One might provide a fairly definite throughput to this. But input?

And the rest of the title—Alternative dams on the Fortescue. Dogger Gorge or
Gregory Gorge? Either dam can flood Millstream. Either can drain the area in
time of drought—possibly even with increasing use. From the point that Mill-
stream is in some respects unique, and should be at all cost preserved, neither dam
should be constructed.

From the point that only a world glut of iron ore—speed the day—will stop
the Pilbara development, one dam will be constructed.

So how do you input about this?

But to try to objectiveput, the brochure and the process it apparently envisages
seems to have a credit side. It invites public participation in an environmental
decision. This has to be welcomed by everyone. In theory the publication of this,
and the reserves report, tends towards an enlightened public opinion, and seems to
be a government process of inviting discussion. Again, how welcome.

Unfortunately, doubts creep in. Will this kind of process achieve anything other
than an exercise in itself? One can input on alternative dams, not on whether there
should be a dam. Have the engineers in fact already decided on the site? One is
reminded of the Ord. Supposing such an enquiry had been conducted into that
fiasco. Economic problems were canvassed then, and disregarded. The ecological
problems concerned in creating such a body of water in such an area would have
been even more contemptuously disregarded had they been input. They are not
getting much of a hearing even now.

And if the E.P.A. does offer support or rejection of such proposals as these
reports suggest, there is no real way short of committing departmental suicide that
it could enforce adoption of its findings by a government. It may not even be able
to enforce that its rcommendations be made public.

It is unfortunate that for a very long time the shades of the Freeway extension
enquiry will fall on these questions, and on any such enquiry as these publications
suggest. The implications of that enquiry are so disturbing that only another
enquiry could clear them up. The mind boggles.

Yet one has to hope, and so be glad of publications like the investigation into
a dam site on the Fortescue River. They provide information not easy to get, even
if only to gauge what has been lost. What is actually lost can only be known by
those who have seen the clear water, the rushes and spread of lilies, the great
shadowed pools, or looked down into the gorge at the cadjeputs and palm trees,
the flow of the river itself.

The two publications might be linked by quoting the Reserves Report on Mill-
stream:

“. .. the scientific and recreational value of Millstream demands a compromise
whereby any dam constructed would leave a significant portion of the Mill-
stream area unflooded . . . any proposed dam on the Fortescue River should
ensure that there will be no flooding of the Reserve, nor should the extraction
of water from the aquifer be to the detriment of the reserve.”

It would seem unfortunate that all the recommendations for A class reserve status
made by the Committee cannot be granted at once. The recommendations have
been carefully considered and made. To their credit recent governments in W.A.
have set aside a large area of reserves, comparing more than favourably with any
other State. The problem is to give these reserves total protection, and govern-
ments have been much more reluctant to do this. They seem to have an inbuilt—
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or could it be input—necessity to keep all options open. Even the new mining bill
appears to prohibit mining in Class A reserves, but allow prospecting. Why? If the
reserves can’t be mined? This apart, some of the present methods of prospecting
are as damaging as some types of mining. And the provision that mining in forest
reserves requires the permission of the Conservator of Forests (that title again)
can only delight all mining companies. The forest departments of all States in
Australia have only themselves to blame if they are currently seen as the adjuncts
of the timber and wood chip industry. This may in fact be the role governments
do see for them. Anyone for a little mining after wood chipping?

The recommendations of the Reserves Committee will not be implemented
without dispute. But the report is vitally significant. It is in itself objective, factual,
and the result of a great deal of work by its committee. It is likely, however, to
arouse an emotive response from anyone who cares for preserving something of
the natural environment of this State—almost as emotional as the response of
those whose aim is to make money out of it.

It is something of a coincidence that a book should come to hand which
reflects, indirectly, all these issues. They come in fact to a focus in the world of
Olegas Truchanas. The same kind of concerns, the same problems, similar doubts
that in this case finally were resolved in a monumental display of government
arrogance—these in one sense are responsible for the book.

The outstanding colour reproductions show the skill and perception of Olegas
Truchanas, and reveal some of the untouched Tasmanian mountain scenery which
he was probably the first person to see and the first to photograph. And they offer
some of the last views anyone will have of country that did not remain untouched.
The photographs of Lake Pedder can never be reproduced.

Olegas Truchanas lost his life trying to retrace an almost impossible journey
through the Gordon River in an attempt to secure photographs that would show
people what was soon to be lost there also.

The book is a memorial by his friends, and one would like to think by all
conservationists, to his personal qualities and his outstanding work. The memoir
by Max Angus is simple and deeply moving. The book is beautifully produced,
it is an apt tribute.

As one looks at these photographs it is possible only to echo Max Angus’s
words of those who saw and heard the illustrated lectures Olegas Truchanas gave
in an effort to save Lake Pedder:

“They watched scene after scene appear, fade and dissolve. . . . The vision of
Lake Pedder was so powerful that people who had not seen the lake were
astounded that its destruction could ever have been contemplated. Some were
angry or outraged; others subsided to despair.”

PHOTOGRAPHS

1. The Fitzgerald River—Eastern South Coast.

2. Nambung National Park—Pinnacles area—a portion of the park easily
damaged by use and which can be irreparably damaged by vandalism
(see also cover).

3. Point D’Entrecasteaux—Limestone Cliffs—part of area in proposed new
national park.

4. Cape Le Grand National Park—granite on the coast.
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JACQUELINE McKIMMIE

the folkdancing beside david jones
on the banks of the parramatta

beautiful it was . . .

hundreds of excited madly redsatin bloomered tyrolean boys & girls
for a day

dancing

till the feet and the smiles

gradually fell away;

marvellously they saved
a cynic
from dying . . .

their red coral lipsticked grins contagious
spread

to the bored lunchtime crowd

& it was twice as good as it really was
just by looking into the mirror river.

Thumbing Through Coolgardie

The wind whistles and whines and ultimately screams;

ghosts
and old men;

old men who sleep

to the death

under newspaper blankets
on rotting verandahs,
their dreams buried
unremembered

in the monument park.

Everything’s happening
Everywhere else.
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DONALD STUART

Beloved Land

Ten to the sixth; now, let’s see, that’s a million. A million tonnes, and tonnes are
something of the order of the old time tons. Millions of tonnes, and beyond the
millions, the tens of millions, the hundreds of millions, the unbelievable millions,
the thousands of millions of tonnes of high grade iron ore. Pilbara iron ore,
mountains of iron. Dark ranges stippled with grey-green spinifex, frieze of twisted
snappy gums marching on ragged skyline, precipitous down-sweep of hill country
slashed by brooding gorge, pool silent and lonely under kadjibut, or lively with
crowding finch and galah, sand-water fringed with bell-flowered peedjangarra, and
always, somewhere in the far reaches of the sky an eagle, wedgetailed, free and
majestic, boss of all the air. A province of iron, enough iron, as Government
Geologist H. Woodward reported in 1888, to supply the world. Now, over eighty
years after Woodward, iron ore is going out to the blast furnaces of the world, in
millions of tonnes.

Where Woodward traversed the wide land so slowly, arduously, where sheep
men and cattle men battled drought and isolation, where men of many nations
sought gold and tin, copper, asbestos, in the long years of the last quarter of the
nineteenth century and the first half of the twentieth, today the standard gauge
railways fan out from Port Hedland to Goldsworthy, Shay Gap, and Mt. Newman,
and from Dampier to Mt. Tom Price and Paraburdoo, from Cape Lambert to
Pannawonica, and night and day the enormous ore trains travel from the moun-
tains of iron to the ports. Mammoth ore carriers come from Japan for loading, to
a coast that for so many years knew only the pearling luggers and the small coastal
freighters, and towns that were mere service centres for the sparsely settled hinter-
land are now ports of world standing.

On the edge of the Great Sandy Desert, inland from the iron ore region, there
is a province of manganese and ferro-manganese that has been worked sporadically
for several decades, but once let the Pilbara dream of a gigantic steel-making
development become a reality, and the manganese area will come into its own.
Iron ore, manganese ore, and off shore, the fields, already proven, of natural gas.
The future is bright. Iron ore, manganese, natural gas, and solar-distilled salt. Salt
in millions of tons, salt for Japan’s industrial needs of salt.

Gold? The Pilbara was a gold producer, long ago, but Coolgardie and Kalgoorlie
stole the limelight from Marble Bar and Nullagine, from Egina and Hong Kong,
from Bamboo Creek and Station Peak, but after the recent skyrocketing of the

Donald Stuart, the novelist, was asked here to give a personal reaction to The Pilbara Report,
Australian Government Publishing Service, 1974—Ed.
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price of gold, who would be so bold as to say the Pilbara Goldfield will never
stage a comeback?

The scene as I first knew it, in the 1930s, has changed. Where once I droved
cattle, or prospected for gold, or trudged wearily carrying the swag, we, a few
thousand others and I, laid down the standard gauge railways. Men from many
countries were there in the heat of summer, far out on wide spinifex plain, or in
the ranges where the echoes threw back the clamour of bulldozer and scraper,
grader and giant truck. Cuttings were drilled and blasted through granite and
diorite, the blasting rocking the land. Light plane and helicopter, truck and utility,
lowloader, moved, slow or fast; gigantic earthwork formations were raised, sleepers
and rails were laid, and grey of ballast and steel glint of rail moved forward, in
from the ports to the iron mountains. Men toiled to bridge dry riverbeds and
creeks, camps were formed, had their weeks, and moved on; always the head-of-
steel advanced, curved and sinuous as any python, and winter came, and men
toiled on; twelve and fourteen hours a day, seven days a week, and the man-haul
trucks lumbered out from the camps of transportable hutments to the working
places before daylight, and returned after dark, day after day, week and month
after week and month, and men tallied their savings in dollars by the hundred, the
thousand, while at the mine sites the ore was being measured in tonnes by the
million and by tens, hundreds and thousands of millions. From the two incredible
orehandling facilities in Port Hedland the brown-red dust drifted across the town,
touching the trees to brown, the whitewashed roofs to red, and the cry was of
pollution, but the Mayor of the town was quick to answer. “We’ll complain”, he
said, on behalf of the business sector of the population, “We’ll complain when the
iron-ore dust chokes the mechanism of our cash registers.”

