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Editorial

Westerly is on a time fuse.
Like other assisted magazines in Australia, its survival depends very largely on
the continuance of subsidies from the Literature Board of the Australia Council
as well as on public support. Without subsidies, no journal of this type can exist in
Australia today. Our future is uncertain beyond the next financial year.
We confidently expect however that our current readers, and many new readers,
will rally to the support of a journal which began as a student publication, financed
by the Arts Union of the University of Western Australia in 1956, and which
became a regular quarterly in 1963 with the assistance of an establishment grant
from the Commonwealth Literary Fund. Since 1963 Westerly's literary and financial fortunes have fluctuated considerably, as have those of other Australian
quarterlies. But alongside longer-established journals such as Meanjin, Southerly,
Quadrant and Overland, Westerly can now claim an important and distinctive role
on the national scene. And its stature does not diminish beside more recent publications.
It would seem that a policy of encouraging young or experimental writers as
well as more established practitioners has contributed to the development of a
more lively and varied literary and cultural life in Australia than was evident a
decade ago. Westerly's role in this developing cultural activity should not be underemphasised: a number of established writers published their early work in our
pages and continue to publish there. Alongside this, Westerly has retained important links with its place of publication: specifically, the University of Western
Australia and more generally, the western third of the continent. While remaining
a vehicle of national, and sometimes international literary work and social, environmental and political comment, Westerly must continue to grow from its
Western Australian roots.
Certain conditions are laid down by our patrons in government. The chief of
these are:
that the magazine shall be literary in character, be of quality and be of value
to Australian writing;
that the magazine shall be devoted predominantly to Australian writing.
The present editors subscribe to these conditions.
Meetings of editors of the assisted literary magazines with members of the
Literature Board were held in Melbourne in February this year. The main purpose
of these meetings was for the Board to assess whether the assisted journals should
have their grants renewed. Ugly rumours had circulated that a single, centrally
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situated literary and cultural journal was envisaged to take over the functions of
Westerly, Southerly, Overland, Meanjin, Quadrant, Australian Literary Studies,
Poetry Australia and New Poetry. In the event, Board members were sympathetic
to the difficulties of the journals and constructively critical of managerial and
editorial problems. We were given time to put our houses in order. A cultural
juggernaut appeared less imminent.
Perhaps the most significant outcome of these meetings was an historic joint
statement by the editors of the literary magazines:
"It is particularly relevant today, with a new emphasis throughout governmental and community circles on individual and local initiatives in every area,
to point to the fact that the Australian literary magazines have long represented just this self-activating trend in the arts. The most superficial glance at
recent issues of the assisted magazines will indicate editorial initiatives that
are sui generis and emerge from different ideologies and different perspectives
of what constitutes literary and cultural worth. These magazines have quilt
up their own traditions, they each have their own loyal clientele, and they
provide at minimal cost not only a service to the Australian community but
an irreplaceable source of information about Australian attitudes for the rest
of the world. The magazines act as 'moderators' in literary life, helping writers
to achieve their potentials not only by accepting but by rejecting, arguing,
criticising, sponsoring and commissioning: each magazine with a different bias
and interests. The very fact that there is a variety of magazines mitigates
injustices and extends opportunities for recognition."
Further, we argued that although circulation figures are important and should
be increased where possible,
"We have held our own remarkably well in view of a world-wide trend away
from the printed word, affecting books, magazines and newspapers generally,
and we would point out that we are not 'mass' magazines and are not intended
to be. If we stopped trying out new ideas, publishing-say-experimental
verse or rigorously-argued criticism, we would be exposed to the criticism that
we were neglecting one of our functions. We are not and do not wish to be
coterie publications, but in our view our raison d'etre would vanish if we
strove for popularity, and a mass circulation as a thing-in-itself."
Editors of the literary magazines thus found themselves united in their differences, arguing, as is appropriate in a democracy, for their right to exist, to maintain and strengthen their presence in the Australian cultural community.
We now ask for the active support of our readers. First, if you're a casual
reader of Westerly, take out an annual subscription. Then encourage friends (or
institutions) to subscribe too. You will be helping to build the future of an
important magazine.

6
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A. D.HOPE

The Female Principle
(A reply to Blake)

Father dead and mother dead,
Now I come into my joy:
They begot me in their bed
Meaning me to be a boy.
But the graceless, wilful seed,
Sowed at midnight, half in jest,
Would not have its course decreed,
Travelled east instead of west.
Father groaned and mother wept,
Such a romping girl was I;
Raging from their arms I leapt,
Broke their hearts and saw them die.
Glorying in that act of birth,
Though their tears pursue me still,
I am served in heaven and earth;
Sun and moon obey my will.
Splendid in my rage, I go
Shaking out my burning hair,
Spreading terror to and fro,
Searching, searching everywhere;
Searching for the one embrace,
Seeking for that man alone
Who dare meet me face to face,
Bed me and beget my son.
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A. D. HOPE
In Memoriam: Gertrud Kalmar, 1943
'Immer sind wir Blaubarts Frauen.'

Whistling past this cemetery in the dark
Where most of your generation lie interred,
I think of Francis Bacon's jeu-d'esprit:
'Kings are God's playfellows'. The great bone-park
Chuckles and rattles as if the dead had heard.
'Kings play at dangerous games'. They all agree.
We are proof that Kings playa very dangerous game.
In a match against God, someone is bound to get hurt!
What was He doing, the morning they took you away,
For having a loving heart and a Jewish name,
While a King with a swastika badge on a brown shirt
Captained the opposite team and called the play?
Where was He, too, that night you mused in the dark,
Dog-tired, half-starved, the Terror just closing round,
Taking incredible comfort from 5t Just's joke:
'Men perish that God may live'? Did His Covenant Ark
Go before you to Auschwitz, his ram's-horn sound
Till the gas-chambers of Jericho breached and broke?
When they knocked you down and a jack-boot kicked in your teeth,
Did you sing with Job: 'Though He slay me, yet will I trust'?
Or did you remember 5t Just and the poem you made,
That gay, that terrible poem confronting death:
'We have always been Blue-beard's wives; we always must!'
That was your answer to God and games he played.
We were all contracted, but we discovered instead
Once married that God was Blue-beard after all.
He had left on a journey, trusting us with a Key
To his universe. Alone in His double-bed,
We wondered about that cupboard in the hall,
A forbidden closet, like the forbidden tree.
He had kissed us with lips that curved like scimiters,
Blood-red they smiled out of that blue-black beard.
The huge male bush hung over us like a threat;
Yet we knew we loved and were loved. The universe
Rang with His power and His love. When He disappeared
The Key was our comfort, His kiss a sign that He would not forget.

8
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F or love was our shield; love was our talisman;
Love was our guide the day we decided to use the Key.
So we crept to His closet door and opened it just a crack;
And there we saw clearly the whole condition of man.
Now we know the meaning of Blue-heard's love and we
Quake in His castle of dread-pray that he will not come back.
But to whom do we pray? There is nobody else to hear.
Blue-beard is bound to return; He has heard our prayer.
He will come loving and smiling; ask for that blood-spotted Key
While we cower in the bed of despair, that last, lost outpost of fear.
But you, you alone will stand up; you will teach us to dare;
You will teach us that calm at the worst, when the spirit goes free.
Whistling past your cemetery in the black
Storm of our century of hate and dread,
I, who have lived in shelter all of my days,
Bring you, before the Lord of the Keys gets back,
Word from all those still doomed to those who are already dead,
Those able to recognise all and yet still able to praise.
Stand back now, Azrael: I have a few moments yet.
You can have this carcase when I have had my say.
Yet what can I say for her, who said nothing at all
But dressed for her death like a bride: who paid the debt
Of the ancient doom of her race without dismay:
Who went to that doom as though to a festival?
All we can do, perhaps, is not to forget.
(Blue-beard is back! I have heard his step in the hall.)
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A. D. HOPE

Creation
And God said: "Let there be a Cup of Tea!"
And there it was-but how could it just be?
How could God, even though he had a thirst,
Disrupt the harmony of First Things first,
Overturn Cause and, by mere evocation
Subvert the order and logic of Creation?
How could there be a Cup of Tea, with no
Kettles and caddies, hobs or hearths to glow,
With no Camellia Thea, no Taprobane,
Cups, cooks, taps, mains, no rivers and no rain,
No milk, no milkjug, not a single cow
As yet invented-no Earth, anyhow?
It was too much. Lucifer, standing by,
Could not resist the impulse to ask why.
God smiled and sipped: "I knew you would ask that.
Take care now: curiosity killed the cat!"
"Cats haven't been thought of yet!" said Lucifer.
"Well, then, why whip the cat as if they were?
Your trouble, Loo, old man, is that you must
Justify all you mean to do, or bust!
Imagination's fruitful leap-in-the-dark
Is quite beyond you, terrified to bark
Up a wrong tree, and just as terrified
Of an unearned good guess. The sin of pride,
If you persist in logic-chopping, friend,
Trust me, will be your downfall in the end.
Now look at Me: I have a thirst; I think
What would it taste like, that ideal drink,
Warm, soothing and refreshing, just the way
To pause between my first and second dayA First Cause needs some respite-in a trice
My fiat concocts this draught of Paradise.
But try a cup yourself-relax, good sir!
Presto! Let there be Two Cups! and there were.

