






obvious talent and promise of the poet and 
the curiously old-fashioned quality of form and 
theme. Here is a poet in mid twentieth century 
Australia who begins his career invoking 
Yeats's words (which in fact gave the book 
its title) "Look up in the sun's eye", taking 
his turn with the poets of Ireland, "Wishing it 
well in metaphor" (p.49). Insisting on his 
vision of the world in a poem dedicated to his 
students in his Creative Writing Class he sees 
the world as "this labyrinth of love" and calls 
for 

Life-glad, creative gaiety 
Where the lips move 
Naming and renaming, 
Human, royally human. (p.42) 

True, Vincent Buckley writes out of a similar 
vision, but in recent years seems to find it in
creasingly difficult to sustain. In any case, there 
was always a note of pain in his poetry, an 
awareness of an underlying terror, which is 
absent from Alexander's poems. Again, while 
Les Murray also delights in the physical world, 
there is a quality of Australian toughness and 
masculine garrulousness which is absent from 
Alexander's rather more fine, more delicately 
formed poems. Of the younger poets, Robert 
Adamson or Kris Hemensley, each in his differ
ent way in quest of transcendence, of an in
tuitive awareness of the mysteriousness, of 
things, would be at home in Alexander's world. 
But his loyalty to traditional forms, to the 
rhythms and cadences of the speaking as 
against the hallucinatory voice and to the 
accepted shapes of things set him apart from 
them. For him, it is still possible to rely on 
commonsense and to praise the way things 
are, and it is this quality of innocence which 
one recognizes from other West Australian 
literature, from the conviction which pervades 
the work of Randolph Stow and works like 
Mackenzie's The Young Desire It, for instance, 
that it is a good place in which to be a child, 
to Dorothy Hewett's rage at the innocence 
which she conceives to be her inheritance. Yet 
where these others present the innocence as 
somehow corrupt and corrupting, something 
which disables for existence in the adult world, 
Mr Alexander claims this as the poet's proper 
environment. Indeed, at first one is tempted to 
wonder whether this is Australian poetry but 
belongs rather to Ireland, not merely because 
the voice which speaks in the poems has the 
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cadence and intonation of an Irish accent but, 
more importantly, because at first the world it 
creates seems alien. But "Australian is not so 
much what a gum tree looks as what a gum tree 
means", as Ray Matthew remarked once, and 
gradually one begins to feel at home in the 
country of these poems and the self speaks 
to our experience, above all the experience of 
being in exile-some of his finest poems turn 
on this theme, the poem about the pioneer, 
Georgiana Molloy, "Nuytsia Floribunda", 
"Snow" about Osip Mandelstam, the Russian 
poet who died in exile in his own country 
under Stalin, "Bruno", about the Renaissance 
philosopher condemned to death for his philos
ophy, "Sonnet for C. Y. O'Connor", about the 
engineer who designed and carried through the 
scheme to bring water to the WA. Goldfields 
whom time "had down! With the bludgeon of 
her slow-conceiving" (p.18). 

One begins also to recognise the very sim
plicity, the confidence, the large health of soul 
to which these poems testify as something once 
very important to us as a people with possibili
ties still before us. There is something very 
challenging about the poet who can celebrate 
friendship, the birth of a child, moments of 
suddenly surfacing perception when the natural 
world offers an epiphany as, for example, in 
"Bottlebrush" which begins: 

The Albany bottlebrush has come in season 
Chafing the glass world I live in, a world 
Sweeping with rain towards the resurrection, 
Brimming with smells and channel sounds 

below 
As moments of bush and water come and go. 

(p.44) 

But is there not also something dangerously 
naive here also? Does not this poetry ignore 
that ineradicable evil which so many of the 
best writers today wrestle with within their 
own hearts as well as in the world about them? 
For my part, I would prefer to turn the ques
tion back upon the questioner, arguing that all 
art is necessarily selective and that it might 
also be said that many contemporary writers 
ignore what is also indisputable, an impulse 
towards belief in the goodness of things, and 
a proper pride in being human. True, this belief 
must be justified realistically, must not be ac
cepted as a matter of mere wish-fulfilment. But 
the vision of In the Sun's Eye rises out of solid 
and substantial experience, a life fully and 
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honestly lived-bodied forth in the poems with 
which the book begins which take us back to 
boyhood in Ireland. 

Looking back, I hear the crying of the gulls 
Lifting from the sea, and the roar of life 
Along the wind-sharpened road taking 
Its time at the mountain's foot. 