Salt in millions of tonnes and iron ore in hundreds of millions of tonnes, great
ore-carriers loading cargoes of a hundred thousand tonnes of iron in a day and a
night, moving out to make way for others of their kind, moving out across the sea
where William Dampier, three hundred years ago, had remarked the rust staining
coastal rocks. Seas, off the almost featureless Pilbara coasts, sailed by the early
Dutch navigators on their voyaging to the Spice Islands, to Java, sailing slowly,
tied to winds, in small bluff wooden ships, seeking the riches of the Indies, un-
knowingly skirting a land bursting with mineral wealth, sailing a sea that hid
measureless thousands of millions of cubic metres of natural gas. Gas? What could
they have known of it, in those centuries of sail at sea, and animal draught on
land? Steel, yes, steel they knew, for swords and knives, but not steel for railways
and rolling stock, bulldozers and oil tankers, ore carriers to ply between the
Pilbara and Japan, with millions of tonnes of iron ore.

Dampier the Englishman, Dirk Hartog the Dutchman, all the great navigators
who sailed our Pilbara coasts in danger, under sail, at Ocean’s mercy, made the
one great mistake; the mistake of ignoring the uninviting country to the east of
them.

It was not until the second half of the nineteenth century that the European
came to the Pilbara, with sheep and cattle, horses, and all the ways of white-
men, and though there were pearls and pearlshell to be had, seaward, and gold in
the harsh inland country, and tin, copper, and scatterings of many other minerals,
it was not until the fifties of this present century that there was talk of ten to the
sixth power, and a thousand times that again. Bayley, who with Ford discovered
Coolgardie, was on the Nullagine before Coolgardie. What would his thoughts be
today, if he could see the Pilbara as it is now? The old abandoned gold camps are
gone, forgotten, but there are modern air conditioned homes grouped into new
towns to house the modern-day miners who blast thousands of tonnes of iron ore
in one blast, a far cry from the take of gold, that was tallied in ounces and penny-
weights.
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There were men from many parts of the world who came to the Pilbara. The
European navigators passed by, the Macassar men came and went away unim-
pressed, the hey day of the pearling industry saw Japanese and Javanese, Manila-
men and Indians, Arabs and Malays, but not such a diversity as we had in the
construction days of the sixties of this century. Turk and Yugoslav, Greek, Italian
and Spaniard and Portuguese, British and Balt, and German and Scandinavian,
Yank and Canadian, Maori and Pakeha, Thursday Islander and Irishman, Maltese
and Arab, they toiled and sweated, and the standard gauge went through. Now,
with the report of the Pilbara Study Group, further developments are envisaged
that will make today’s scene seem as small as our present day view of the nine-
teenth century scene. Cities and steel mills, oil refineries, more and greater ports
and mines, towns between cities, petro-chemical works, and a vast network of
roads and railways.

And always the diversity of people, the migrants and the native born.

But before the gigantic movement forward in the last fifteen years, the years of
iron, and before the battling prospectors and pastoralists of the last century,
before the polyglot pearling crews, before any of the far-ranging navigators from
Europe or from South East Asia, before any sail came in sight of land, or alien
foot stepped ashore, a diversity of people already roamed the Pilbara.

Ngala and Nyamal, Weedookarri and Nyangamada, Pootidjarra, Keeadjarra,
Mandjildjarra and Wanman, Balgo, Nyangadjarra and Pandjima, Karrierra and
Ngahloomma, Ngahdoomwarr, and sometimes the people of the Mangula country,
where the desert blended northward into the country we call the Fitzroy River
country. They moved slowly across their land, feasting in fat times, enduring in
lean times, always and ever at one with the Land, taking what the Land afforded
them of kangaroo and koolya, bush honey, marrandoo and poodahnga the great
lizards, and ngagadah and rawal the lesser lizards, and birds and eggs and fledg-
lings, berries and moonderoo the nut sweet acacia seeds, and spinifex seeds to be
ground patiently for flour. Planting no crops, tending no herds, they had no need
of wheel or arch or plough; moving across the face of their beloved Land, in their
ceremonial journeyings, their traverses from desert to stone country, to spinifex
plain, to salt water of sand beach or mangrove marsh, they hunted and gathered,
taking the surplus, no more, and because each day brought enough and no more,
no man could hoard, and so no man could exploit his fellows. An austere life, a
life of nakedness, often of hunger, often of thirst, a life of material poverty, of
spear, spearthrower, throwing stick, boomerang, ceremonial shield, hair belt, head-
band of twisted fur, digging stick, chardoo, little more, but behind that material
poverty, a rich full non-material life, with each person related in close degree to
every other person, part, each person, of the group, part, too, of the grand totemic
terrain, so that no man, woman, or child could ever be truly alone, orphaned,
apart. Without cathedrals, they had no bells, but not John Donne himself knew
better that the individual is involved in Mankind.

At peace with their Land, tied to it in all its terrible beauty, they knew them-
selves to be one with all Life, and with all the widespread furniture of Earth under
the wide sky.

And now, in the day of iron ore and solar salt, manganese, natural gas, now, on
the eve of the Pilbara’s becoming another Ruhr, another Pennsylvania, we can
read, in “The Pilbarra Study”, at $3.15, on page 22, “Aboriginals.

“Industrial development in the future will provide both dangers and oppor-
tunities for the aborigines. Judging from past performance, however, the
plight of these people will be worsened unless they are provided with the
means and the confidence to take advantage of the coming opportunities . . .”
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Ten to the sixth. Then multiply by ten, by a hundred, by a thousand. Moun-
tains of iron. Provinces of iron, of manganese. Cities and towns. Salt. Natural gas.
Petro-chemicals. Electricity. Progress. Population. Amenities. Decentralisation.
Progress. Onward into the twenty-first century.

Time wears all away, goes on, moves, marches. There can be no turning back.
In time, far ahead, steel will be obsolete. Far ahead, certainly, but it will be obso-
lete, certainly, just as obsolete as the stone axe. What will take its place? That is
for Time to reveal. Perhaps long-chain-carbon-reinforced plastic. Perhaps. But
when the steel age ends, there will be, on the Pilbara, mighty holes in the ground,
great and wonderful monuments to the proud days, years, centuries, of steel.

[ think of the great and wonderful petroglyphs scattered far and wide across
the Pilbara, magnificent works of art, voices speaking to the Future, voices of
Aboriginal artists of thousands of years ago.

As the Pilbara’s wonderful holes in the ground will endure for thousands of
years to come, so the Pilbara petroglyphs have endured already. Together, holes in
the ground, and works of art, they will continue along the Time Line for millenia,
far into the Future. I count myself fortunate to have seen it all, the age-old and
the futuristic new, there in my beloved Land.

JENNIFER LANGLEY-KEMP

May Storm

Storm

Ripped washing from the line

At five on a May morning.

Sheets

Wrapped around the next door chimney,
Shirts

Tangled in the fence wire—

And we

Rain splattered

Wind battered

Salvaged in the pre-dawn enmity
Our outward trappings of identity.
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ROBERT C. BOYCE

Ball Game

after the fall

the sky against

his one & only
brand new

bouncing rubber ball
a shape resumes

a sound

less brisk & sunny
than before

less sure

the right hand catches
what the left hand missed before
collective thorns
bloomed low

just out of sight

of mind or roses
flowering
undertaking

sweet recovery

only now

before he’s called
the game

one
all
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DONALD MOORE

Vulgarity

Dull must he be of soul who can’t enjoy

The odd descent into vulgarity:

The music with a too insistent beat,

A wiggling bottom going down the street,
The all-in wrestler’s sharp synthetic pain,

The saccharine refrain;

Sentimental singers whose high notes sometimes honk,
And fish and chips and pizza and red plonk;
The rugby forward face down in the mud.
Boxing, though preferably without blood;
Jeux sans Frontiéres,

And, to be fair,

A lot of other things

Which television brings—

Such as red-nosed jokes,

And intimate glimpses of other vulgar folks;
Thrillers about murderers, strippers, spies,
Circuses, silly films and custard pies;

Personal wickedness—Ilike the straying hand—
And preference for the military band;

Beer and bread and onions and cheese,
Wimbledon fortnights and strawberry teas
(Though, to be kind,

These latter are a trifle more refined!)

A pox on him who thinks it infamy

To like these as well as Mahler’s symphony,
Or who pretends there is a great divide
Between his cultured world and simpletons outside.
In a real man’s soul this gross hilarity
Detracts no whit from his ability

To love the highest, and not despise this verse
Which may be frivolous—but could be worse.
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BARBARA GILES

Apparition

The hag in the mirror is looking at me
with a sly grin, a slippery eye.
She caught me unaware.

A little rearrangement can present
a better image, with ironic smile
as yet to be outfaced.

Some day that bitch, convinced she’s real
will stare me down. Be resolute.
Don’t look. Reverse the glass.

GRAHAM ROWLANDS

Sophisticates

They no longer need to deflect initiative.
Moving first they don’t cheat,

lie, apologise, excuse.

They front. Men retreat.

They lose lit cigarettes, opened doors,

first served or into the seat.

Arriving single, leaving paired,

they choose freedom from predatory dates,
drives, drinks.

They know how to defend attack;
reach academy, share, senate, wig.
No longer waiting on male warriors
they take a punch in the face

as their civil right.

Their murder is murder;

no atrocity.
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WENDY JENKINS

the chief librarian(et al)

Behind the polished counter
between math and ornithology,
stamp in hand and fixed in gaze,
stands the chief librarian.

No ordinary mortal,

he can trap the meaning of the world
in reference cards and catalogues,

file away the living contents of the age,
according to the thoughts of Dewey.