10

WESTERLY, No.2, JUNE, 1975

PETER COWAN

Canary

From the road along the top of the bay a few cars, slowing, dropping down to the
beach, dust lifting against the rocks. Stopping to look. Empty, they might have
been. But for the odd one, pulling to the parking space, spilling figures in bright
clothes across the sand.
All a long way from the dark water, the sun on his almost dry body, the silence.
Silence as if the waves that lifted and formed and rode past him made no sound
even when they climbed against the black rock. The spray sharp. White. The faint
wind drifting in with them, taking all noise in across the land.
But the cold was gaining, though the water had gone dead, the other boards
gone, there was a kind of edge to the silence, the dark water, the sense of distance.
He began to paddle the board back across the bay. The rocks like slabs on the hillside lifted higher, there were people on the beach, children playing in the clear
shallows.
He fitted the board to the rack, turning to look at the group by the two cars,
the voices, for a moment it seemed like a fight. But they were laughing, a girl in
the middle of them, grabbing at one, clawing his face, and they held her hands.
Pushed her from one to the other. One of them slapped her, hand sharp to the
curve of her bottom, and she tried to turn, her thin body twisting, but they held
her away. Then she was still and they let her go. She broke suddenly clear, stood
as if she would rush back, shouted at them.
Their own shouts killed the words as they scrambled for the cars, she seemed to
want to run across the parking lot, but held herself in, walking fast, jerkily, her
body stiff. The cars crossed at her, scattering gravel, she did not look at them so
close they could have spun her from the front guards, and then they had gone out
up the rise.
She passed near enough to have touched him. Her thin brown body in the faded
bikini. Fair stringy hair down across her face. She swung away. She might have
been crying. Or it might have been only anger. She went down the track to the
beach.
When he came out from the shop the shadows had spread unevenly across the
ground, the sun threw a glare across the water, the whole surface solid, like metal,
corrugated and roughened but not moving. Shaped hard.
Along the rise above the beach the road turned away from the coast, and almost
as it straightened he saw the girl. She was walking, carrying a small beach bag and
a towel. Still in the bikini, though the wind was cold now.
She got into the car, not speaking. As if he had been going to pick her up along
the road anyway. Her hair, combed smooth, was not stringy. Thin rather, blond,
WESTERLY, No.2, JUNE, 1975
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bleached by the sun. Drawn across the left side of her face. She did not look at
him. He said:
Going somewhere?
What do you think?
Her voice had an edge, but tired. She settled the beach bag on her knees.
Anywhere special?
How far are you going?
Past the Margaret turnoff. That way.
There, then, she said.
She sat stiffly, looking straight ahead so that he could see her face only to the
side. She said:
Do you have a cigarette?
He handed her the pack. She took a small lighter from her bag. Expensive, not
much like the rest of her gear, as if she knew she said:
I found it. People are always losing things on the beach.
I'm hungry, he said. There's this place down the road where you can eat. Steak.
Chicken. The lot.
Well, me too, she said. But it'll have to wait.
Yes?
You're staying round here?
For now, yes.
Looks like I am, too.
This place, he said, it's not far. There's the lights along there.
She looked down the darkening road, staring ahead, not turning her face. Not
even when she spoke. As if he might see she was putting on some kind of act. Or
she was afraid of him. She didn't act scared. She said: Those funny bastards you
saw me with back there were mucking about in the car and they threw my case
out. It came open. They wouldn't stop.
Bloody bright.
I did go back later. I found the case. Some other bugger found the gear. So I'd
have to go in there like I am.
I-I'm sorry.
She laughed suddenly. Not your fault. Look, I don't know your name.
Kevin.
Kevin. I'm Sue. Sue Long. It's not funny.
Right. I didn't say it.
Maybe we could eat in the car?
Fine, he said. Though this joint's not fussy what the crowd wear.
The neon tubes of the garage and cafe floated clear against the thin darkening
peppermint scrub. He brought out the food, and drove a short distance down a
sidestreet where there were heavy trees by the side of the road. She was eating
quickly, before he had stopped the car. She prised open the tops from the cups of
coffee, drinking her own at once.
Dh, she said. Great. Thanks, Kevin.
She took a cigarette, and sat smoking, turning the small lighter over and over in
her fingers. They were long, thin, fragile. As if they would break. He watched
them. Her arm, catching the light, had fine golden hair.
That mob you were withThem, she said. We came over from Melbourne. I've been here a couple of
weeks.
You came over with those comedians?
It was that way.
It wasn't an eastern states car. Neither of them.
12
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The car was sick by Kalgoorlie. The Falcon's a trade on the poor old bastard
they brought across.
Another one the dealers '11 be looking for.
I'd say so. I hope the bastards get picked up.
Nice girl.
You don't know. But thanks for the meal, Kevin. Breakfast yesterday, sort of,
was the last time I ate.
On a diet or something?
Money.
No problem. I worked with a character out shark fishing from Busselton for a
while. Good money.
Oh well.
Are you going to Perth?
Not really.
We could go back out to Yallingup. Get a drink out there.
I don't think I want to go in. You know, they go in there.
They? Oh well, there's a bottle in the car. Can't be that bad.
He drove out along the road towards the beach. In the faint light her face was
white, thin, she looked ahead, so there was only the outline of her features in the
darkness. As if they were a sticker pasted on the glass.
Ahead the road turned and the land made a sudden dark rim against the faint
glitter of the water. He drew the car into a small parking space edged with the
stunted scrub.
He opened the bottle carefully, and she held the small glasses for him. She
leaned back, letting her body slip down so that her head rested no higher than the
seat back. The wide curve of the water seemed endless, part of the sky, the two
joining, or one, no difference. She sighed. He looked down at her.
What's wrong?
Nothing. It's good here.
He threw the bottle out, hearing it hit the bushes and roll.
You were on your way somewhere. Earlier.
When you picked me up.
Not now?
Not really.
She leaned across and her mouth, small, hard, was on his. He had no time to be
surprised. Then she was sitting back against the seat. He said:
Best we find somewhere to camp.
Yes. Eating all that-the drinks-I could just pass out.
Not now, he said. There's a place down here if I can find it. Do for tonight.
The gravel road turned, hidden by trees, becoming a track, the sand hardened
to deep wheel ruts. Behind the low scrub and sand drifts the ground was solid. The
dunes hid the beach, but he could hear the sound of the slow surf.
This is if, he said.
It'd have to be.
She was staring at the darkness. He got out and walked away into the trees.
From only a few yards the car was hidden, easy to lose it, to wander about here
and never find it again. The trees, the scrub, in the darkness all of it the same. Not
that different in the daytime, and he was glad to see the faint sheen of the metal as
he came near the car.
She had not moved, the beach towel crumpled about her. Her eyes closed. He
touched her.
Hi.
Mm. Don't.
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You asleep?
Yes.
If you're going out there, don't go too far.
Dh. Yes, I better.
Night things might get you.
I know about those. Day are worse.
Her body seemed loose, as if all its bones had gone, as she slid to the ground
he thought she would fall. She stretched slightly, and stepped away into the darkness.
She came back into the car and closed the door. He put his arm along the seat,
she moved across against him as if without thought, as though she hardly realised.
As she lifted her face there was a kind of dullness, she didn't care. Didn't know.
He kissed her gently, her- thin, small mouth hardly alive. When he moved her head
fell against his shoulder. He said:
You did say you were tired?
I'm dead, Kevin.
I don't want to have to bury you. I'll tow you out in the bay and leave you.
No.
But you'd wash up on the beach.
Yes. I'd do that.
Go to sleep, he said.
The cold woke him, slowly, as if his body inch by inch resisted, losing, and he
was left not wanting to move, huddling against the back of the seat. Then abruptly
he raised himself on one elbow, and as he moved her face lifted above the rim of
the front seat. Her hair was fallen forward about her face, she lifted her hand,
brushing the hair back from the right side.
You, he said. I thought I must have dreamed you.
Isn't it cold.
Cold-it woke me.
I've been awake. I thought you'd died back there.
You died last night.
Didn't I.
He laughed, and suddenly she thrust her legs over the seat, rolling her body
after them. Landing on him, light, her body slipping the crumpled towel, cold. He
held her and she was shivering. She kissed his neck, his face, her mouth quick,
hard.
Just hold me, Kevin. I'm that cold.
After a time she moved away from him, and sat up. Her hands thrust the thin
cloth down her hips, off one leg.
For a moment he wanted to laugh. She seemed to wriggle across his body. Like
an ant. Small and quick. Determined. And awkward. Legs and arms. He had no
time. Both of them too hasty, too fumbling. But then she lay quietly, holding him.
Not letting him go even when he wanted to move, and was uncomfortable. She
said:
You can lie on me. It's alright.
You just want someone to keep you warm.
Right.
Thanks.
It was that cold.
I can't remember, he said, and she began to laugh, her small body trembling
under him. He shifted aside.
I'm going for a swim.
14
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Like that?
Like this. No one here.
Shall I come?
You might freeze again.
He walked over to the trees. The wind was cold on his body, on its sweat. As
he turned he saw the sudden whiteness of her thin behind, the curve of her legs
brown in contrast as she crouched by the bushes near the edge of the clearing.
Hi, he said.
Go away.
She thrust her bottom defiantly at him, then in one movement as if she uncoiled
began to run towards the low dunes. He caught her where she hesitated in the surf,
huddling against the cold. He lifted her easily and carried her into the deep water.
She gasped at the slap of the waves across her thighs. As the water deepened she
locked her arms round his neck, fastened her mouth quickly on his.
Go on, she said. Drown us.
The words smeared against his mouth and he tried to bite her lips. He let himself sink, her grip still holding, going down until they bumped against the sand,
felt the tow of a wave spin them round. Her arms were tight. He knew he would
have to breathe, and he kicked upwards.
She gasped at the air, her face still close to his. Then quickly she twisted her
head away, let go his neck, and plunged sideways. He saw the flash of her body
beneath the water, she shot up a few yards away, laughing at him, her hair
streaked across her face.
As they came back to the beach she ran over the sand and straight to the car.
She wrapped herself in the towel, shivering, trying to dry herself. He threw her his
sweater, she pulled it on and stood laughing, holding out her arms.
You in there? he said.
Somewhere. But it's warm.
Hungry?
Yes.
I'll make a fire.
To cook what?
There's tinned sausages. Bread. Some coffee. One cup a bit buggered.
Great, she said. I didn't know.
He pushed some stones together, and from the dry, broken wood about the
ground made a fire. The flames lifted about the rusted tin set across the stones,
and he dropped the tin of sausages into it. He held his hands to the warmth.
Suddenly he looked around, wondering at her silence, as if she might no longer be
there, she was standing near the car, combing her thin fair hair down about her
shoulders. Staring at him, her hand moving slowly, down the sweep of hair,
pausing, lifting. As if she had forgotten.
He stepped quickly towards her, lifting his hands that were warm from the fire
to her ch'eeks, sliding them under the damp fall of her hair.
For a moment he thought she was going to turn away, then she was still,
looking at him.
Warm?
Wonderful.
His palms tilted her face upward and he kissed her.
Like a walking sweater, he said. Is there something in there?
Yes. Yes Kevin.
As he let his hands fall she tried to turn her head, but his hand brushed aside
the hair from her face, sliding it back like a curtain that fell again almost at once.
But he saw the left side of her face, from the cheekbone, down to the curve of her
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jaw, white, papery, or like plastic, rather, shiny, wrinkled. Almost half her face
scar tissue.
Her eyes were hard, defiant. You didn't know, did you.
I suppose I-guessed, he said. Something.
The way I had my hair.
Something like that. I didn't think about it.
I can't help it.
No. No, how-I mean, how did it happen?
Oh, she said, what's it matter.
She turned away, fumbling with the bag on the seat of the car. He squatted
down close to the fire, where the water had begun to boil. He placed more wood,
the grey bark catching, turning yellow, black edged, the lower embers a deep
orange glow.
She reached across to set down the cracked cup, a jar of coffee. She juggled the
knife and fork.
Looks like you didn't expect company.
I didn't.
Sorry about that.
He took the tin from the fire and tilted it to empty the water. The red paper
label peeled slowly away from the bright metal. He said:
Sue-what's wrong?
Nothing. She set two pieces of bread on the plate. This knife just wasn't made
for cutting bread.
I know. But that's fine.
He tipped the sausages onto the plate and pushed them into two portions.
You have the fork, he said. I'll have the knife.
I think I'll make mine a hamburger. Ok?
Anyway you like.
He rinsed the tin and set it back on the fire with water for coffee.
Rough, he said. But I just got a few things together in a hurry. After I'd been
out shark fishing.
It's great. I'd never have guessed.
What?
How good. What a good cook you are.
It's all in the tin.
Can I make the coffee?
Go ahead. The bit of rag there-or you'll get burnt.
She sipped the coffee as soon as she had made it. He said: Have all you want.
I'll make some more. I can't drink it that hot.
I love hot things.
Well, he said.
She was staring at the fire. She said:
Kevin-about-do you want to know?
If you want to tell me. It doesn't matter.
You must be joking. You know what they call me?
They?
The mob I used to go with. That crowd you saw. All of them.
What's it matter. I don't care what they call you. I didn't like the look of the
bastards, come to that.
It happened up at Bathurst. You've been there?
I've never been out of this bloody place.
New Year. The bike racing. There was this lot of bikies we met up with. They
were staying in an old house-they wanted us to go up there. Some of us didn't
16
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want to go. I mean-shit. There was this one, he wanted me to go on the bike with
him. I was going to go into town and leave them. But they put me on. I said I'd
jump. They didn't reckon I'd do it. It wasn't their fault. He took off that quickI don't know-I did jump. I tried to get him off but he kept going. The bastard. So
that was it. She shrugged. It sounds pretty mixed up-it was just one of those
things.
That's a reasonable way to get killed.
I said I'd do it.
But didn't they-I mean, you went to hospital?
I woke up there. After the races. So I never did see them that year.
But they can do things for that kind of-they must have tried. They do plastic
surgery.
That's what they said. I hated it so much I took off. One night. I never went
back.
She shook coffee into the cup and filled it for him. She poured water over the
plate they had eaten from, and took it back to the car.
She was standing by the open door, looking down into the car, when he came
up behind her, slipped his hands under the sweater and held her against himself.
He put his face against her hair that was still damp, kissed her throat, she let him
turn her so that she was facing him, his hands on her thin, warm back. She lifted
her face and he saw she had been crying.
What's the matter?
Nothing. Nothing.
He lifted her into the car, she did not let him go so that he fell across her onto
the seat. Her mouth tasted of sausage and bread, her tongue forcing his mouth.
Then she held his face away, looking at him, and he laughed.
Breakfast again.
Like where we came in, she said.
She could hear the surf, heavy, through the warmth and the stillness the slow
crash of the waves on to flat water. Like thunder. Way over. So that she wanted to
look, finding the sound, seeing the boards black, small against the sun, but her
own drowsiness held her flattened to the sand. Like a jelly fish. Drying out. Sort
of oozing right down into the sand. Only the heat told her it was not already
evening. That she had· not lain there all afternoon.
The touch in the middle of her back scarcely roused her. Something moved
along her spine, then down at her hips. She did not open her eyes. She said
thickly: Don't, Kevin.
The touch was firmer, sand scraped over her skin. She turned her head. The
figure lifted up into the sun, legs huge, close. She closed her eyes.
You.
Who were you expecting?
Not you.
His foot moved along the small of her back, over the ridge of her spine, dug
suddenly at the round of her hip. She lay, not moving, her eyes shut.
Where've you been?
What's it to you, she said. You can get lost.
We're going tomorrow-day after. Sometime then. We were looking for you.
You go when you like.
Back east. So you'd better come with us.
I'm not coming with you.
He kicked her, carefully, his toes hard like a shoe, spreading the flesh of her
leg till they touched bone. She did not move. He said:
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You'll die there. Laying like that on the bloody beach. We brought you overyou better come back with us.
I'm not going back there. Go away, Mike.
His foot found her flesh again and she caught her breath.
See you here later, he said. You can find the waggon up by the shop.
She heard him run down the beach. She waited, and sat up, shading her eyes.
She could barely see the black figures outlined against the glare of the water.
She ran down into the water, near where the boards finished she waited until
she saw him, working across the last of the wave, the board slowing. He dropped
down beside her.
Great, he said. Really great out there.
She drifted out from the board, her fingers touching it. She said: Could we go,
Kev?
Go? Is there some hurry?
We could try further down. Anywhere down the road.
This is where it is.
Alright, she said.
He turned the board, kneeling, easy in the still water. She let go, sinking back.
He said:
What's wrong, Sue?
She came in close, and held again to the board.
Maybe nothing.
That mob again?
I just-I don't want to see them.
We'll go down the road if you like.
Yes, Kevin.
Hold on. I'll tow you in.
As they came into the shallows he turned, laughing.
You're like the bait on those lines we used to use shark fishing.
She lifted her head. Now he tells me.
In the car he said: What goes on with that crowd?
Dh-they're going back east soon. I just wish they'd drop dead. Shits.
The road turned to the right, and then near the coast again fell away steeply to
high red rocks and the sea. To the south was the curve of a bay and the clean
sweep of beach edged with water that, even in late afternoon, was clear and vivid
in color.
There were other cars, people on the beach, up at the point along a rise of rocks
two men fishing, small and straight against the sun. As it grew dark the cars left,
when they came back from the beach the cleared space among the pines at the end
of the road was empty, their own car parked in under the trees almost lost.
We could stay here, she said.
They made a fire in a space already formed from thick white stones. The wood
was dry, burning to heavy white ash. After they had eaten he stretched out on the
ground, close to the fire, she sat near him, stirring the embers where the ash
settled.
It was as good as the cafe, she said.
He laughed. Must be your cooking.
I never could learn to cook. But I like your tins.
You don't want to go back to Melbourne?
No.
A piece of wood broke slowly, and the flames lifted, the thin black bars of the
pinetrees standing against the darkness.
No people? Family?
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She said: Sort of. Though I don't know where dad is.
One of those.
No. It wasn't his fault. No one would have lived with my mother. Dh-she was
alright, I suppose. But you know, always on about something.
She stretched out on the ground, her head towards the fire, her shoulder touching his.
Nothing was ever right. For her. We lived in Richmond. It wasn't bad. I think
the old man would still have been there, but one day she let all his birds out.
Christ-in Richmond?
She was watching the flame about the thin pieces of wood, her face still, no
expression. Her mouth and chin, the small nose, lit against the darkness, part of a
face, like a piece of a mask. He said: Alright-I'm sorryIt's all right. See, he kept canaries for showing. Prize ones. Some of them great,
you know, big like an orange. He won a lot of shows. They had a shed at the back.
Mum hated them. They did cost money, I suppose. She used to reckon he might as
well go and sleep down there with them. One day there was this big row and she
went down and let them all out.
Christ, he said. Women.
That's not fair.
What happened to them?
The cat got a couple. Some he got back.
The cat. Lovely.
They'd never been out. They didn't know what to do.
Take off, I'd say.
You don't know. They were trained. For showing. They'd get into their show
cages. Stand for the judge. All that. But he sold them all. He never said much.
Then just before Christmas, when he got his holidays, he went to Sydney. That
was it. Or he said he was going to Sydney.
It happens, he said. He got up and went to the car, tuning in the radio, not
loud, but so that it came clearly across the small space in the darkness. She had
not moved, the light across her hair and her arms, yellowed, her body pointing
back into shadow. He took two cigarettes and lit them from a twig he held into
the fire.
The light showed through the trunks of the pines, though the ground was still
shadowed and cold. In the car she was still asleep, she lay on her side, her face
hidden by her arms that made a pillow. Lying awkwardly, a wonder she did not
wake herself. He let the door of the car close quietly. From the edge of the dunes
the bay was calm, out towards the rocks to the south a slow, irregular surf.
The water deepened quickly from the clear green line of shallows. The faint
wind, easterly, came across the land. The waves near the rocks long, rolling,
scarcely breaking, but angling into the bay in an easy sweep.
He was surprised when he saw the small figure on the beach. Surprised to be so
far out. The wind had begun to freshen, lifting the spray at his face. She was
waving. He waited, feeling the water beneath him, then carving slowly the long
face of the wave, dropping from the board near where she had begun to swim out.
In the clear water she caught hold of the board.
Hi.
I thought you'd passed away in the night. Rest in peace. Sue Long.
I did rest in peace. How was it?
Out there? Great.
He picked her up, leaving the board.
Suppose I take you out there?
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Try.
No, he said. I want some food.
He dropped her and she let herself sink, her hair floating out slowly, then
suddenly she grabbed at his ankles, but he stood firm. She came up gasping.
Hulk, she said, and ran after him, catching him near the top of the dune,
holding his arm.
Could we stay here today?
Why not, he said. It's a good place.
In the middle of the morning they walked around the beach to the rocks at the
south, further than they thought, the sand soft and hard to walk in. She made
lunch, there were other cars under the shelter of the pines, and they slept for a
time in the car, he forgot to turn the radio off. The sound of it woke them, the
news snapping at them too quick for the words, there was no wind and the air was
hot. They swam, lazily, he did not take the board, and they lay on the beach.
You're going to sleep, he said. Not again.
Yes. Please.
I'll bury you.
The sand was warm and dry, but as he dug down it lay damp, heavy on her
arms and legs, holding her. She could feel her strength fading, as if the sand drew
all her energy. Until she would never move again. Along the beach children, the
wind, the scrape of the sand as his hands raked beside her, came clearly, but as if
a long way off.
Cold woke her. Like being deep in water that chilled her, forcing her down, the
breath gone from her body. She was trying to call out and could not hear the
words. Then she saw him, sitting in the sand only inches from her.
KevinWhat's wrong?
Dreaming. Or something. I didn't know where I was.
Were you lost in there?
Yes. Awful.
He was laughing. Did you hear what the kid said-the one with the woman just
passed down the beach?
No. How could I.
He mimicked the high voice. Mummy-there's a lady's head in the sand-up
there. Can I get it?
You're making it up.
She levered upwards, the sand breaking, sliding away from her body. She
shivered.
I'm cold. Lying in there.
Walk up the beach then.
Yes, she said. Now.
The white clouds were moving in across the bay from a darker, thickening base.
Near the rocks at the point they looked back at the curve of the beach, the water
faintly roughened by the wind.
I like it here, she said.
There's worse places.
Couldn't we stay here?
Starve.
That little island out there, we could get out to that and then we'd never have
to go back.
The island is round the next bay. Otherwise, no problem.
I don't care. Kevin I'd like to do that.
He pulled her towards him and with one finger lifted her hair from the side of
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her face, parting it back, and put his lips to the scar that lay like thin paper. She
was quite still and he said:
You're crazy, Sue.
She did not speak, and he said: Me, I'm hungry. We have to buy food.
I don't want any.
You'd make out on that island. Not me. I'm going down the cafe.
But that's a long way. Couldn't we just get something and come back here?
The wave swept in around the rock, washing at their feet, so that she jumped
quickly. He said:
Don't wash out to sea. Yes, if you want to do that. We'll go up the store. Not
so far.
The store windows were lit, though the group of houses and trees beyond were
still distinct against the darkening sky. He pulled up at the shop and she said:
You go in.
You go. I want to go down the road for petrol.
Alright, she said. I don't want to go down there anyhow.
It's only a few minutes. If the first place is open. What's wrong?
Nothing.
Then you buy what we want here. I'll be back.
She walked across the lighted strip of ground before the doorway. She heard
the car going away down the road. There was no one else in the shop and she took
her time.
Outside the road had darkened, the houses showed small squares of light
against the dark trees. She looked impatiently along the road, he must have had to
go on to the petrol station further down. They closed when they pleased, she
thought, and bugger the customers. Then the headlights gained towards her from
the long curve of road, and she stepped out towards the light. The car skidded in
beside her.
They were out and around her. She tried to drop the bag she was holding, but
Mike caught it.
Food, he said. How did you know. Christ, this we need. Saw the other waggon
down there and thought you might be waiting for us.
She screamed once, as they pushed her into the car, but there was no movement from the shop. The car swung out along the road.
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BARRY METCALFE
Country Roads
I don't like the highways
elbowing the mountains aside
thrusting their way from
nowhere to nowhere.
Country roads make no such
catseyed or billboard claims
but assume the simple
dimension of the landscape.
Country roads are,
in their own quiet way
more assured, they lead you gently on,
like a girl I once knew,
Who, without meaning to, took you
some place you never meant to be
but it was good, just you two,
casual, as if you belonged.

Funeral: Ahipara
"The ancient Maori believed the spirits of his dead journeyed up
Ninety Mile Beach, from Ahipara to Kahokawa, coming at last
to Te Reinga . . . "
I remember only you
in the slow doomburdened
progression of mourners to the gaping
mouth of the night; only you
in the long blue days,
the distant rollers bursting like cannon
against the sky, the soft
hiss of the foam, the dunes
and secret places under the wind
where sand trickles through marram-fingers
to the stream, the sad curlew and sudden
shriek of the gull, bone and driftwood
picked clean and crickets
fluting in the high, shrill days,
the dark-limbed, good-for-nothing,
going-nowhere laze of a long beach
at the edge of the world.
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Rehab Man
Nothing to say, just take the rifle
Out the back-door, through the gardenHeavy with the daphne which she planted
On evenings such as this-out the gate
And away from the day's work
With a gun on his arm;
Plenty to think about now, work and weather,
What tomorrow-fix the fence by the old stack
Put the bull to the last lot of heifers
Or go on grubbing gorse-knowing all the time
That no tomorrow will be so easily put away
When a man is in the middle of it
Making some sort of a past to plague him
Out of his sofa, out of his paddocks,
Along the river with a gun on his arm.
Nothing to say, but plenty to remember nowA bit of sniping along the river Arno,
Rifles, and every man who raised a head
Held kicking in some gunsight.
Nothing to say, but even before he went
She knew what we would do to the evening
Not because he always took a gun, but because
When he did he would wear his black beret
And the khaki tunic with the badges
Which she resented, but
Could never tell him, not wanting to say
She hated him like a stranger in that uniform
Spoiling her evening when she would have gardened
At peace with the dying day and the magpies
And the sound of cattle, but for a man out
With his gun like the touch of a whip
On the flank of each dull day.
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HILDE KNORR