A solitary man, he is, you could say,
overdue, in the lending of his heart,

but it has been returned unread

too many times, dogeared and covercrushed,
he dare not bring it from the shelf again.

So there he stands, undefiled,

master of the closed reserve,

noting the daily ins and outs,

with the detachment of the once removed,
knowing knowledge by its titles,

thinking maybe tomorrow he’ll read beyond.
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G. C. BOLTON

Annals of the Parish

The article which follows is one of the most difficult which I have had to write.
Difficult because it requires me to write honestly and impartially about a record
of events in which I was a participant and a partisan. So, to the suppressed vexa-
tion of the editors of Westerly, I have been putting it off until I was removed from
the scene. High above the clouds between Kuala Lumpur and Hong Kong, de-
touring eastward to avoid the airspace around Ho Chi Minh City, fortified by the
more than adequate supplies of alcohol and food laid on by the C Y P—C
airline (we must not indulge in free advertising), I feel at last sufficiently detached
from Western Australia to write a report on the proceedings of the local history
seminar held at Subiaco last August.

The record of these proceedings, Local History in Western Australia, has just
been published by the Department of History at the University of Western Aus-
tralia under the editorship of Tom Stannage, who was the moving spirit behind the
seminar, and admirably effective at that. The main contribution was by that wise
and witty man Weston Bate, of the University of Melbourne, historian of Brighton
and Ballarat. Supporting statements were made by Reg Appleyard, Pamela
Statham, Rica Erickson, Meredith Thomas, Murray Print, Vic Greaves, Tom
Stannage and myself. It was, though I say it myself, quite an impressive lineup,
and the speakers were all stimulated to good form by the unexpected size and
enthusiasm of the audience who turned up at the Subiaco City Library to partici-
pate in the local seminar. There had been hopes of an audience of a hundred; in
the end the attendance was nearly double that number, and the seminar eventually
had to adjourn to larger premises across the road. Local history has ceased to be
simply the hobby of the antiquarians, occupational therapy for the elderly and
under-employed; it is now a lively interest for a growing number of Australians—
and Western Australians—of all ages. This (as I argued at that time) suggests a
growing maturity in Australian nationalism as reflected in our concept of our-
selves. We are no longer in the raw colonial phase of having to stress what is
exotic and different about our past: the bushrangers, the desert explorers, the
overlanders. We are now concerned about the past of the majority of us, the
ordinary rural and suburban Australians; in discovering the experience of our own
predecessors, and in recreating that continuity with the past which will enable us
to discern more intelligently what it is that we wish to conserve in the future. To
be among a couple of hundred allies sharing those interests was an exhilarating

While Professor Bolton continued his Murdoch University study tour of China, interest in local
history was intensified in Perth by the discovery beneath the Beaufort Street Courts of hundreds
of documents dating from 1853 to 1916. Among them were registers giving official details of
convicts who arrived in W.A. during the 1860s. The documents have gone to the State archives.
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experience to one who can remember the time before the publication of Crowley’s
Historical Record of Western Australia, when the last word on this State’s history
still rested with the classic chill of J. S. Battye.

Weston Bate’s keynote address made the point that most of the big generaliza-
tions in history are based on the accumulation of many local grass-roots studies.
This is something where Australians may have more in common with the French
than with British historical traditions. French historians—Lefebvre, Braudel,
Goubert—have devoted themselves sedulously to the amassing of detail on a local
or provincial scale which would throw essential demographic and sociological light
on such big questions as the reasons for the economic slump of the early 17th
century or the causes of the French Revolution. It has been left for the British,
despite their reputation for empiricism, to generalize wildly from inadequate data
on the rise (or fall) of the Tudor gentry and the fall (or rise) of the common
standard of living in the early Industrial Revolution. It will be to the credit of
Australian historians if they make adequate use of the comparative wealth of
census and statistical material available. Western Australia has a unique im-
portance in its records of social growth. Because there were barely five thou-
sand white inhabitants in the Swan River Colony at any time between 1829 and
1850, it is possible for diligent researchers such as Pamela Statham to compile and
analyse the social and demographic character of the community. Because the
subsequent rate of growth was still relatively slow, and because the insulation of
the colony made it possible to record most comings and goings, it has been
possible for Rica Erickson to inspire the inauguration of a project to compile a
register of as many as possible of the 19th century residents of Western Australia,
incorporating data of family relationships, political and religious allegiances,
working careers, and other information. The importance of such studies is of far
greater than local importance.

Many historians have generalized about the nature of European immigration
overseas, about the effect on British culture and institutions of transportation to a
colonial environment, about the stages by which an Australian society assumed a
distinctive identity and ethos. In no other community, with the possible exception
of Tasmania, is there anywhere within the British Commonwealth where it is
possible to plot the stages of social and demographic change so accurately. In few
if any other communities will it be possible for the work of professional historians
to inter-act so fruitfully with amateurs and with the contributions of plain unpre-
tentious laymen and women. Out of this preoccupation with local history in
Western Australia could grow one of the most significant developments currently
likely in the field of social history anywhere.

Nor does this exhaust the scope of available new material. Municipal ratebooks
are a sorely neglected source, and yet as Meredith Thomas convincingly demon-
strated, they can be used to build up a full and illuminating picture of a working-
class suburb such as East Perth before the turn of the century. Weston Bate
himself is making bountiful use of the civic records of Ballarat, even though he
recoiled in horror at the chaos in which these were haphazardly preserved in the
attics of the Ballarat council chambers. Tom Stannage, commissioned to write the
sesquicentennial history of the city of Perth, found the complete sequence of rate-
books in storage where they had been neglected for decades, not only by town
clerks but by researchers such as Crowley and myself. The prizes for the painstaking
local historian are still strikingly rewarding.

Not that the hunt for evidence begins and ends with the local municipality. Reg
Appleyard, describing his research towards a history of the port of Fremantle, was
suitably firm about the importance of statistical material, as befits a demographer
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and economic historian. More than his professionalism, we warmed to the descrip-
tion of his lunching in the House of Lords with the Head of the Fremantle family,
Lord Cottesloe of Swanbourne, and disarming him with the remark, “My Lord, I
was educated at Fremantle Boys School, I did my swimming at Cottesloe, and I
lived at Swanbourne”, and Lord Cottesloe leaned back and said “Appleyard, your
bona fides are impeccable”. In sharing this capacity to establish rapport in an
interview, Appleyard displayed skill in an area to which several speakers drew
attention during the seminar: the techniques of oral history.

Fortified by a set of notes on interviewing methods by Tom Jenkins of The
West Australian, Tom Stannage made a persuasive case for the systematic inter-
viewing of those who can contribute to our picture of the past, and all one can say
about that is to underline the urgency of the problem. Even a ninety-year-old is
too young to have voted for Sir John Forrest as premier. Even the youngest
veteran of the Western Australian battalions in the First World War is now
seventy five years of age. Every year diminishes the number of those who worked
on the group settlements or hunted for jobs in the last great depression. Following
Stannage’s suggestion, it is high time that local groups got to work tape-recording
the recollections of elderly citizens, because while they may not add much to our
stock of accurate facts, it is in their memories that a great deal of the colour and
quality and the texture of life in earlier decades is retained. My personal obser-
vation suggest that good work is occurring in areas such as Fremantle, Claremont,
and Subiaco, with a strong accession of young, white-collar residents who are
prepared to take an active interest in their community’s past. I am not sure that
the same effort is taking place in more purely working-class suburbs such as North
Perth or Maylands, particularly among ethnic minorities. However, we must be
thankful for what we have. At least the thrust of oral history in the last few years
has shifted from a concentration on the eminent to attempts to recreate the lives
of ordinary mortals. And in this context, it was worth heeding the advice of Murray
Print, who spoke about the importance of securing the right photographic record
in a local history. So many local histories are tarnished by dull photographs—
badly focussed studies of the shire hall, or stiffly posed portraits of pioneering
ancestors, all whiskers and goitrous stares. Print spoke up for those photographs
reflecting the everyday work and recreations of the past, and while his point
secured ready acceptance, it is surprising how often it has been neglected by other-
wise careful historians.

Amid all this good and enthusiastic advice there was one speaker who could be
described metaphorically—though not actually—as the skeleton at the feast. Vic
Greaves, of the University of Western Australia Press, told a sobering tale of
rising costs in the printing trade on a scale which might condemn many promising
local histories stillborn. An editorial footnote reminds us that the pace of inflation
has quickened even further in the months since the seminar. Yet all is not hope-
less. The seminar report itself—Local History in Western Australia—has appeared
in cheap but serviceable typescript. Municipalities contemplating the support of
local history would be far better advised to invest their money in adequate re-
sources for collecting and recording material instead of the production of elegant
but under-researched volumes.

Altogether it was an inspiring seminar, embodying on a rare scale co-operation
between professionals and amateurs, between academics and the lay public. Now
the publication of the seminar’s proceedings reminds us of our opportunities and
provides the stimulus for further work. As the aircraft taxis to a halt in Hong
Kong, I look back on the Subiaco seminar as one of the most satisfying profes-
sional activities in which I have taken part over the past twelve months; and I
congratulate Tom Stannage.
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VERONICA BRADY

Saving Poetry from the Poets

Madam Black Boots by Stefanie Bennett. Gar-
goyle Poets 9, University of Queensland Press,
1974. §1.15.

Saint Kilda Meets Hugo Ball by Eric Beach.
Gargoyle Poets 10, University of Queensland
Press, 1974. $1.15.

Living Alone Without a Dictionary by Carol
Novack. Gargoyle Poets 11, University of
Queensland Press, 1974. $1.15.

The Blast Area by John Tranter. Gargoyle
Poets 12, University of Queensland Press, 1974.
$1.15.

Poems from Prison, ed. Rodney Hall. Univer-
sity of Queensland Press, 1973. Cloth $3.65,
Paper $1.50.