Jiggling my great-grandfather's
old-time
watch, real silver
i saidsmall i thendid that thing there
in the photograph
pennyfarthing bumshaker
really go Geelong
to Winchelsea
win this great
old watch
timepiece
with a key? I mean
it must of been
hard
on it
no springs
like what those roads
were
and self-satisfied
him
high
collar tight pants
stiff as
Gods-in-hisheaven conqueror
over the thing.
Now I-great bearded I
now-see me or
think see me
auto machine
recall
great grandpa that bullied
rode
drove
kicked
hauled Geeiong
to Wincheisea
I see
reversed I
see vulnerable
I
(pride, plume here buckle)
beneath
inside strapped
tied
I
the machine
it
the machine
the machine
God
me
the machine
I ?
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LARAINE ROCHE

the world is ours

Summer Sunday snap party of bright pinks and babies smiling on the stairs. I
assume a rigid pose and fall into the mothers' eyes as big as almonds and they all
wear their black hair in plaits. Outside in the yard streaks of sun filter through the
brandy glasses and young girls lift their dresses in the heat. Somehow I have cut
my hand, it has an odour of peroxide and its trail has not yet decided which
course to run, maybe down the other fingers hidden in grass, down the silver ring.
The other poet wants to know about Cassandra-is she still mad and does she feed
the mussels bread and honey every day at the mooring? Can she still communicate? I say I don't know, what does it matter, her sex should not be regimented
into mental health, she shouldn't have to apologise like a crim or a leper.
An almond eyed lady holds a baby to her breast, she has fourteen different
colored ribbons in her husband. My lover is being seduced by the other poet, he
loves the way his gold ringlets jitter about his face, the tinkle of thin jewellery on
his hips, the way the tattoo of a butterfly moves carefully inside his silk shirt. We
are all nude, oils of violets, roses and cherry blossoms cover us near the jugular
vein, seeping, coinciding with an old woman's voice cruising across the afternoon
-she is a prisoner of sanity, embarrassed that she dances in black velvet, the
curtains are closed. Her voice disappears, like a fallen angel she is living her own
honeymoon.
Cassandra walks into the yard nude except for a ring of bells on her smallest
toe, she is covered in purple dye, the party goers tense. Bob Dylan and Tom
Thumbs Blues fight for supremacy over an urgent bleating lawn mower. The filmmaker stops reading Greer and pursues an idea to the end of the fence. A negro
woman makes dance sounds at the coffee table and watches my controlled mannerisms. I pretend to change to pudding and melt, but she laughs till the tears fall on
her like salt rain. My lover comes back with the other poet and they curl lips and
buttocks in time to Mick Jagger. I am drunk, someone shrieks, the cut on my hand
has congealed and looking down I see my nipples look like oiled asterisks. I am
remembering how to be a woman, as in the beginning, my body hums with color
smell feel touch taste climax, the warm power of my tribe engulfs me, the right
not to apologise. Two aboriginal children go off to Bondi for a surf, they have no
shoes, nothing to lose, miming the blues. My lady friend is sick in the bathtubshe writes like chocolate eclairs, crusty and delicious. More people venture about
me, and I want to go home and be predictable, off the peninsular, no one is playing
the games right. I want to sit in the huge magnolia tree with gin and auditions and
sparrows.
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Night is coming, people slink out into the darkness-what will they do? The
filmmaker stays and draws songs on the ceiling and we listen to the church
tolling out 'come and be saved from your eventual fate of happiness'. My lover
takes the filmmaker, Cassandra, the girl poet and myself to eat squid in the city.
On the back of his old Chev truck I make lewd figurations at the truck driver
following us, he laughs and gestures back. The city lights stop turning and we
piggy back each other inside. The restaurant is teeming with lace tablecloths and
Communists. Snakes of waiters bring us the menu, an eyelash catches somewhere
on the warm breeze. Knees touching, the girl poet and I make up limericks with
red pen on the tablecloth, the waiter says rather than explain to the boss we better
take it home. We leave with the girl poet having had an immaculate conception
with the cloth under her jumper. Everyone comes back to the house, Cassandra
sits crosslegged near the harbor and bays, we stay awake and love and sleep in
the life raft and return to see the first mist of morning like a fine woman's maiden
hair, glisten
I roll over onto my front
a lizard slithers
another day
for the renewal of lost customs
the illumination of pride
and the discovery
that the sun
is my sister.
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SHANE W. B. McCAULEY

The Window

I.
Much time has passed over me. I have been ill for what seems an age. And this
morning, or rather in recent mornings, the disease has departed. I even ventured
to walk upon the beach today and noted carefully how the seagulls laughed and
coughed. Allusions to sickness will remain in my thinking for a long time yet. The
waves lapped more silently than I had imagined from my bed: there, warm and
nurtured, the sea always had to be healthy, vigorous, full of strident noise. But
when I walked, with closed eyes and listening, the sea sound resembled more the
windy hissing from the empty recesses of a couch than the protective brotherly
crashing of waves. It was as if the vast sea had succumbed to an overpowering
drowsiness, a slothful epidemic.
I was not allowed to walk very far or be away longer than an hour. My nurse
found me throwing pieces of cuttlefish into the sea. She is very attractive and
friendly (though, confidentially, I think that she hardly ever sees anyone but me).
Her name is Carla. For a little while she joined me in feeding the sea with shells
and pebbles. Strands of her beautiful caramel blonde hair coiled from beneath her
scarf and caught the light of the turquoise sky like pure golden rainbows. Silky
sunbeams of health. Turning to me, and trying to look serious, Carla said, "Don't
you want any lunch today?" I did, of course, but I waited for her to pout so
prettily before allowing her to link her arm with mine and return to the white
village. It is delightful to be cared for by one such as Carla-she is so attentive,
so protective. Quite often, in the evenings, I have written little poems for her.
For her beauty.
I have had to tell about the beginnings of my illness to several people. It is
difficult to explain because I hardly understand it myself-simply struggle beneath
it. Now the struggle is diminishing. I do not think that many of the people care
or really want to listen. I often feel like a goldfish with gaping mouth blowing
bubbles against the glassy aquarium. At least I am not quite alone. Everyone in
the village is ill, although most of them have not talked to me. I think that a lot
of them are blind.
I have not written anything for several days. Since that walk on the beach I
have felt a slight return of my illness. Carla insists that I am quite all right. I am
convinced otherwise. In my room I have been listening to records. Mahler and
Bruch have only increased my gagging restlessness. I have ached to move but
remained as if paralyzed on my bed. I have wanted to smash at the sounds, I have
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seethed and despaired, been angry and sad. I even forgot how to turn off the
record player and just wish that I was deaf. I yearn for space, to escape my
windowless room, my room without even a window with bars. I want to fly like
a dove of peace, a pigeon messenger taking white bright ideas beyond the stars,
away from sickness.
A man has visited me once a day for some months. He writes down everything
that I say. He is very funny sometimes (though he doesn't know it). Sitting in a
corner, wearing a tight olive coloured suit, he talks to me quickly, chirping like a
cricket. Like Pinocchio I get urges to squash him. He is small and red faced, with
a minute black, bristly moustache, making him a dull, doll-sized replica of Hitler.
I often wonder why he seems so earnest. Even when I deliberately talk nonsense
he records it all. There are many times when I don't know what to say, or am torn
between nursery rhymes and Shakespeare. If only I had other visitors I would be
able to say more things. Really interesting things.
Carla gave me an injection this morning. I still don't feel any different, though.
Perhaps my thoughts are a little more lucid. T'ime still hangs on me. Life still
grates or claws stickily. It is harder than cobweb to brush away. I started counting
seconds but was soon bored. Either I or everyone else must be dead. No more
aeroplanes fly and there are no ships upon the sea. Amusement is difficult-I can
no longer read Cervantes or any of my once favourite authors. Time has sealed
them in dusty unread vaults, their carved golden images, delicate and godly, have
been melted in the hot rush and wash of eternal mediocrity. The precision of the
golden idol has been worn, tarnished, lost and made shapeless.
But what am I doing here? Is this the claustrophobia that I desired? All my
dreams, all the incidents of my destiny, have yet brought me to a living and
breathing death. A death in which love and light, laughter and liking are hollow,
unhallowed, almost forgotten promises. Veneration is restricted to kowtowing at
the tomb and altar of invented ancestries. Prayer is the dialogue of wooden statuettes, strange kin crowding and crouching in the twilight while their shadows
indulge in a wild sort of incest. And here am I, a newcomer, swinging on rusty
gates, crucified on my bed. For always in the crypt of night there are those exquisitely soft and sensuous hands holding, tying me down in the cataclysm of
desire. The horror is that, as in a nightmare, I cannot talk. My tongue becomes
swollen and tastes alien, like a mango in my mouth. The morning always comes
too late. That man is always there by first light, waiting to capture whatever I
utter, now that my words are liberated. He has even given me paper on which to
write. As if all these words mean anything, except to some secret, deep and dark
part of me.

II.
The urge to destroy is very strong within me. It is an enveloping sensation that
burns and grasps at the hidden knives in my heart. I have been watching a death
gorged cockroach hanging from the wall. For hours and hours it has been there
watching back at me and quivering slightly. It is a black eye of gloating hell. If
only someone would ring bells or chant calls of love at me everything bad would
vanish. If the chants and singing were loud enough the gnawing evil itself would
die, poisoned. It is usually cowardly. I must escape my pre-occupation with
shadows. My room is quite uniform in colour; yet sometimes one wall seems
darker than the others. A noise. Carla is coming to me.
Carla has been with me. We played chess. She plays badly, too hesitatingly. She,
too, has doubts and is upset by abstractions. Perhaps we are not really so different.
I wonder who she is: whether part of my past, or my hopes or just the guarantor
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of my survival. And I get such gigantic joy from the poems I will always write for
her. Carla's dark eyes hold an unfathomable mystery for they seem so old. Such
mellow mauve rose coloured eyes in that young but time filled face. She is at once
sexual and yet the incarnation of a virginal and life absorbing goddess. Death has
left no mark on her; the seeds of the cold earthless winter that bring tears and
disaster to the visitor of disease rearing redemption are nowhere in her body. She
has never felt the need to be saved from anything. Escape means nothing to her:
even fear, ghastly and deforming, has been crushed in her heart. When thoughtful,
she is like the portrait of a young girl seen once in an art gallery or cafe, a portrait
that finds a place in the mind and becomes the source of eternal beauty and goodness. I have known many such portraits. Such girls are unreal and ghostly from
the times of their births. And even Carla is probably quite different from the
reality that I give to her. Carla is partly every girl I have known, or have wanted
to know. Before Carla I could remember them all and the different sorts of love I
felt. They all thought that love was a thing of words. An unspoken love had no
meaning for them. For one in particular, whom I loved the most. Carla is the
product of the perfections I once knew. She needs no words. One can love a
painting and still say nothing to it. Memory drowns in the dread of its own
incidents. I can remember the scents of young aching dusks when faint and bright
lights, music and dangerous newness, waited to promise every and everlasting
happiness to the seeker. Every smiling, awkward and scented girl was a delightful
enigma, a shy bursting flood of life just there to be tasted. All the sunsets were
splendid and never fading. Emotions were new and vibrant, love lurked roaring
and painfilled in the eyes and heart, death was the only imagined tragedy and life
tire very promise of heaven. Happiness was the sadness of a myth and an unrequited love tearing and tugging at the hated chains of security; it was the beautiful, brilliant lure of despair.
It is good to be at such a distance from all this, my past. I am glad to be by
the sea, for it responds far better to poems written to its glory. The abstract sea
was once the epitome of life for me. It was abandoned and free and all healing. It
was changing, sometimes soft or hard. dark or incandescent. I could walk or swim
while indulging in the exotic, liberating ecstasy of its incense . . . How calm I
feel! And so suddenly calm. My headache has gone. Over the horizon and far
away. Earlier I felt like some derided ghost or clown; or a tightrope walker about
to fall. There are no more shadows in my room. I do wish for a window, though.
The artificial light has been cramping me. A fly is buzzing somewhere. I will go
outside for a while.
Today, by the fountain, I talked with old Carpenter. He sat in his wheel chair
and smoked a pipe full of dank, varnish coloured tobacco. It smelt of musty
death, dark and dirty. Carpenter hardly moves his mouth when he speaks: his
huge white beard conceals most of it anyway. The long ringlets of his hair, the
textl)re of crude cotton, hang like a judge's wig from his head. He talked of the
"unspeakable" weather, of how his prize tomatoes were faring, of letters from his
bastard children. Near us the fountain frothed its transparent bubbles. The sky
hung low above us with its clouds, squashing and grimacing clouds as wrinkled as
the viable portion of Carpenter's face. Later we were washed by a hot glaring rain.
And still we talked, communicating our nothings of great magnitude. Perhaps in
twenty years I too will grow tomatoes as big as two combined fists. Dull puddles
formed on the red brick courtyard. I felt like a wavering jungle plant absorbing the
rain into my hair. When a rainbow appeared in the sky over the western wall I
left Carpenter to his pathetic boasting. I went to the beach to feel in majestic
loneliness the glory of a rainbow. There, communing through the airy water, I
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could not be disturbed. As I left the village I had heard Carpenter call for his
nurse. Before trying to walk on water Carpenter had been a simple and entertaining magician. By now he would be plucking large silver eggs from his tiny pink
ears. Or his nurse's ears.
On the beach I was glad to be so alone. There were not even seagulls to
squawk against my silence. I was calm with the declining turmoil of anticipation:
Carla has promised me a room with a window so I verge on real contentedness.
The man in the olive suit has not been to see me for three days and I feel healthier
and even less evil. Constant scrutiny did not allow me the peace of a wretched
earth concealed demon. I have had restful nights, no faceless women have been
with me and my dreams have all been quiet grey blurs. When I returned to the
village, Carpenter was still waiting, rain soaked, by the fountain. Raymonda, his
nurse, was bent over him while his hand rummaged inside her blouse. He had lost
one of his eggs.
III.
It has continued to rain and I am confined to my airless room. I've been
looking in a mirror and counting my grey hairs. Already my long moustache is the
colour of a battered warship. I am impaled by the thought that I'm not, cannot be,
quite that old. All my memories are still broached in terms of scents and sounds.
Pictures and incidents of my lost friends are romanticism on my part. Carla was
probably right: soon after we first met she called me a perpetual adolescent,
simply because I have such a craving to capture my past, for wanting a re-incarnation in reverse and become some protagonist from early history. The future is
the jagged edged cavern of some huge predator's mouth, gaping open to swallow.
It repels any quest for sanctitude.
Last night I dreamed (I have been asked to record all my dreams) that I was
in some vast and hideous battle. Then with the others clad in steel and fire I rode
through a bombed and bloody town. Dead green bodies turned to white eyeless
flowers as I watched. A woman's voice, shouting mad obscenities, came from the
dark doorway of a church. Everyone rode in silence, ignoring the woman and the
stench of ruin that lay in the streets. Grinning rats chewed at human fragments
while soaring vultures watched. We were into smoke and the sound of explosions.
The sleep began to fade from me and I awoke, reluctant to be alive again. It is
strange that I have never dreamed of war before.
Tomorrow I hope to move into my new room. With the fresh air always
streaming in I am sure that my headaches and nausea will finally disappear. I
thought again of Carpenter and his children. Children! That is what he calls them
even though they be as old as me. He gloats about their freedom but despite that
I know they have not the patience to wait for new ideas and experience. Their freedom confines them to working in the distant factories and administrative centres
of the capital. Here, isolated and captive, I could still wait for something new. But
I don't wish to. They say that only insanity arrived for me the last time I waited.
Perhaps. Now I am learning to understand the tyranny and deception of liberty.
Most people could, like me, be milked of their intellects without feeling any pain.
Before I came to this village I would have been pained, though. Old powers are
returning to me. My nurse can no longer trick me into things (and make me eat
and sleep). Soon I will be as strong as I was before my illness. Death that has
been so close will be exiled to a tomb many years away. Every thought I have will
be good and helpful to me as soon as I am in my new room. Carla has promised
me a window! When I have a window I will never have to go outside again.
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FAY ZWICKY

The Gift
Today I thought she gave me
Back the eyes I'd lost.
Contained and tough, painted
An elephant, trunk
Ecstatically reared,
Feet set fast
In a field of spiky grasses,
Trees. Above birds of red,
Green, purple and orange hang
In fine suspense. Equidistant,
Careless and serene they
Loop a tranquil sky.
Primed by his clenched unshaking
Creator, the earless beast
Bellows her triumph to the stars.
Quickened, I'm thrust to earth
Pulsed by the ebbing riot
Of my child's making.
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ROBERT COLE

you can hear her put down the phone,
scream,
pretend happiness,
crush the sheets on her bed,
rub her feet like flies' legs,
to keep warm.
you know she's getting married,
and it's right,
she's not to be left out.
her thoughts are like scribble on a pad,
whilst telephoning,
she lets them go,
children old enough to cross the road.
five or more times she's broken down,
and they've,
fixed her up.
i'd like to see her married,
but she's a ten foot truck,
under a nine foot bridge.
i'd like to see her married,
but too much china on a mantelpiece.
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GRAEME KINROSS SMITH

Martin Boyd

"The reason is probably that it is too late to change again, and I have to be
satisfied with the eucalyptus tree in the convent garden below my window." So
wrote the Australian novelist, Martin Boyd, from Rome where he lived the last
fifteen years of his life. He was explaining his long final exile from Australia, the
country he regarded as home. There's a certain sadness in the statement. And it
raises questions, too. What makes a writer an "Australian" writer? Australia as
his place of birth? Australia as the place where he makes his home? Australia as
the place which forms the background to the bulk of his work?
In Martin Boyd's case Switzerland was his birthplace, but only by accident of
circumstance-his parents were on a Continental tour there at the time. The
families of his father, Merrie Boyd, and his mother, Emma (nee a Beckett) had
been prominent aristocratic citizens in the colony of Victoria almost from its
foundation. With their inherited wealth they spent their time not working, but
peregrinating between their antipodean homes in Melbourne and the countryside
north and east of Melbourne on the one hand, and the Continent and their English
home in Wiltshire on the other. And this movement between two cultures, between
two hemispheres, was to be the basis, too, of Martin Boyd's life and his novels. As
one critic has put it: "The state room of a P and 0 liner represents, as it were, the
cultural fulcrum of Boyd's art."
Looking at his own life in 1968, Martin Boyd computed his movements-"I
have spent 26 years in Australia, 34 in England.. about four in France and ten in
Italy ..." It has been claimed that Boyd did not know Australia well enough to
write about it, but this is to pretend that because a writer spends a considerable
time outside his own country he cannot therefore present an individual and sensitive
view of it. Boyd, like any writer of integrity, wrote of what he knew well. In
answer to critics who suggested that his work covered only a. narrow social range
Boyd pointed out that a novelist was not akin to a newspaper reporter who covers
events and social classes in sweeping breadth, but not in depth. The novelist, on
the contrary, must have intensity of vision and complete knowledge of his subject
matter. Boyd's fascination was with his family and "the rich legacies of beauty and
wisdom of the past". Consequently, Boyd added significantly, "my best novels are
those in which I retreated into the familiar milieu of my own relatives".
Growing up in Australia, Boyd became aware of European culture and history
and realised that his nearest approach to the Grand Tour had been in a perambulator. "I could say that I had been to various great European cities, but wearing
Martin Boyd's novels have recently been reprinted by Lansdowne Press, Melbourne.
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Martin Boyd was fonder of his childhood home at Yarra Glen than of any other place. Here, broccoli pickers eat
lunch outside the home of the Boyds on the banks of the Yarra.
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The Boyd home on the. banks of the Yarra at Yarra Glen, with the mountains of the Dividing Range rising behind.