A gar'oyle is a grotesque spout on some part
of a cathedral. But reading the four latest pub-
lications of Gargoyle Poets, Stefanie Bennett’s
Madam Black Boots, Eric Beach’s Saint Kilda
Meets Hugo Ball, Carol Novak’s Living Alone
Without a Dictionary and John Tranter’s The
Blast Area I have the feeling that although the
exuberance, the inventiveness, the spouting, in
short, which produces a gargoyle is there, we
have somehow lost the cathedral. What Chris
Brennan called and called for at the beginning
of the century, the pulling together of con-
sciousness in face of the world, has gone too
far. Somehow, the objective world seems to
have disappeared in this poetry, devoured by
an all-hungering, all consuming subjectivity.
True, an essential task of the poet, as of each
of us, is to effect a juncture between subject
and object, helping us resume personality in a
world destructive to it and by putting our per-
sonal mark on things, shaping them to our
consciousness. Nevertheless this process can go
too far. For reading these poets I began to
wonder to what extent they were in quest of
the real or of judgement in their poetry and
how far they were delighting themselves in a
purely imaginary universe. Not that I want to
be prosaic. On the contrary, my concern is with
poetry, and good poetry seems to me some-
thing intensely concerned with the real whereas,
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by and large, most of this poetry is self-referen-
tial, written out of the Romantic conception
that “life” equals the life of the poet as distinct
from that of the man.

Carol Novack, for example, writes with some
power and you feel the personal pressure in a
poem like “You Try to Get Out of the Fear”,
but you feel that she is speaking to herself. The
material effects here distract from rather than
serve in the search for another, richer world of
experience, almost as if, reaching it, she might
find that it does not endorse her own interests.
Thus there is no sense of error, little acknow-
ledgement of the brute facts from which man
normally shapes his reality for himself. The
first poem in her collection “The Moon, the
Eye, the Tree” makes this clear. Bodies are
fragmented; trees, the moon, the garden and so
on no longer exist apart from feelings, and re-
lationships between objects become more real,
more important than their components. A point
of view hardly exists for it is no longer clear
where self belongs in the universe or, alterna-
tively, whether there is a universe apart from
the self.

True, such transpositions may be creative.
“Teachings of Death”, for example, sets up an
hallucinatory landscape all of its own. But
mostly the language fails to render these land-
scapes with any real effectiveness and their
force depends on the reader’s memory. More-
over, the memories are mostly of nightmare;
the bodily perceptions tend to be of fear and
those of society destructive perceptions.

In effect, this poetry is relatively banal—
chiefly I think, for lack of linguistic energy,
and this, despite her admiration for Blake.

“What we want
is a solar system
of our own desire”,

she tells us, in “Blake on a Tricycle”. But here,
I am afraid, there is only the desire: the solar
system remains uncreated.

Eric Beach, too, tells us he is “in favour of
the fabulous, the fantastic, the incredible”. For
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that, unlike the enemy he describes in “The
Young Man”, I have no intention of prosecut-
ing him. On the contrary, I enjoy his wit in this
and in other poems. In the “Mirror Reflection”
series he displays a series of surreal images set
against force and necessity to assert the unique
value of his own loneliness. Such poems repre-
sent acts of a lively will, though a will rather
to write poetry than to terminate in a relation-
ship with the world. True, poems like “Donkey-
man” and “Into Black Into White” reveal a
compassion for others and unlike Carol Novack
he does seem to be speaking to others and not
just to himself. There is a neat and self-ironic
moderation in “Paris, Australia”’, a poem
directed against the “trendies” of literature and
politics

“Smash the Establishment
but gently, brother, gently,
remember
it’s your head that you’re using”

At best, in “Tigers Poem”, perhaps the best
poem in the four books, he shows a psycholo-
gical finesse and masterly detachment from
situations which were apparently engrossing
and painful in the experience. “Our Public Ser-
vant” displays a wit the sharper for being born
at the edge of boredom and aimlessness. At
worst, at moments in “Into Black, Into White”,
however, this leads him to write a debilitated
Eliotese, reflecting a radical mind with no
home and no anchorage. Even with Beach,
then, the pressures of subjectivity are insistent.

As for Stefanie Bennett’s Madam Black
Boots, there is a voice here of some affirmative
power which suggests a real person behind the
poems. “Ad Unum Omnes”, the first poem in
the book, suggests, wryly enough, that, unlike
Beach and Novack, she is fully aware that will
is not the only bearer of reality. Throughout,
as the titles suggest, “Trial”, “Worlds”, “Self
Portrait”, she is in quest of the large, the
monumental subject and occasionally, symbolic
world, rich and resonant, offering a glimpse of
the ideal kinship and unity of all things. Basic-
ally, however, while possessed of imagistic
power which enables her to set up a situation
with economy and power as in the opening
lines of “Almost Love Poem”—

“air, rings of rain.

electricity wires
line the sky”
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she lacks the narrative skill to develop this
situation. So you feel here once again a lack
of generality. This is the poetry only of the
immediate present, of this unique individual, so
that however deeply personal the subject may
be—and “Worlds”, “Child” and “Age” repre-
sent a sequence on the three, if not seven, ages
of man—it has been so distanced that its sub-
ject has become almost impersonal. Words, in
in effect, remain counters, fail to generate per-
sonal power precisely because they are so much
part of the poet and her own personal experi-
ence—like Humpty Dumpty whose boast it was
“my words are the shape I am”. There is little
linguistic insistence, then, little testing the re-
sources of language but rather a kind of crisp-
ness which turns experience into intelligibility
reversing the direction in which language nor-
mally flows in poetry. A poet of some promise,
but one still working within the confines of
fancy rather than imagination, to use Coler-
idge’s distinction.

Finally, John Tranter, of the four poets the
one who most reflects the pressure of other
persons and their experience, of history and
personal memory. True to the title, “The Blast
Area” the central symbol at work here is that
of the motor bike, and the poems tend to roar
(several speak of war and memories of war),
swerve and yet keep their balance, especially on
curves. I find these poems challenging, giving
us a sense of persons and events and of their
meaning embodied in a figure—in “The Guada-
canal Motel”, for example, or in “Guernica”.
Yet always, Tranter gives us a sharp sense of
his own energy, so that even in a poem whose
subject is as poignant as “Mark”, a poem about
a suicide, he seems to be as much preoccupied
with himself as a poet as with his subject, look-
ing for the most acute measurement of emotion
possible. Like the other poets, too, he tends to
let argument go and to live by his moods—
rather like the motor bike rider, glimpsing
people and events as he swirls by, grieving and
rejoicing temporarily yet fixed essentially, with-
in his own momentum. Of all the poets, most
talented, he is also perhaps the most dangerous.
For these poems, energetic, witty, sharply de-
fined, are all about the transference of force—
and that, away from the world to the self. It
requires great effort to annihilate the world but
perhaps these poets are flexing their muscles to
this end. Is it entirely gain to give up the am-
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bition to write a great poem if in exchange the
goal becomes the expression of the individual
ego?

Whatever the answer to that question may
be, Poems from Prison, also from the Univer-
sity of Queensland Press, remind us of the
claims of the “real”. Indeed, they illuminate the
questions raised by the other four poets, more
privileged—in the sense that they have not been
convicted as criminals (there is as yet no prison
sentence for writing poetry)—yet in another
sense less privileged. For it seems that the
“criminal” has a recognized place in our cul-
ture, something which the poet has not. At
least it fits into the scheme of expectation with-
in our culture to end up in court and in prison
whereas being a poet has no such certification.

“Form a circle
to encircle each other
Combine together
for defence”

Jack Murray, the first in order of these poets,
can appeal to the world as counter to the
challenge of the title of his poem, “Who except
myself is there”; and expect to be answered.
For him and for his fellow poets therefore
there is no need for the self-absorption so evi-
dent with Stefanie Bennett, Eric Beach, Carol
Novack and John Tranter. Nor do they have to
spend so much energy in creating and then jus-
tifying the value of their life style—society has
already done that

“It was harder to live wild: a lot harder to
be young,
but in the pits even games were important
and not being wasted was just another way
of life”—

So, Max Williams, in “The Brickpits”.

Of these four poets, I find Robin Thurston
the most movingly in touch with people and
things. He can write simply yet with strength
about a drowned man in “man drowned”, using
the metaphor of the house of grief and of a
group of friends gathered there to mourn, a
metaphor which raises a suggestion of Christ
and his disciples, generating powerful because
deeply traditional emotions about the fact of
death, the death of another who matters per-
sonally. He can also write about his brother,
“Barry” as if it were valuable still to have a
brother and as if, unlike the other poets, he
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did not find in such relationships nothing but
aggression or fraudulent feeling. For Thurston
in this poem it is good, not merely laughable,
to have been a “straight opening bat”, some-
one with hopes in and for this society of ac-
countants and husbands. He can delight, too,
in man’s artifice, even in his power.

“Bridge”, for example, praises

I think
therefore I am

“One man’s
irreducible
and ruthless
implacable statement,

in full awareness of the equivocal nature of
that power. What impresses here, I think, is the
sense of meeting a mature human being, one
who has achieved himself in full awareness of
the human paradox. He is able to mock the
passion for perfection yet still share something
of it in his concern to make sharp images and
then let them lead their own life, making their
own comment on the power and pathos of
human existence as in the poem about the dead
mountain climber:

“Exhausted,
his face lay in the snow
listening to the immense
distance of gully wind.

In summer
the path is gay with stones
and small blue
flowers.”

Here is a poet who has purified his anger at
injustice and cruelty until the self emerges clear
still masterful, able to accept what is and yet
not be overwhelmed or disgusted by it. So, the
poem “Grace” about a fallen woman which
might so easily capitulate to the claims of un-
necessary sentiment, holds its own integrity, an
integrity evidently related to his respect for
facts, palatable and unpalatable alike and jus-
tified in the fine poem, “Gifts”, with its Rilkean
awareness of things in their colours, and tex-
tures as registers of some layer sense of being
itself.

Jack Murray, in contrast, seems at times
troubled with the burden of his own self-aware-
ness. In the first of his poems, “Sometimes
Homesick”, for example, he seems to take
refuge from self-revelation in a brash kind of
self-affirmation:
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“Did you know
the snow killed
Napoleons white horse?
(How could you
I just made it up).

Nevertheless, unlike the “professional” poets,
he insists still on looking in his poetry for
answers from the universe. As he insists in
“Posted in a Strange Land”, man, fish, whales
are

“all elliptical routes
to the same answer”,

an answer which turns at the end of the poem
surprisingly but (in my book) reassuringly
into a question about love, its pain and its
failure. Painful, these poems are therefore
nevertheless reassuring to our humanity. The
physical exists and illuminates, even if only as

‘““a mirror
on the doorstep
reaffirming my nakedness”

Max Williams is even more wedded to his
actual situation, “Habeas cell” and “I noticed
in a glance” being sharp sensitive renderings of
specific moments, placing us with him in prison
—I found it refreshing to compare these
poems, in their simple, honest insistence with
Robert Adamson’s far more complicated, far
more self-pitying prison poems in Zimmer’s
Essay. In terms of language and hence the
pressure on the reader, Adamson’s poems are
more powerful but there is a directness, a
generality about Williams which reminds us of
what we have lost in the new ways poetry has
taken, a width of generality and of strong
pressure of the man and his life, the sheer ex-
citement of being free, even if at risk, in poems
like “Learning the stringybarks” and “The
Empty House” which lends a sharpness and
passion to observation and tends to give the
simplest experiences a monumental strength.
Commonsense can be a triumph in these days,
just as the steadiness of nerve a refusal to
indulge in cheap hallucinations in poems like
“Fire Wing” (about the death cells) represents
a considerable affirmation in favour of human-
ity.

Humanity is the key with Eric MacKenzie
also. Indeed, of all these poets, he is closest to
the common (and this adjective here is meant
in praise) Australian Tradition in “Breaking
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Camp” he restates the claims of mateship, with
the same reticence and ironic acceptance of
death and its finality which lends dignity to
writers like Lawson and Furphy at their best.
True, his preoccupation with rhyme and its
claims inhibits much of the force of feeling in
this poem and elsewhere. Yet for all that the
honesty of his perception and his willingness to
let circumstances speak for themselves lend a
strange power to his work as, for example, at
the end of his poem, “A Time Together”,
about the fellow prisoner who committed
suicide:
“Apart from one handcuff,
one clinging crab-like claw
of a pair that held us for
a time together, kin,
neither had kept in touch.”

Underneath the awkwardness of expression,
you are moved, by a fact of history, by

“a deeper bloke
who suffered life like some bad joke
and who came to recognize his dreams
for what they were: abstract extremes.
Against the wind his head was bent”
(Death of a builder’s labourer)

and this, I suspect, is to recall poetry to its
primal task: as MacKenzie puts it,

“for I
guessljr}, the last analysis we all embrace
a lie
yet all paradoxically, long to find
the certain leaf whereby
that sense of utter nakedness
eludes a loyal eye”
(“More than our fate to die”)

I end then with a paradox. Perhaps poetry has
to be saved from “poets”. Perhaps it is better
to be the human truth than to say it. Certainly
in my view, unsophisticated, more or less un-
lettered, these prison poets seem to be more
successful in staging the dramas which beset
consciousness than the four more highly privil-
eged poets. Maybe humility remains the key.
Knowing more truly the painful contradictions
inherent in our human condition, the prison
poets are more prepared to acknowledge reali-
ties beyond their own reality and possibilities of
thought beyond their own perception and
knowledge. Certainly they make no pretence
at reconciliation or at achieving a solution to
their problems. On the contrary they put their
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energies to acceptance of their own situation
and indeed of everyman’s. So, these are poets
with no illusions about the absoluteness of an
artist’s activity. Instead, they know all about
families, policemen, prisons, countrytowns,
pubs and so on so that their art becomes not
an antidote to life but a means of living it.

My conclusion, therefore is a question: is it
possible to have poetry without a metaphysic
or to put it another way, is it perhaps the poet’s
task first to be a man and then to write poetry?
If the answer is as I suspect it is, no to the first
question and yes to the second, then there is
much to be rethought, much to be relived by
the poets and by the critics as well.

BOOKS

Bruce Beaver, Odes and Days, South Head
Press, 1975. 103 pp. $6.95.

In a note prefacing the poems, Bruce Beaver
explains the title of his latest book. The 15
Odes conform with the O.E.D. definition of
Odes, “of exalted style and enthusiastic tone,
often in varied or irregular metre and usu.
between fifty and two hundred lines in length”.
Eight of the Odes are addressed to himself or
the house he was staying in at Berrima; the
other seven (sandwiched between the personal
Odes at the beginning and end) are poetic biog-
raphies of creative artists whom Beaver ad-
mires, like Holderlin, Mahler, Rilke, and Hesse.
The 47 “Days”, which make up the second half
of the book, are shorter poems, usually around
twenty lines in length, written over some weeks
before and during the composition on the Odes.
Although the Days are very different in spirit
from the Odes, there are overlapping interests
and themes, as in the lives and work of creative
artists. Holderlin reappears in Days 19, and in
addition to the artists who figure in the Odes
Henry James, Trakl, Virginia Woolf, and James
Baxter all appear in the Days.

Odes and Days is not a livre composé like its
immediate predecessors, Letters to Live Poets
(1969) and Lauds and Plaints (1974). Its poems
are separable, and are not closely linked by a
number of central concerns. One theme recurs
through the collection, however, and some
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minor themes emerge from time to time. The
major unifying theme is enunciated in the
opening Ode:

Where does the fire come from

that burns in us like a lamp’s flame?
Not consuming the being

but using the body for a wick

so that lower and lower

the living fire descends in us

while ever higher and higher

the fumes of our immolation ascend.

The regimen of growth and decay preoccupies
Beaver throughout the volume:

Twin flames
there must be to experience:
one that renews the life
of things and one that cancels flesh.

The theme of decay and growth, in its variant
form of death and love, is stated by Beaver to
be the poet’s two-note song (Odes IV). Delius’s
harmonies, too, were “wrung from mortality
and love” (Odes X). The theme of death and
growth recurs in Days 16 and, especially, 24.
In 24, the poet stands looking up at a young
pine, his nose

savouring the young tree’s body odour
and a background of blood and bone
seepage from a nearby nursery—

the ether above, the process of
dissolution and recycling below—
below what? All our thoughts?

The process of decay and growth is taking
place within us too. Beaver relates it in Odes I
and XIII to the growth of creative aspirations
within a body that is declining or at least
“rooted in earthly essences”, and resolves “to
praise the live flame/and not abuse its oppo-
site”.

For there is commonly a schism in creative
artists between “perfection of the life or of the
work” (Days 38). This schism is one minor
theme that runs through Odes and Days. It is
only articulated in one other poem, the final
(and hence important) Ode XV. It is not ex-
plored much in the volume, but rather left as a
stimulating thought, especially in relation to
such figures as Holderlin, Beethoven, Virginia
Woolf, and James Baxter. On the whole, Beaver
seems inclined to accept that “poets are nearly
always madmen and/apparently happy with it”
(Ode V).
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Beaver’s longstanding concern with the role
of the poet and the making of his art reappears
in this volume, though less often than in his
previous writings. Selfdoubt and selfcriticism
continue to mark these poems, but with less
agonizing than hitherto. In Days 18 he remarks

How often it seems to happen that
the flaws I find while reviewing others,
clumsy rhythms, obtrusive pet words,
obscure dislocations of meaning,

are my own errors still unpurged.

Odes IV presents the poet as a cuckoo who
engorges food from his love-blind hosts while
“soiling heartlessly/their woven sanctuary”.
His return, which seems inadequate to him, is
“a turd or two of anecdote and verse,/the dedi-
cation of a book”. Most of us, however, would
be delighted with that return from a poet of
Beaver’s calibre; his selfcriticism is too harsh.
Beaver is concerned in this book with the poet’s
relationship to the people immediately around
him: “others that I love/lend me perspective’
(Odes XII). Beaver’s interest in the role of the
creative artist and the process of creativity is
largely removed from himself in Odes and
Days; he externalizes it through his interest in
other creative figures. Hence the poetic biog-
raphies.

The real triumph of Beaver’s latest book lies
not in the ambitious Odes, but in the Days.
They are unpretentious, sometimes even slight,
but the lyricism flows more freely in them. A
number of them simply record the sights,
smells, and sounds that surround the poet; he
consciously refrains from abstract reflection or
philosophizing (e.g., 30, 32, 37, 40, 43, 45). Most
of these poems fall late in the Days section, but
that note is sounded at the outset in 2 and 3.
In Days 2 he turns from the distressing news on
TV simply to enjoy a sunset; and in 3, after
reflecting upon a reproduction of a Greek coin
used as a paperweight-cum-clasp, he decides to
like it just for what it is, whatever it is. But
although he himself rejects abstract philoso-
phizing, Beaver does intend that we should
read beyond the concrete level. His admiration
of carnations in 11, for instance, is not just a
simple record of his appreciation of those flow-
ers. We are meant to discern his abiding con-
cern in the poem with the process of decay and
growth, and the making of a poem and its
uncertain durability:
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The perfume of carnations—
of cloves and something

far sweeter than cloves—

an almost manufactured
essence, a floral liqueur.

I prefer carnations to every
other flower because

they seem artificial,
inorganic, almost perfect,

an ideal abstraction of
flowerdom, apparently

as long-lasting as the famed
jade leaf of the Chinese
carver who almost became

a tree in the process of
putting out his single leaf.
But I know the carnations,
huge flowers from a funerary
display, are themselves dying while
exquisitely perfuming the living
room. Such a consummation,
their coming and going,
such an affirmation.