napkins and sucking a baby's bottle", he wrote. "I wanted to remedy this by doing
it again with perceptions beyond warmth and milk." But that return to Europe
was not to come for years. In the meantime Boyd grew up in a "sunny, aromatic
world" at Sandringham on Port Phillip Bay, with occasional summer holidays to
Tasmania while the Boyds' seaside house was let.
With increases in the family fortunes, the Boyds moved to a new farm home at
Yarra Glen at the foot of the mountains east of Melbourne. The years spent there
were the happiest of Martin Boyd's life. Not surprising that this country whose
character he absorbed so sensitively recurs frequently as the background to his
novels. The house and its trees, and the paddocks with their one and a half miles
of river frontage that looked across the flats to the vineyards at Chateau Yering in
one direction and up to Madame Melba's hedge-girdled "Coomb Cottage" in the
other-these meant more to Boyd than any other home he ever had. The whitepainted house today, flanked by horse paddocks and fields of vegetables that sweep
up the hill from it, is much as the Boyd family knew it. Indoors, the freize of the
four seasons, painted by Martin Boyd's mother around the dining room, is no\\-'
gone. Outdoors, the track down which Boyd used to ride to put the farm milk on
the train is now a road. But the Yarra, only yards away, still provides summer
swimming as it did for the Boyds. The river yields cold eels that writhe and bite
like snakes but make nice eating later. On the farm the Boyds had ponies, hunting,
and fishing, and gorged themselves in the evenings on unlimited fruit and cream.
"I remember it is a place of perpetual sunlight", Boyd wrote. "Sunlight on the
distant hills, sunlight filtering through the vines and nectarine trees that enclosed
the veranda, and through the wattle branches on the river bank, though there were
other days, in winter when the mists did not lift from the valley, and in summer
when whoever crossed the fields was pursued by a crowd of flies, which settled in
black patches on his back, and the sky was orange with the smoke of bushfires."
Boyd's parents showed an intelligent and kindly interest in the creative work of
all their children. Martin Boyd became part of Australia's most far-reaching
family dynasty in art. His brothers Merrie and Penleigh Boyd, and his nephews
Arthur Boyd, Guy Boyd, David Boyd and Robin Boyd-all distinguished themselves in fields as various as pottery, sculpture, painting and architecture.
Martin Boyd was to fail the University entrance examination after his schooling
at Trinity Grammar School in Melbourne and began training for the Church of
England priesthood. He found that he had no vocation for the Church however.
He sold his theological books and became articled to a firm of Melbourne architects only to have the outbreak of the Great War put a stop to what otherwise
might have remained his fondest skill and life's career.
With the coming of war, Boyd, always physically rather frail, at first espoused
pacificism, then enlisted in Melbourne, only to be persuaded by an uncle to go to
England where he could gain a commission in the British army. To Boyd's sense
of the past and family, and his notion of a poetic religion based on the classica I
morality that "each man must love his brother because ultimately his brother is
himself"-to these two preoccupations in Boyd's life and work, his years as an
officer in the trenches and in the Flying Corps added a third, his hatred of war,
particularly modern war " ... declared and directed by old men, who made their
heroic speeches of defiance and then scuttled down into their 40 feet deep shelters,
while the corpses of the young men, who had no clue to what it was about, lay in
rows along the trenches".
After the war, Boyd returned to Melbourne, but spent only a restless eighteen
months there. His having been in the British Army, he found, "put a sort of
film" between himself and his Australian friends. In 1921 he sailed for England to
become a novelist. "I wanted to return to Australia", he said later, "but would not
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go until I was really successful; so I stayed in England. That is how I became an
expatriate." When he did return to Australia he had had several novels published,
including his two best known to that stage-The Montforts (1926) and Lucinda
Brayford (1946), both books based on his personal knowledge of the Australian
scene and particularly the lives of the Melbourne aristocracy. He took over and
restored his grandfather's one hundred year-old house, "The Grange", in the
beautiful hills sloping up to the Dandenongs in the Harkaway country near Berwick, renewed his acquaintance with Melbourne society at the Melbourne Club
and the Windsor Hotel and made a nostalgic return to Yarra Glen. From a promontory on the hills he surveyed below the house of his childhood, "looking down
like Moses at the promised land in which I might not dwell".
But what Boyd saw as "the strong bourgeois ethos", the embarrassing provincialism of Melbourne, failed to compensate for the loss of friends and pastimes
built up in England over 27 years. In 1951 Boyd sailed for Europe never to return
-living and writing in London, at Cambridge, in Brittany, and finally succumbing
to the allurement of Rome as the home for the rest of his days in 1957. In Italy
he rejoiced in "the sunlit, wine-drinking, uninhibited lives of the people, given a
greater depth of colour by their age-long Catholic paganism. Young Englishmen
or Australians, when they try this sort of life", Boyd continued, "are sweating the
Puritanism out of their systems. They are in a state of repudiation. The Provencal
has no Puritanism in his blood. He is in a state of acceptance."
In Europe and Rome Boyd completed his series of four books telling the story
of the Langton family. He had begun with The Cardboard Crown in 1952, a book
based on his grandmother's diaries found at "The Grange" on the other side of the
world years before. In this, and in the other books in the tetralogy-A Difficult
Young Man (1955), Outbreak of Love (1957), and When Blackbirds Sing (1962)Boyd's characters move, as he had done, in the world of Toorak socialite balls,
English landed estates, officers' messes during the Great War, the management of
Australian country properties, Melbourne's spring race meetings and the libraries
of the titled in England and the Continent.
In 1965, at the age of seventy-two, Boyd brought himself to write his autobiography, Day of my Delight, bowing to the truth of a friend's advice that any
honest autobiography is of interest because "it is all human evidence". In 1972,
Martin Boyd died alone in Italy, at the centre of European culture, away from
England, the home of his intellect, away from Australia, the home of his emotions.
In writing of a moneyed and leisured class of Australians, Boyd had given an
insight into a way of life that was largely to end after the First World War and
which has not been touched elsewhere in our literature. This has been his individual contribution-to give Australians something they have only recently begun
to prize, another view of themselves and the complex of threads that links their
cultural inheritance with their brief history.
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VIV KITSON

Grooving
'Grooving along' alone with Buddy Guy as he pulses
improbable guitar arpeggios into the indifferent air:
the raw, rank blues filling the void with sound,
as he shapes and builds his images out of chaos.
Earphones clamped to my ears, I stare through
the high, narrow slit of window into blank night.
I sit in the glare of the desk lamp, the incandescent
filament glowing with reason's steady glare.
Feet tapping, hands gesticulating, I become
some solitary, tribal child
to any outsider's glance.
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MERYL TOBIN

David Williamson: Playwright-A Profile

Tall. 6' 7". Thirty-two years of age. Clad in jeans and black leather or vinyl jacket
and topped by a curly, but not Afro, mop of dark auburn hair, David Williamson
presents a casual but imposing figure. The voice? Educated, but with an Australian
flavor rather than cosmopolitan.
To an audience of Monash University students in Victoria he introduces himself
as the first Mechanical Engineering graduate of Monash. Others introduce him as
"a playwright at the height of his powers who has done more than anyone to
revive Australian theatre".
"The audience wants to see reflections of themselves", David Williamson says.
"Sure, universality is good, but write of your own society first. Then other countries can see it if they want to."
He says his first three plays were criticized by some because they showed
Australians drinking out of beer cans on stage and that this shouldn't be seen
overseas. "But this is part of this culture", David Williamson points out.
He laughs as he recalls his play, "Don's Party". "It was about human beings I
knew. I put beer-swilling slobs on stage and the beer-swilling slobs of suburbia
came to see them." Theatres noticed "Philistines" were turning up because beer
glasses were being stolen at interval!
David Williamson believes that only a small part of Australia is reflected in our
plays. "'Summer of the Seventeenth Doll' was working class Australia, but now
we are presenting middle class suburban Australia, tinged with academic type
Australia", he says. "Many subcultures are left to be observed."
When asked if people ever recognize themselves in his pIays on stage, he
mentions a character who was "accused of being underendowed" and who was a
"s-1', in the play. "He combines the worst characteristics of about four people",
his creator says. "One of the four thought it was him and there were bad feelings
between us for two years."
But he also adds, "Some of the actual people depicted in 'Don's Party' should
have been perturbed, but weren't. Because actors were signalling a gag coming two
seconds before it did, it let audiences off the hook. If it was played naturalistically
instead of farcically, there'd be no problem.
"It showed the middle class as s-s. But this showed them that they were
important enough to be shown. One lady from North Balwyn even sent me a letter
saying, 'You send us up so funnily in your plays'." The playwright's expression
leaves no doubt that there is more to his intention than this. He certainly doesn't
want them to go on being s-s!
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"Though 'Don's Party' is aggressively Australian I believe it will appeal to
others", says David Williamson. "Universality will occur naturally as our plays
prove to be of interest to other nations."
"Don's Party", which is peculiarly Australian, will be going to London this
year. He asks if this is for its freak value or because the human situation is universally appealing. He believes it to be the latter.
"The Removalists" has already gone to America and Holland. Wryly he gives
an example of Dutch reviews he has had translated. "Where is the comedy? I
don't see no comedy. It is stupid." It was not until he saw photos of the production
showing Kenny's head almost severed and blood everywhere that he realized why
the reviewer wrote as he did. The interpretation of the play was one of violence.
Yet though a policeman in the play bashes one of the main characters, Kenny,
to death, David Williamson says the play is not about police brutality. He says the
audience reaction varies as to this as an "anti-cop" play. "For instance, to Maoists
it has no laughs. At the end they'd give a power salute. But to others it's a Comedy
of Manners with laughs throughout."
He claims, "Audiences are sick of amateur philosophers. I leave it as observations and let the audience fill in with their own psychological and philosophical
theories instead of imposing mine".
David Williamson likes to stress the naturalistic. His writing is from observation
of real people doing real things. "A play needs an ongoing social interaction for
two hours. It is an attempt to study a social situation", he says.
"Social interaction is my primary interest. Some are only interested in inequalities and injustice." But he believes that politics is too limited a field to write about
and want to look at the whole spectrum of human behaviour in his writing. "Inequalities are of importance-he's got too much, he's got too little", he says, "but
other social matters-attraction, rejection, death and grief also interest me."
David Williamson laughs at the first drafts of plays he wrote 10 years ago.
"They're strictly for comedy value now. I learnt my first lesson in theatre with the
Tin Alley Players at Melbourne UnL in 1967", he remembers. "In 'The Indecent
Exposure of Anthony East' there I was on the stage, me, thinly disguised, talking
for two hours on what's wrong and right with the world. It gave everyone the
s-s. I went into a deep depressive trance for a year afterwards."
Credit is given to Betty Burstall's La Mama Theatre in Carlton. It gave writers
of plays a place to learn. David Williamson points out that playwrights need places
to learn their craft, just as writers need publication. This was lacking in the mid
60's till about 1967. "Production depended on the personal taste of a handful of
people", he claims. "These people saw their role as educating the community with
the best from overseas-not with the mores of their own society. It was as if they
were gazing at the vast sea of beer-swilling slobs out there." The incipient paranoia
he claims this created in him gave him his motivation to write something that
would have to be produced.
But "Don's Party" and "The Removalists" were held by key people in the
industry for one and two and a half years. As David Williamson says, "Literary
editors and artistic directors can get out of step with the population and plays
which are relevant are not performed". It was only when they were given a little
theatre performance at La Mama that interest was shown. "It showed that people
wanted to see Australian plays and nothing convinces like 'bums on seats'. It
showed there was a potential audience after all for local production."
David Williamson seems proud to be associated with the new nationalism
evident in the upsurge of theatre and films. Not only playwrights want to express
themselves but also actors. "In traditional theatre", says the young playwright,
Uactors were put into a downtrodden role. The director and script told them what
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to do. They wanted to do what they felt they wanted to do. Actors got together.
They wanted to express concern for politics, Women's Lib. and other issues."
This led to an uneasy union for actors and writers at La Mama. At the Pram
Factory, whose actors first started at La Mama, the group was able to evolve the
work together. But David Williamson says, "Writers are idiosyncratic and need a
complex dramatic structure. So there is a built-in conflict between the two". After
he wrote the first draft of "The Removalists" the cast wanted it to be an anti-cop
play. But obviously he felt the need to do his own thing as he saw it, and this
he is doing.
Today he finds himself doing more film writing and television work. He recently
finished a play, "The Department", which is set at a small college of technology. It
was premiered in Adelaide last November. His film, "Petersen", is currently
showing.
When asked if his plays seem to overfeature sexual inadequacies, David
Williamson says, "This seems to me to be a male preoccupation. They worry about
performance, endurance and size. Maybe this is because I was in the Engineering
Faculty, I don't know. But certainly it was a criterion for self-esteem and comparisons were made."
What is David Williamson's favorite play? "It depends on the individual performance and the quality of it", he says. He laughs at the Melbourne production
of "Don's Party" where he says Mal was becoming bigger all the time. "It was
running nine months by the time it got to Russell St.", he says, "and by then Mal
was 10 times larger."
A natural speaker with a flair for self-depreciation and a sense of the ridiculous,
David Williamson could well consider an autobiographical play. Despite repercussions in his private life after "What If You Died Tomorrow?", which drew on
personal experiences, was written-it should lay audiences in the aisles at the same
time as they struggle with their social consciences and psychological cum philosophical theories.
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E. M. BENNETT