Beaver has always had a special talent for
nature poetry, which he has hitherto subordin-
ated to philosophical concerns. In the Days
poems, he is able to write a number of quite
beautiful nature poems that he leaves on the
concrete level, having eschewed abstraction. I
find particularly beautiful his description of the
midnight breeze in 45,

a vocalise of every
summer’s night beside a calm
ocean, an airy distillation
of thing-sounds, pine siftings, wave
surge and lapse, grass growth and
the unfolding of petals.

His description of “heaven’s total-recalling
daphne”, too, evokes memories of the best
nature poetry of Keats.

The Odes labour under a number of diffi-
culties. Although they are more formally struc-
tured than the rest of Beaver’s poetry—they
scan and are arranged in patterned stanzas—
nothing is gained by this structuring. Beaver’s
voice and personality come through so strongly
that they override any formal structure. The
result is that the lines that scan according to a
discernable pattern do not sound any different
from the lines in, say, Letters to Live Poets,
which do not scan. If anything, the expression
in Letters and Lauds and Plaints is more taut
and concentrated, free from the necessity of
filling a line so that it has a certain number of
stresses. In those earlier volumes, Beaver’s lan-

69



guage becomes naturally elevated when the
occasion demands it, as in his elegies; but when
he strives for an elevated effect in the Odes he
seems at times to feel constrained. His syntax
becomes awkward, chiefly because of his omis-
sion of the pronoun subject “I” and the per-
sonal verb. Odes III and XII are particularly
unfortunate in beginning with “As” construc-
tions that resemble formal epic similes:

As a servant in a tower room

pausing while dusting a desk at a window
sees through it distractedly

a blossoming tree in the garden below . ..

That sounds inflated, a fault one could not
normally accuse Beaver of. Beaver’s strength
lies within freer verse forms, in which he con-
veys brilliantly the syntax of conversation, but
poetic conversation, and in which his own per-
sonality finds fuller expression. The best Odes
are the first and the last. When, a few years
from now, Beaver’s Selected Poems is pub-
lished, I would expect few of the Odes to be
represented, but a generous sprinkling of the
lyrical Days.

Odes and Days is calmer than Letters to Live
Poets or Lauds and Plaints. It is characterized
by more acceptation within the poet, of life
and of himself. There is much that seems East-
ern in the kind of acceptance that Beaver has
attained to; he is keenly interested in Eastern
philosophy, which does indeed seem to offer
more peace at heart than Christianity has been
able to provide. In Days 7, for instance, he is
reminded by the sound of the children’s swing
of his own swinging outward and backward
from life’s constraints as a child, but he con-
cludes, “I wish/the children well and do not
envy them”. In Days 9, too, he asks, if his
sitting in his living room in the late afternoon,
listening to the Pathétique, is not peace and
freedom, then what is?—no other answer offers
itself. In Odes and Days Beaver has succeeded
in detaching himself from the word while not
becoming indifferent to it. The final poem,
Days 47, is far removed from the depressing
world of Delvaux with which he concluded
Lauds and Plaints. He refers to the approach
of Xmas and the smell of December fruits and
the blare of carols at night. The troubled world
of starving people seems far away, as do the
countries where “neighbours hate each other/
to bloody death”. But he has no illusions of
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Australia as the best of all possible lands, for
it too will have to face its day of reckoning:

Here, where flies
crawl over the faces of sleeping
Aboriginal babies while the parents
sulk at the eldest son’s and daughter’s
rage. Here, the big continent that looks
angry red from a moon’s eye view.

Odes and Days lack the tensions of Beaver’s
earlier work. It contains many moments of in-
tense lyricism, which flourishes in the unpre-
tentious Days but is overwhelmed in the more
ambitious Odes. This latest volume, his sixth,
lacks the excitement of Lauds and Plaints, but
reveals a growing poetic confidence in Beaver,
who has already established himself as the
leading male poet in Australia today.

JOHN B. BESTON

C. J. Lloyd and G. S. Reid, Out of the Wilder-
ness: The Return of Labor, Cassell Australia,
1974. 447 pp. $6.95.

High drama in and around the national parlia-
ment over the past seven years has inspired a
generous outpouring of “instant histories”—
mostly the feverish handiwork of excited or
rather ambitious members of the Canberra
press gallery. These studies have served a pur-
pose in political education and have occasion-
ally borne the marks of scholarship, but the
joint craftsmanship of Professor Gordon Reid
and Mr Clem Lloyd has produced a better
work than any of its predecessors in the genre.

In the first place the focus of attention is new
and relevant. It is refreshing to switch from
eulogistic campaign biographies, gossipy reports
of power struggles and tedious accounts of elec-
toral strategies to a measured but spirited ex-
amination of the machinery and style of our
national government during and since the
transfer of power in December 1972. Secondly,
Out of the Wilderness represents the best kind
of collaboration possible between an academic
political scientist and disciplined political jour-
nalist.

Gordon Reid has long been fascinated by
growing executive dominance of the legislature,
by relations between the political executive and
career bureaucracy, and by Australian depar-
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tures from the Westminster “model”. Clem
Lloyd was press secretary to the Deputy Prime
Minister and Minister for Defence during the
first critical year of Labor rule, and holds a
political science degree.

It should have occasioned no surprise that
the first change of government in twenty-three
years would produce initial confusion or be-
wilderment in the Liberal-Country Party
Cabinet ranks and a brash impatience to grab
the reigns of office in Labor ranks. A splendid
introductory chapter on the transfer of power
in early December 1972 emphasises the absence
of a clear set of conventions to guide an in-
coming and outgoing ministry after an Aus-
tralian election. It suggests that the Westminster
experience, though admirable in itself, has been
less willingly followed by Australian party
leaders than might have been imagined. In
Britain, partly because the electoral system
gives instant results and partly because the civil
service prides itself on coping with rapid trans-
fers of power “without even rippling the admin-
istrative surface of impending the momentum
of government”, caretaker arrangements are
not needed.

The Australian “model”, if we look to the
practice of governments up to 1949, allows for
quite a lengthy interregnum after polling day
and a far more leisurely approach to the imple-
mentation of new policies. In 1929, for ex-
ample, on the defeat of the Bruce-Page govern-
ment, Stanley Bruce continued in office for nine
days, and it was another two before the new
Labor cabinet held its first meeting. Only
slightly less leisurely was the retirement of the
Chifley government in December 1949 and
Menzies’ installation in office. Gough Whitlam
rejected these precedents, to William Mc-
Mahon’s apparent surprise, and opted for an
immediate accession to power, notwithstanding
the anticipated delays in calling Caucus to-
gether for an election of the full ministry. The
first Whitlam Ministry, comprising only him-
self and his deputy, Lance Barnard, was of
course the smallest (but not the shortest-lived)
in Australian history. It was also one of the
most active.

Two important conventions of the West-
minster-Whitehall system were ignored before
and during the advent of Whitlam’s govern-
ment. The first breach was McMahon’s refusal
to allow Opposition shadow ministers access to
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departmental heads in the weeks or months
preceding the election. The second was Whit-
lam’s failure to allow outgoing Liberal-Country
Party ministers enough time and opportunity to
“purge their files” of comments or notations
which could be attributed to themselves and ex-
ploited by incoming ministers. New Labor
ministers were not beyond producing docu-
ments in subsequent months which revealed the
recommendations of their predecessors.

The Whitlam-Barnard duumvirate could well
have been and perhaps should have been a
quadumvirate, comprising the two Senate
Labor leaders as well. In any event the first
ministry lost no time in announcing scores of
decisions based on Whitlam’s much flaunted
“mandate from the people”. It abolished con-
scription, applied for a reopening of the equal
pay case, established the Interim Committee of
the Australian Schools Commission and seized
a host of foreign affairs initiatives, including
negotiations for recognition of China and a
dramatic change of stance at the United Na-
tions on racial and colonial questions. Despite
this frenzied activity, the authors feel that its
“record of policy-making was remarkably re-
strained”, their assessment of long-term effects
of this extraordinary experiment is not so flat-
tering. They argue that a pattern of decision-
making appropriate to two men in a hurry and
with little time for rational assessment was
carried over into the working of the full Min-
istry. It is also their view, and one which I
share, that this experiment is unlikely ever to
be repeated.

The catalogue of innovations to cabinet gov-
ernment sponsored by Labor is quite long.
Whitlam abandoned the “inner Cabinet” and
conferred equal status on all twenty-seven
ministers; he also revived Cabinet committees,
modelled on the Canadian system. Sadly miss-
ing from Whitlam’s Cabinet, however, was a
truly corporate spirit, and this was due in large
measure to a tendency for ministers to assume
the role of departmental delegate, fighting for a
departmental viewpoint and often for a bigger
share of public expenditure. The principle of
collective responsibility was abused on more
than one occasion, though adherence to it was
made more difficult by the powerful role of
Caucus in policy making and its opportunity to
reverse Cabinet decisions. Statistical proof of
Cabinet’s prodigious energy—if not its har-

71



mony—was produced by the Prime Minister in
November 1973—exactly 1,675 decisions in
eleven months.

Chapter 8 contains a useful discussion of the
place of a party “mandate” in Western political
theory and Mr Whitlam’s skilful exploitation
of this troublesome concept to justify all man-
ner of actions. Turning to the promise of “open
government”, Lloyd and Reid note the insti-
tution of regular prime ministerial press con-
ferences, relaxation of restrictions on public
expression by civil servants and the greater
flow of government documents to the public,
but they acknowledge that after a few opti-
mistic months in office, performance in this
sphere began to fall short of the heady election
promise.

No change in style has been more controver-
sial than Labor’s handling of the public service.
While on the one hand Whitlam worked speed-
ily to improve conditions of service, some of
his team aroused discontent in public service
range, especially at Second Division (or “fat
cat”) level. The Lloyd-Reid analysis was writ-
ten before two senior departmental appoint-
ments were “politicized”—the secretaryship
Prime Minister’s, offered to Whitlam’s former
private secretary, John Menadue, and the
equivalent post at Labour and Immigration,
offered to a more recent private secretary,
Peter Wilenski.