Oh Beloved Bone
Then Eve said unto Adam
"Why do you lie there moaning,
expecting me to attend your needs?"
And Adam did blame Eve
for the lingering pain
from his chest operation.
Eve replied
the burden of such surplus bone
must surely have weighed him down
like a stoneand indeed she was no speck.
She chided him
"Be grateful,
for you would have become deformed.
Now instead
you have a companion
to plump up the grass for your head."
Yea and she forbade visitors
but promised to bring
for his convalescence
rare fruit.
And did vow
with such treatment
he should soon have permission
to travel
even beyond the confines
of their garden.
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Dream
We were in a bus
going down a street of tiny picturesque churches
called wedding chapels.
Then we were at an hotel
and through revolving doors
into a vast chrome and paint slave camp
where eight hundred relentless robots
whirred and dribbled,
with human slaves
creating the creatures' digestive process
by pulling on their arms.
Captive trusties stood around,
revolvers in holsters.
Looking at the latter
suddenly I was fully conscious,
hit by a realisationLas Vegas tourists
have all their strange dreams
when awake.
To sleep is to go sane.
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ANDREW McDONALD

The Revenant
That darkness still films her eyes,
mineral crumbs cling to hair,
her skin is webbed in small roots:
up and up from the blank regions
she has floated, through rock
shouldered and clawed, wormed
her way through dank fathoms of soil
and now crosses our twilight lawn,
limbs translucent with weariness,
her nostrils tainted with sulphur
and lilies
not trusting
the sweet air, the cool grass.

Collation
Fluorescent light thickens in the booky wood,
and the black bat, thought, settles on hillocks
of satyrical students coupling in the precise
avenues. An old pedant longingly fingers Purity
of Diction in English Verse; acknowledged classics
breed multiple versions that squat smugly
along the shelves, preening their prefaces.
The hidden quarry rustles through papery thickets,
slithering behind the spines of slippery
syllogisms, old arguments of tedious intent.
In this gloaming certain senses are not
required-but diligence, a delicate nose,
sharp ears and sharper claws finally ferret out
the tasty prurient meanings. In your jaws
the punctured pages writhe weakly; sweet printer's ink
slides soothingly down your parchment throat.
N ow drag the turgid carcase over rutted carpets
back to your fetid lair, to practise
unspeakable liberties, necrophiliac interpolations.
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PETER COWAN

Conservation
A Response - Not an Input

A Biological Survey of The Prince Regent River Reserve North-West Kimberley,
Western Australia in August 1974, ed. Jenefer M. Miles and Andrew A. Burbidge
-W.A. Wildlife Research Centre, Bulletin Number 3, 1975.
Report of the Conservation Through Reserves Committee to the Environmental
Protection Authority, Environmental Protection Authority, Perth, 1974.
An Investigation of the Environmental Implications of Alternative Dams on the
Fortescue River, Public Works Department of Western Australia, 1975.
The world of OLEGAS TRUCHANAS, Olegas Truchanas Publication Committee,
Hobart, 1975.
The Kimberley expedition worked in an area difficult of access and remarkably
little travelled at any time in the State's history. The expedition used a helicopter
and the whole operation required a great deal of careful organisation. It is not
surprising that the people concerned, eighteen of them, were keen to undertake this
venture, but it is encouraging that State and Commonwealth finance was provided
for it.
The report is most attractively presented and published. Some idea of its scope
can be gained from the sections it contains, introduced by a brief history of the
reserve, and account of the expedition, then dealing with the environment, flora,
mammals, birds, amphibians and reptiles, freshwater fishes, molluscs, and insects.
Such a coverage makes obvious how badly similar publications are needed on all
the reserves of Western Australia. At the present time they are unhappily not
available for even the major reserves.
It is scarcely possible to summarise the survey-the report after all is itself a
summary and manages 114 pages. The area of the reserve is about 633,825 hectares. The report indicates that it contains 28 per cent of the State's northern flora
-the figure by Beard given in the report of some 1445 species of flowering plants
for the Northern Botanical Province, with 48 new species found during the survey,
offers some indication of the variety. Thirty-three out of fifty-five species of
Kimberley mammals and 134 out of 341 species of birds appear. The early
explorers in these areas complained bitterly of the insects, the expedition collected
4000 specimens, numbers of them unidentified. In fact the richness and variety of all
the material collected is, at least to the layman, surprising, and a strong ground
for this kind of work being done on as many reserves as possible. In most fields
new species were discovered, though obviously this area had the good fortune to
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escape being ravaged by sheep and cattle which have destroyed much of the north.
A great deal more of it, it should no doubt be conceded, than mining may ever do.
Two photographers working under a grant from the National Photographic
Index of Australian Birds were flown in specifically to photograph the Black
Grass-Wren, and it is reproduced among the interesting colour photographs. A
feature of the bulletin is the black and white and colour illustrations.
In the recommendations of the Survey Dr Burbidge states that "the Prince
Regent River Reserve is indeed one of the world's outstanding and scenic natural
history reserves".
That the area should be given A class reserve status is incontestable. The fact
that it is one of the few areas in the State not in some way alienated to private
exploitation would seem to make this easier. Though nothing is what it seems.
The area was vested in the West Australian Wild Life Authority, but the Reserves
Advisory Committee recommended in 1969 that the Wildlife Authority cede its
vesting to the National Parks Board, altering the purpose of the reserve. from
conservation of flora and fauna to that of a national park, with conservation of
flora and fauna and protection of Aboriginal sites, of which there were some outstanding examples. The Wildlife Authority agreed to relinquish its vesting order,
in 1970, but the Reserves Advisory Council recommendation was not accepted by
Cabinet because of objection of the Mines Department, which held that the area
might be prospective for uranium and diamonds. In 1971 the Fisheries and Wildlife Department was informed the proposal had been deferred pending reference
to the Department of Environmental Protection, then newly established. When
nothing further was heard by May 1972 the Wildlife Authority asked for the
return of the vesting order pending a final decision. The order was returned in
June 1972.
The Conservation Through Reserves Committee on presenting its report (see
below) to the B.P.A. did not include recommendations on the Kimberley since it
felt there was then insufficient knowledge available. It proposes to examine the
Kimberley region during 1975.
It's all very like those thrilling Friday night serials at the cinema-except that
the hero always survived.

The Report of the Reserves Committee is a comprehensive listing of the
reserves of the State, showing their present classification, with detail of each
reserve and recommendations for stabilising the area, additions, use, and status.
It supersedes the National Parks and Nature Reserves in Western Australia
booklet, and incorporates material published from time to time by the National
Parks Board.
Details of the State's parks and reserves are scattered and unsystematic, and
this publication would be welcome simply for bringing together so much material.
The publication is now a report to the Environmental Protection Authority, which
states that it does not necessarily reflect the views of the E.P.A. and has no official
endorsement at this stage.
So the Report is also part of a decision making process which can sometimes
be curiously prolonged, sometimes oddly hasty, but should on the whole bring
decision making at government level out into the open, and away from some of
the very murky corners where it has operated.
Any discussion of such a comprehensive report can only select from a few areas
for particular comment. The proposal that has roused most notice is that concerned with creating in the southwest an extended area of national park through
the joining of some reserves and the creation of others.
46

WESTERLY, No.2, JUNE, 1975

This proposed national park would include the Walpole-Nornalup Park and
extend along the coast beyond Point d'Entrecasteaux to Cape Beaufort. This would
take in some 175 km of the most interesting coastline in the south west-the great
inlet at Walpole, the limestone cliffs of Point d'Entrecasteaux, the Broke Inlet, the
columnar basalt cliffs, the fine beaches and dune areas. Broke Inlet, important as a
still almost natural inlet of the region, a refuge for waterfowl now being driven
from the coastal plain by reclamation of wetlands, and an area of scenic beauty,
would become an aquatic reserve. Important to the whole concept of coastal and
inlet protection is the linked proposal for protection of the Shannon River catchment.
The whole would make a National Park of great interest with its varied scenery,
its trees and plant communities in some cases found nowhere else, the great karri
stands, wildflowers, its variety of birds and mammals many of which are now rare,
and some doomed under the current wood chip and timber projects in the south
west, and the importance of part of the area for water conservation and protection
from soil salinity.
An imaginative project, surely no less so than hauling tons of iron ore out of
the north west. Something that might even provide a change in our tourist image.
But as soon as the project was known it gained a few other epithets. The greatest
land grab in Australia's history, went the cry from those who have always opposed
conservation arguments as emotional. Stealing people's birthright. The cries were
shrill. Longwinded explanations of how some of the beef and recreation plans
developers had held for the area could do nothing but enhance the total environment followed. The wood chip industry, moving up into Australian sacred cow
status, saw the plan as taking some of its already substantial reserves. The Forests
Department would have some of its forest reserves actually conserved-the title of
the office Conservator of Forests is interesting-and in the process presumably pass
to the control of another government department. A deep and impossible heresy.
Manjimup, struggling for industry at any price, joined the chorus.
At public meetings to explain the proposals speakers were abused and harassed.
Where conservation was concerned Manjimup simply did not want to know. There
were commies among the karries, and those bloody karries were going to the mills.
Whatever.
The interest in the Cape Naturaliste-Leeuwin area proposal was almost as
strong. It is easy enough to argue now that this magnificent area of coast, forest,
and cave country should never have been allowed into private hands at all, but
our ancestors were as keen on development as some of our present local politicians, if with rather more excuse. It is probably already the most popular holiday
region in the State, and the Committee for Reserves' recommendations for unification and expansion of reserves in the area, the creation of a viable National Park,
would be justified simply on the recreational needs of an expanding metropolitan
area. There are pockets of private development through the region, housing estates
of long standing like Yallingup and Augusta itself (now threatened by mining in
Hardy Inlet), some more recent like the ugly settlement allowed to desecrate
Cowaramup Bay. Long standing areas of farming and grazing alienation occur,
some taking in much of the high dune country with its unusually extensive growth
of blackboy. Within these are now being created areas of closer settlement, smaller
lots sold largely to city people and which often carry meaningless conservation
requirements.
The interest in these areas alone was enough to cause the government to offer
more time and to distribute more copies of the Report. The new process of decision making, if it could be called that, seemed off to a roaring start.
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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-renewable 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 presumably 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, \vhere 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 incomparably 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 international 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 Millstream 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 Millstream:
" ... the scientific and recreational value of Millstream demands a compromise
whereby any dam constructed would leave a significant portion of the Millstream 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 governments have been much more reluctant to do this. They seem to have an inbuilt50
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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'~
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 corallipsticked 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 are. Pilbara iron are,
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 are 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 mountains of iron to the ports. Mammoth are 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 hinterland are now ports of world standing.
On the edge of the Great Sandy Desert, inland from the iron are 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 are, manganese ore, and off shore, the fields, already proven, of natural gas.
The future is bright. Iron are, 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 \vere 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 seraper,
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-ofsteel 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, unknowingly 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 whitemen, 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 pennyweights.
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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 unimpressed, the hey day of the pearling industry saw Japanese and Javanese, Manilamen 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 BaIt, 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 nineteenth 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 fledglings, 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, headband 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 themselves 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 opportunities 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. Mountains 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 obsolete, 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.
I 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 wireAnd 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 Frontieres,
And, to be fair,
A lot of other things
Which television bringsSuch as red-nosed jokes,
And intimate glimpses of other vulgar folks;
Thrillers about murderers, strippers, spies,
Circuses, silly films and custard pies;
Personal wickedness-like the straying handAnd 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 vexation 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, detouring 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 Australia 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 participate 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 Australiansand 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 ourselves. 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 oj 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 generalizations 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 importance in its records of social growth. Because there were barely five thousand 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 unpretentious 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 demonstrated, they can be used to build up a full and illuminating picture of a workingclass 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 ratebooks 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 description 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 interviewing 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 observation 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 photographsbadly 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 otherwise 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 hopeless. 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 resources 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 professional activities in which I have taken part over the past twelve months; and I
congratulate Tom Stannage.
WESTERLY, No.2, JUNE, 1975