Chapter 9 highlights the proliferation of
government authorities sponsored by Labor.
During 1973 alone no fewer than eight com-
missions, three authorities or corporations, and
two tribunals came into being. In addition,
reporting direct to Cabinet or Ministers, there
were the priorities review staff and a host of
secretaries, advisers or consultants. Labor’s
record in federal-state relations (worthy of
lengthier and perhaps harsher treatment), its
handling of the “Gair affair” and the events
surrounding the 1974 double dissolution are
covered in later chapters; so is the re-grouping
of the Opposition parties and their re-assess-
ment of old policies.

Although the authors offer very fair and
properly documented analysis of a most excit-
ing and innovative period in Australian govern-
ment, in so far as it is an evaluation of Labor’s
performance, they pass judgement on the effi-
ciency, popularity or even wisdom of the
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Whitlam government at work. But the judge-
ments are basically about Labor’s capacity to
relate means to ends, its modus operandi, not
about the intrinsic merits of particular policies.
This book is splendid value for money and
deserves a far wider reading public than univer-
sity or college classes in Australian government.

PETER BOYCE
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PERIODICALS

Cinema Papers: Australian Film Quarterly,
produced with the co-operation of the Media
Centre of La Trobe University and with the
financial assistance of the Film and Television
Board of the Australian Council for the Arts.
Editorial Board: Peter Beilby, Phillipe Mora,
Scott Murray.

Registered offices: 37 Rotherwood St., Rich-
mond 3121, Victoria.

Recommended price, $1.50. Distributed by
Gordon and Gotch. Also by subscription.

A film periodical which, by its very name,
draws on itself a comparison with the famous
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Cahiers du Cinema has got an uphill battle for
critical recognition. It is difficult to get maga-
zines on film beyond the gossip and pin-up
level of Pix People. Even the most successful
English language film periodicals, Films and
Filming and Sight and Sound consist of little
more than high class gossiping. Most people use
these publications as a sort of R.A.C. Guide to
Better Viewing, telling them (by virtue of the
number of asterisks opposite a title) which films
to flock to and which to avoid. The reviews in
these magazines are written for those who have
not yet seen a film. There is virtually no seri-
ous, after-the-viewing criticism of contempor-
ary films. The discussions of older films consist
mainly of plot summaries, tea and nostalgia.

Cinema Papers is a new departure, in concept
at least. Its balance of film reviews, production
reports and general articles on the cinema is
appealing. It also features interviews with not-
ables in the Australian film industry (such as
they are and it is). From the table of contents
onwards, it is obvious that it is making a bid
to be considered a publication of some sub-
stance both by film buffs and film makers. It
appears to aim at being a magazine which one
reads and re-reads with growing satisfaction
and enlightenment. The Editorial Board (Peter
Beilby, Scott Murray, Philippe Mora) are to be
commended for the format they have chosen
and organizing themselves an Arts Council
Grant to float and keep afloat their project.
Cinema Papers is a hefty magazine. Each edi-
tion is about 100 pages, folio size and appears
quarterly. It’s not expensive, as magazines go
—$1.50 a copy—but is fairly dear when one
looks at the paper quality and the dot screen-
photographs. There is very little advertising,
particularly of the bitty sort. All in all, if one
considers the minute possible audience that the
magazine is likely to ever have in Australia, the
price is not unreasonable.

The quality of the articles varies a great deal
within issues and from issue to issue. The film
reviews are stunningly good, on the whole. The
editors have chosen to review in detail only a
few films: Films that are generally accepted as
good; controversial films (The Exorcist gets
both barrels of the reviewer’s critical shotgun);
and Australian films generally.

The production reports on Australian films
in the making are descriptive rather than criti-
cal, which is how it should be. The films are
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in shooting or post-production stages and there
is no product to be considered critically. A
follow-up critical review in a later issue when
the film has been released would complete the
picture. There is also a section giving a run-
down of current 35mm and 16 mm produc-
tions under way in Australia, which should be
of interest to film-makers.

The interviews are the weakest section of the
magazine. Scott Murray, who has conducted
the lion’s share of the interviews in the editions
that have appeared so far, seems not to know
either how to structure an interview at the time
or how to edit one for publication. If he is
aiming at an interview verité style, he has suc-
ceeded in showing the shortcomings of that
technique for magazine publication. It can
work well on TV or even radio where speech
rhythms, inflection and gesture do a great deal
to hold the listeners’ attention. The very loose-
ness of the discussion is its charm. It loses a
great deal in translation into print. The inter-
views in Cinema Papers all run to triviality. In
some cases this is probably just the result of
the choice of interviewee. For example, in the
December ’74 edition, the interview with Bill
Shepherd, a pioneer editor in Australia, consists
largely of reminiscences about the early days of
Australian film. It’s the sort of thing that
pleases people who delight in pointing out that
Australia had a feature film industry before
America. However, as Barrett Hodson put it,
in the April edition of Cinema Papers:

The much vaunted Australian film industry
of the silent period and the spasmodic pro-
duction units of the sound period can only
be viewed today as remnants from the his-
torical curiosity shop. Films of these periods
have little import for Australian production
now, nor do they have any significance in
the total framework of film history.
(“A State of False Consciousness”,
C.P., April ’74)

One meandering interview per issue might be
excusable. But there were three more like it in
the Dec. 74 issue. This is particularly distress-
ing considering the other interviewees: CIliff
Green, the writer of the award-winning TV
series, Marion; Bob Ward of the Dendy cinema
chain; and German film maker Werner Herzog,
who was a guest at the Perth Film Festival of
1974. Of the three interviews, the one with
Cliff Green was the most offensive. There is far
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too much chit-chat about the good-old-bad
days at Crawford’s, writing bad Homicide
scripts and not enough critical discussion of
the direction Greens own work has taken, or of
the writer/director/actor relationship that has
grown up in Australia. There are photographic
inserts in the interview of Green talking to
actors on the set of Marion but not a word
about the actors attempts to re-write some of
the appallingly stilted lines in the series. Per-
haps there were none.

The Werner Herzog interview has more sub-
stance to it, but so it ought to! Herzog is a
major force in contemporary cinema in the
world. The problem with the interview is that
Herzog’s fertile, great dane imagination leaps
and bounds about, quite beyond the control of
the interviewer, Scott Murray. I feel that an
analytical article, incorporating quotations
from the interview with Herzog, would have
been far easier to read and more valuable in
the long run. The same holds true for the
interview with Bob Ward of the Dendy cine-
mas, though not for the same reasons. Ward
is quite reasonable at all times—too reasonable.
A shorter interview, followed by statistics on
cinema attendance, exhibitor costs, distributor-
exhibitor tie-ups and so on, comparing the
major chains and the independents would have
given readers a far more precise idea of the
situation of theatrical distribution of films. It’s
a vital issue for anyone interested in film in
Australia.* A highly conservative group of dis-
tributors virtually dictates to us which films we
can see and which films will pass us by because
they decide (often on absurd grounds) that cer-
tain films will not be “popular”, i.e. they won’t
make a packet for the distributors.

All of the volumes of Cinema Papers to date
have contained some well-documented, thought-
ful, research articles of considerable, low-key
interest. The censorship question is handled
very thoroughly in a series of articles running
through three issues. There is a good paper on
film archives, a problem of real importance in
Australia if there is to be any critical assess-

* In the March-April edition of Cinema Papers (which
arrived too late for review here) there is the first
part of a two-part article, ‘Restrictive Trade Practices
Legislation and the Film Industry’, by Antony I.
Ginnane which examines in great detail the historical
development of the ‘duopoly’ in distribution and ex-
hibition, which has restricted the development of an
Australian film industry.
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ment in the future of the development of film
in this country.

Some of the articles, such as Patricia Edgar’s
“You Don’t Blow Up Ladies” and Barrett
Hodson’s, “A State of False Consciousness”,
represent attempts to investigate problems of
film aesthetics and film consciousness. The ap-
proach in both cases is phenomenological,
though they make tentative (and rather coy)
attempts at prescriptive analysis. They cry
shame about present trends in Australian film
production, but have very little insight into the
operant factors in the cinema industry and
cinema consciousness in Australia. There is a
consistent and wilful ignorance of the effects of
television viewing on cinema audiences, both in
terms of sheer attendance numbers and stylistic
expectations.

The general articles on film criticism and
aesthetics are really very cautious and aca-
demic (in spite of the angry tone of voice in
some of them), concerned to be correct rather
than provokative, useful and happily erratic.
The absence of this sort of criticism won’t
probably be felt by the average reader of the
magazine. Cinema Papers falls comfortably
enough into a half-film industry, half-cine-
enthusiast mould that readers will be accepted
for what it is: A good quality, small <1” liberal
document that reflects both the confused anxi-
eties and small, also confused, joys of the
majority of people who are “concerned” for
film in Australia. It is too cautious, too lacking
in editorial thrust to take a role in guiding the
development of Australian film.

Barry Humphries has suggested, in his latest
revue, that it is the Arts Council’s policy to
encourage only those projects which seem likely
to fail. If Cinema Papers was ever conceived of
as a rival to Cahiers du Cinema in its crusading
role in film aesthetics and film praxis, then the
Arts Council has shown its astuteness once
again.

DAVID RAPSEY

The small number of publications devoted to
the arts in Western Australia has increased re-
cently, with the appearance of a newspaper,
Artlook and two journals, Patterns and Per-
formance.
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Artlook is published monthly by a group
known as the Nine Club. Its members are John
Harper-Nelson, John Mcllwraith, Kirwan
Ward, Helen Weller, Collin O’Brien, Tom Gib-
bons, D’Arcy Ryan, Nicholas Hasluck and
Tony Evans, and their aim, expressed in the
April issue, is “to provide what Perth has
needed for so long—an independent, compre-
hensive and lively critical forum for dissemin-
ating information and opinions on the Arts”.
Artlook is not funded by any government body,
and depends largely on donations for its in-
come. Every issue contains a full guide to cur-
rent local activities in the arts, a “Poets Profile”
and critical reviews, as well as articles. The
Perth Festival, for instance, has been a subject
of lively debate in Artlook.