63

VERONICA BRADY

Saving Poetry from the Poets
Madanl Black Boots by Stefanie Bennett. Gargoyle 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. University 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 publications of Gargoyle Poets, Stefanie Bennett's
Madam Black Boots, Eric Beach's Saint Kilda
Meets 1-Jugo 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, w.e
have somehow lost the cathedral. What ChrIs
Brennan called and called for at the beginning
of the century, the pulling together of consciousness 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 personal 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 something intensely concerned with the real whereas,
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by and large, most of this poetry is self-referential, 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 acknowledgement of the brute facts from which man
nOTmally 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 relationships 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, alternatively, 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 landscapes with any real effectiveness and their
force depends on the reader's memory. Moreover, 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 banalchiefly 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
\NESTERL Y, No.2, JUNE, 1975

that, unlike, the enemy he describes in "The
Young Man", I have no intention of prosecuting 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 represent acts of a lively will, though a will rather
to write poetry than to terminate in a relationship with the world. True, poems like "Donkeyman" 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 psychological finesse and masterly detachment from
situations which were apparently engrossing
and painful in the experience. "Our Public Servant" 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. Basically, 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" represent a sequence on the three, if not seven, ages
of man-it has been so distanced that its subject has become almost impersonal. Words, in
in effect, remain counters, fail to generate personal power precisely because they are so much
part of the poet and her own personal experience-like Humpty Dumpty whose boast it was
"my words are the shape I am". There is little
linguistic insistence, then, little testing the resources of language but rather a kind of crispness which turns experience into intelligibility
reversing the direction in which language normally flows in poetry. A poet of some promise,
but one still working within the confines of
fancy rather than imagination, to use Coleridge'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 Guadacanal 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, looking for the most acute measurement of emotion
possible. Like the other poets, too, he tends to
let argument go and to live by his moodsrather like the motor bike rider, glimpsing
people and events as he swirls by, grieving and
rejoicing temporarily yet fixed essentially, within his own momentum. Of all the poets, most
talented, he is also perhaps the most dangerous.
For these poems, energetic, witty, sharply defined, are all about the transference of forceand 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 am65

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 University 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 culture, something which the poet has not. At
least it fits into the scheme of expectation within 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 evident with Stefanie Bennett, Eric Beach, Carol
Novack and John Tranter. Nor do they have to
spend so much energy in creating and then justifying 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 personally. 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", someone with hopes in and for this society of accountants and husbands. He can delight, too,
in man's artifice, even in his power.
"Bridge", for example, praises
"One man's
irreducible
and ruthless
implacable statement,

I think
therefore I am

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 unnecessary sentiment, holds its own integrity, an
integrity evidently related to his respect for
facts, palatable and unpalatable alike and justified in the fine poem, "Gifts", with its Rilkean
awareness of things in their colours, and textures as registers of some layer sense of being
itself.
Jack Murray, in contrast, seems at times
troubled with the burden of his own self-awareness. 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 excitement 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 humanity.
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 1
guess in 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 unlettered, these prison poets seem to be more
successful in staging the dramas which beset
consciousness than the four more highly privileged 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 realities 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.

minor themes emerge from time to time. The
major unifying theme is enunciated in the
opening Ode:

BOOKS

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
gro\vth recurs in Days 16 and, especially, 24.
In 24, the poet stands looking up at a young
pine, his nose

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 biographies of creative artists whom Beaver admires, like H6lderlin, 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 compo-se 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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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.

savouring the young tree's body odour
and a background of blood and bone
seepage from a nearby nurserythe ether above, the process of
dissolution and recycling belowbelow 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 Uto
praise the live flame / and not abuse its opposite".
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 explored 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 Upoets 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 t,vo of anecdote and verse, jthe dedication 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 biographies.
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 philosophizing, 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 flowers. We are meant to discern his abiding concern 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 carnationsof cloves and something
far sweeter than clovesan 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 subordinated 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 difficulties. Although they are more formally structured than the rest of Beaver's poetry-they
scan and are arranged in patterned stanzasnothing 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 lan69

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 omission of the pronoun subject "I" and the personal verb. Odes III and XII are particularly
unfortunate in beginning with "As" constructions 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 conveys brilliantly the syntax of conversation, but
poetic conversation, and in which his own personality finds fuller expression. The best Odes
are the first and the last. When, a few years
from now, Beaver's Selected Poems is published, 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 Eastern 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 concludes, "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 Pathetique, 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 I
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 intense lyricism, which flourishes in the unpretentious Days but is overwhelmed in the more
ambitious Odes. Thi3 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 Wilderness: The Return of Labor, Cassell Australia,
1974. 447 pp. $6.95.
High drama in and around the national parliament 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 purpose in political education and have occasionally 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 electoral strategies to a measured but spirited examination 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 journalist.
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 deparWESTERLY, No.2, JUNE, 1975

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 bewilderment 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 incoming and outgoing ministry after an Australian 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 transfers of power "without even rippling the administrative 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 implementation of new policies. In 1929, for example, on the defeat of the Bruce-Page government, 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 McMahon's apparent surprise, and opted for an
immediate accession to power, notwithstanding
the anticipated delays in calling Caucus together for an election of the full ministry. The
first Whitlam Ministry, comprising only himself 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 Westminster-Whitehall system were ignored before
and during the advent of Whitlam's government. 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 Whitlam'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 exploited by incoming ministers. New Labor
ministers were not beyond producing documents 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 conscription, 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 Nations on racial and colonial questions. Despite
this frenzied activity, the authors feel that its
"record of policy-making was remarkably restrained", their assessment of long-term effects
of this extraordinary experiment is not so flattering. They argue that a pattern of decisionmaking appropriate to two men in a hurry and
with little time for rational assessment was
carried over into the working of the full Ministry. 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 government 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 missing 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 har71

many-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 manner of actions. Turning to the promise of "open
government", Lloyd and Reid note the institution of regular prime ministerial press conferences, 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 optimistic months in office, performance in this
sphere began to fall short of the heady election
promise.
No change in style has been more controversial than Labor's handling of the public service.
While on the one hand Whitlam worked speedily to improve conditions of service, some of
his team aroused discontent in public service
range, especially at Second Division (or 4'fat
cat") level. The Lloyd-Reid analysis was written before two senior departmental appointments were "politicized"-the secretaryship
Prime Minister's, offered to Whitlam's fortner
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 commissions, 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-assessment of old policies.
Although the authors offer very fair and
properly documented analysis of a most exciting and innovative period in Australian government, in so far as it is an evaluation of Labor's
performance, they pass judgement on the efficiency, popularity or even \visdom of the
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Whitlam government at work. But the judgements 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 university 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., Richmond 3121, Victoria.
Recommended price, $1.50. Distributed by
Gordon and Gotch. Also by subscription.
A film periodical which, by its verv 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 magazines 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 serious, after-the-viewing criticism of contemporary 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 notables 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 substance 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 edition 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 screenphotographs. 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 critical, 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 rundown of current 35 mm and 16 mm productions 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 verite style, he has succeeded 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 looseness of the discussion is its charm. It loses a
great deal in translation into print. The interviews 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 production units of the sound period can only
be viewed today as remnants from the historical 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 distressing considering the other interviewees: Cliff
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 M arion but not a word
about the actors attempts to re-write some of
the appallingly stilted lines in the series. Perhaps there were none.
The Werner Herzog interview has more substance 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 cinemas, 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, distributorexhibitor 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 distributors virtually dictates to us which films we
can see and which films will pass us by because
they decide (often on absurd grounds) that certain films will not be "popular", Le. they won't
make a packet for the distributors.
All of the volumes of Cinema Papers to date
have contained some well-documented, thoughtful, 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 J.
Ginnane which examines in great detail the historical
development of the 'duopoly' in distribution and exhibition, 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 approach 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 academic (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-cineenthusiast mould that readers will be accepted
for what it is: A good quality, small "I" liberal
document that reflects both the confused anxieties 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 Pape,rs 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 recently, with the appearance of a newspaper,
Art/oak and two journals, Patterns and Performance.
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Art/ook is published monthly by a group
known as the Nine Club. Its members are John
Harper-Nelson, John McIlwraith, Kirwan
Ward, Helen Weller, Collin O'Brien, Tom Gibbons, 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, comprehensive and lively critical forum for disseminating information and opinions on the Arts".
Artlook is not funded by any government body,
and depends largely on donations for its income. Every issue contains a full guide to current 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.A.I.T. by David Addenbrooke, and devoted solely to theatre in Western 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 quarterly 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 outlet for new poets, who might otherwise remain
unpublished. Patterns also contains some 'artphotographs', not necessarily relating to the
poems, but interesting in their own right.

Ian 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
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MISCELLANY
Professor A. D. Hope was a guest of the University 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 important 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 symposium 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 supported 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 commented on his 'vital, exuberantly aware style'. Other
critics have paid testimony to his comic inventiveness 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 Prendergast (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 Bedfellows 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
75

28 years old and 'promising'. A 'senior' writer
is variously described as someone 'of wide
reputation and recent achievement', 'of sustained and substantial achievement' and "of
experience'.
Inquiries should be addressed to The Secretary, Literature Board, Australian Government
Offices, 4 Treasury Place, Melbourne, Victoria
3002.

Artist-in-residence at the W.A. Institute of
Technology is Andres Sanchez-Flores. Now in
his seventies, Mr Sanchez-Flores is the foremost disciple of Orosco and Rivera, the worldfamous muralists. He is \vorking on a fresco
on the archway between the Medical Technology 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 preservation 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 December 1973.
The first set of grants of the Council was
announced in November 1974. The State Government's budgetary allowance was $650,000.
From 94 applications, 53 organizations were
allocated grants totalling $523,145. Other projects have been approved subsequently.
The largest grants are for performing organizations 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 Professor 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), Andre
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 perform in eight public recitals in July, August
and September and Professor Suryabrata will
present a series of lecture /recitals and workshops 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 Greenroom Theatre (Playhouse) in March and April.
Buzo's Coralie Lansdowne Says No and Peter
Kenna's A 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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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.
MEANJIN 75 continues to focus on Australian culture and society, though perhaps exploring 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 atand 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°k
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 Ian 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 Blarney; and reviews by Manning Clark, Gavin Souter and Geoffrey Serle.

OVERLAND
is $4 a year (four issues) from G.P.O. Box 98a Melbourne 3001.
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