Produced at W.AILT. by David Adden-
brooke, and devoted solely to theatre in West-
ern Australia, Performance was published
twice, but was unable to continue in its original
form. It joined forces with Artlook, with the
result that every third issue of Artlook will
contain a detailed coverage of drama, and a
one-act play by a local writer. It is intended
that short stories will be included in this issue.
The combined edition, effectively a new quar-
terly journal, will first appear in June.

Patterns is a poetry magazine published three
times a year by the Fremantle Arts Centre. Its
editors, Fay Zwicky, Nicholas Hasluck and Ian
Templeman, will publish the work of any
writer, but their main aim is to provide an out-
let for new poets, who might otherwise remain
unpublished. Patterns also contains some ‘art-
photographs’, not necessarily relating to the
poems, but interesting in their own right.

Jan Templeman also produces a broadsheet,
Pinup which, like Patterns, endeavours to create
awareness of current local writings. Each Pinup
is devoted to the work of a particular poet, the
first to John Kennedy.

Another recent forum of publication for
W.A. poets was The Beloit Poetry Journal
(Vol. 25, no. 3, Spring 1975). Edited by Brian
Dibble, this Western Australian edition of the
Wisconsin journal contains poems by Lee
Knowles, William Hart-Smith, Andrew Burke,
Hal Colebatch, Glen Phillips and Phil Collier.

DAVID BEAN

WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1975

MISCELLANY

Professor A. D. Hope was a guest of the Uni-
versity of Western Australia from 5-11 May.
During his stay in Perth Professor Hope gave
two lectures to Australian literature students
entitled ‘Poems in Process’ and ‘Criticism:
Raids and Retreats’, in which he traced some
directions in the development of his creative
and critical thinking. He also gave an import-
ant and controversial public lecture entitled
‘Poetry as Journalism’ (an edited version of
which we hope to publish in the next number
of Westerly) and took part in a weekend sym-
posium on ‘New Currents in Australian Poetry’
at which local poets also read and discussed
their work.

Barry Oakley has accepted an invitation to
be writer-in-residence at the University of
Western Australia from June until August,
1975. The writer-in-residence scheme is sup-
ported jointly by the University of W.A. and
the Literature Board of the Australia Council.
Oakley has been described by Brian Kiernan in
The Australian as ‘the funniest writer Australia
has produced since Furphy’ and has comment-
ed on his ‘vital, exuberantly aware style’. Other
critics have paid testimony to his comic inven-
tiveness in the treatment of important social
and moral issues. Of his three novels, A Wild
Ass of a Man (1967), Let’s Hear it for Pren-
dergast (1970) and A Salute to the Great
McCarthy (1970), the last two are currently
available in Penguin editions. John Millson,
director of the Hole-in-the-Wall theatre in
Perth, hopes to produce Oakley’s play Bed-
fellows in June.

Literature Board Fellowships for writers
have recently been advertised in three groups:
New Writers’ Fellowships (valued at $6,000
each), Young Writers’ Fellowships (valued at
$5,000 each) and Senior Fellowships (in three
groups, valued at $10,000 per year or $7,000
per year for 3 years and $9,000 for 1 year).

A ‘new’ writer is defined as a person of any
age who writes but has not yet had a book
published. A ‘young’ writer must be less than
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28 years old and ‘promising’. A ‘senior’ writer
is variously described as someone ‘of wide
reputation and recent achievement’, ‘of sus-
tained and substantial achievement’ and ‘of
experience’.

Inquiries should be addressed to The Secre-
tary, Literature Board, Australian Government
Offices, 4 Treasury Place, Melbourne, Victoria
3002.

Atrtist-in-residence at the W.A. Institute of
Technology is Andres Sanchez-Flores. Now in
his seventies, Mr Sanchez-Flores is the fore-
most disciple of Orosco and Rivera, the world-
famous muralists. He is working on a fresco
on the archway between the Medical Tech-
nology and Medical Sciences buildings. The
fresco will cover approximately 300 square
feet and depicts an Aztec theme related to
primitive science and medicine.

Mr Sanchez-Flores took part in a Mexican
Government expedition in 1949 which found
the ruined city of Bonampak, a thousand year
old relic of the vanished Mayan civilization.
He recorded techniques of painting, murals and
sculpture with the aim of incorporating them
in his own work and assisting in the preserva-
tion of the ancient city.

The Western Australian Arts Council prides
itself on being the first statutory body for the
arts in Australia, the necessary act of State
Parliament having been proclaimed in Decem-
ber 1973.

The first set of grants of the Council was
announced in November 1974. The State Gov-
ernment’s budgetary allowance was $650,000.
From 94 applications, 53 organizations were
allocated grants totalling $523,145. Other pro-
jects have been approved subsequently.

The largest grants are for performing or-
ganizations employing contracted professional
performers. The National Theatre received
$90,000, the W.A. Ballet Co. $77,000 and the
W.A. Opera Co. $113,000. The W.A. Opera
Orchestral Foundation was granted $59,750 for
its orchestra.

Frank Callaway, Professor of Music at the
University of Western Australia and Chairman
of the Council, says that as the Council’s policy
for support of the arts becomes more widely
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known throughout the State, future allocations
will cover a more extensive range of artistic
endeavour.

There is a Literature Sub-Committee of the
W.A. Arts Council, chaired by film-maker and
writer, Sydney Box, and also containing Pro-
fessor Callaway (ex-officio), Tom Hungerford
and Mr F. Sharr, State Librarian.

Following the outstanding success of the
XIth International Society for Music Education
Conference in Perth in August 1974, the music
community is being stimulated further by a
series of recitals by artists in residence at the
University of Western Australia. For periods
during 1975 Gerald English (tenor), André
Tchaikovsky (pianist), The Alberni String
Quartet and Professor Bernard Suryabrata
have joined or are joining the teaching staff of
the University’s Department of Music. Gerald
English collaborated with John Hind and other
instrumentalists in four public recitals in March
and April. Andre Tchaikovsky presented four
public recitals of solo piano works during April
and May. The Alberni String Quartet will per-
form in eight public recitals in July, August
and September and Professor Suryabrata will
present a series of lecture/recitals and work-
shops of Indonesian music during September
and October.

Perth theatregoers are having opportunities
to see a wide range of Australian drama in
1975. Mary Durack’s Adam’s Rib and Alex
Buzo’s Tom were performed during the Perth
Festival in February. John Romeril’s The
Floating World was performed at the Green-
room Theatre (Playhouse) in March and April.
Buzo’s Coralie Lansdowne Says No and Peter
Kenna’s 4 Hard God were performed at The
Dolphin and the Hole-in-the-Wall respectively
during April and May. There was a student
production of David Williamson’s Don’s Party
at the Dolphin Theatre in May. And still to
come are Michael Cove’s Jesters and Barry
Oakley’s Bedfellows at the Hole-in-the-Wall
during June and July and Jack Hibberd’s A
Stretch of the Imagination at the Greenroom
in July. A critical review of Australian drama
in Perth 1975 will be published in the fourth
number of Westerly this year.
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meaniin

University of Melbourne, Parkville, Victoria 3053

Whether you buy it, read it, or just refer to it, MEANJIN QUARTERLY is a must for anyone
interested in AUSTRALIAN STUDIES. Founded in 1940, it can claim to be Australia’s leading
literary magazine.

In its 140-odd issues so far, you will not only find important articles of criticism—many of
them pioneering the field of Aust. Lit.—but, equally valuably, essays of a general nature,
examining and reflecting upon the change, developments and trends affecting Australia and
its culture. It also contains work from most of our leading writers, for MEANJIN was the
first to publish many of them: from Judith Wright to Peter Carey. And that is to say nothing
of Solzhenitsyn, lonesco, Michel Butor or Anais Nin, who have all published in its pages.

MEANUJIN 75 continues to focus on Australian culture and society, though perhaps explor-
ing the connections between the two more thoroughly than in the past. It will draw attention
to the changes in contemporary Australia, and set about discussing them. It will look at—
and publish—new writing, as well as re-examining the old; and it will look at the more
public arts, whether theatre, music, films or architecture. It will also look at popular culture:
for the gap between that and high culture in Australia today is less marked than ever before.
Australia is now developing a new culture with new art forms, and becoming a post-British
society with new institutions. At least, the possibilities are there: and MEANJIN will do all it
can to explore them and encourage them.

So you should read it. And to make it easier for you, we are giving students a 25%
discount. Four handsome paperbacks can be the student’'s for $7.50, instead of the normal
$10.00. Read articles on Patrick White, the new theatre (plus an interview with Jack Hibberd),
women’s poetry or violence in Queensland as they come out: SUBSCRIBE NOW!

CONVERSATIONS WITH FRED WILLIAMS AND CLIFF PUGH

In March 1974 lan Turner and Stephen Murray-Smith took Fred Williams and Cliff Pugh to
Erith Island, in the middle of Bass Strait, where the artists painted and, in the evenings,
Turner and Murray-Smith tape-recorded discussions with them on their view of their own
art, on their painting history and on the social function of their art. These discussions are
reproduced in Overland No. 60, together with an eight-page color portfolio of paintings
done on the island.

Also a magnificent satirical story by Peter Mathers, “Immersion”; Cyril Pearl’s “Letter from
Dublin”’; Judah Waten on Arthur Phillips; Geoff Blainey and John Timlin on the first report
of the Council for the Arts; John McLaren on the moral vision of Solzhenitsyn; Peter
Hastings on Blamey; and reviews by Manning Clark, Gavin Souter and Geoffrey Serle.
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is $4 a year (four issues) from G.P.0. Box 98a Melbourne 3001.
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