(Son of Mourne, p. 4) 

This is very fine, and if this poet has had the 
privilege of a life still in tune with the earth, 
this is all the more reason why we should 
welcome him as he shares this experience with 
us. For despite the fashionable notion of art 
as a kind of disease, one can still welcome 
health when it appears and hope that it may 
be contagious. 

Essentially, what I am arguing is that this 
poetry may be exemplary in the sense that it 
expresses the possibility that one may still live 
and write heroically, remaining in charge of 
one's life and one's world. Nor is this mere 
romanticism for in fact the poetry rests upon 
the evidence of the life. As "Ballad of a Coun
try Boy" puts it, leaving Northern Ireland, 
caught up in strife and anger, was the price of 
"acquiring a speaking voice". Coming to Aus
tralia represents a kind of making of self which 
leads to the making of poetry. So imagination 
provides a metaphor of larger significance, 

Saying yes to the terrified self 
That the childhood stance might be undone, 
Took the sea and the turn of the stranger's lips 
Capsized in the stare of a different sun. (p.6) 

Where other poets remain precious, then, he 
speaks to a wider audience, echoing their ex
perience, and the self -deprecatory tone with 
which he ends his poem, joking about himself 
and his sense of exile confirms this alliance: the 
poet is also a sociable person. 

That being said, what can I add 
Unless I recall the dog at home 
Who, having sniffed a strange place out, 
With one eye drowsed but the other wild, 
Made three half-turns and sat down. (p.6) 

An easy domestication of the high romantic 
tradition of poet and Australian as outsider. 

This is confessional poetry of a kind. But 
where poetry like Lowell's or Berryman's as
sumes an audience of high sophistication and 
higher tolerance to anguish, this speaks more 
widely, assuming that the world as well as the 
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self may be a centre of value. Where often in 
their case the heroism they celebrate is that of 
the non heroic, the defeated, the loveless, the 
rejected and the impotent, Mr Alexander is 
more positive-and consciously so. "Spaces", 
for instance, plays with traditional Waste Land 
images, bits of paper blown on the wind, a 
shabby waiting room and a weedy railway 
track leading to a cutting but instead of ruin, 
speaks of Love which arises from "my quick, 
my yielding centre" (p. 47). 

At the very least, then, these poems remind 
us of what Australian poets may need to re
member, that the poet today belongs not just 
to one but to several traditions, and that it is 
a loss for us all to insist on any kind of ortho
doxy. Mr Alexander understands the tradition 
on which he draws, what he calls his inherit
ance, "Yeats, Joyce, distinguished others", 
Blake in particular looming large with his sense 
of the God who "only Acts and Is in existing 
beings and things" and his passion for minute 
particulars. Thus he, conceiving himself in 
Blakean terms: 

Artist among men, another son 
Troubled with space and carrying 
A fiery mixture as he goes, 
Speech with earth and sky in it 
To sweeten others journeying. (p.49) 

Moreover, this poem, the title poem which is 
in effect his apology, suggests that he owes 
something also to his present environment, to 
the 

... place of silences 
Where certain sturdy roots have spread 
and show a flowering at last: 
Here, among adopted things, 
Here, where I am, is space indeed. (p.49) 

His isolation and the comparative lack of liter
ary politics and innocence of literary fashions 
directs the poet outwards to the world and to 
speak to a more general audience. Parochial 
this poetry may be, therefore, though in the 
best sense of the word meaning deriving from 
a particular place. But his release from the 
pressures of the cosmopolitan modernism which 
weighs so heavily elsewhere in Australia may 
be a gain for poetic humanity. Similarly, the 
old-fashioned concern with traditional forms 
and cadences makes his poems more, not less, 
available for the public reading now becoming 
so important for poetry in this country-and 
elsewhere. Indeed, the main weakness of these 
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poems on the printed page, the tendency to 
write long, involved, loosely punctuated sen
tences whose syntax seems somewhat confused, 
evaporates in the performance: the cadence 
becomes their form of syntax. 

Western Australia then, is a place where it is 
possible to preserve one's poetic innocence. It is 
also-and this needs to be said-the place of 
the Fremantle Arts Centre which has published 
this book, the fourth in its series of w.A. 
writers. For not merely do the people at the 
Arts Centre, Ian Templeman and Terry Owen 
in particular, know how to publish a book that 
is economical as well as beautiful to look at
In the Sun's Eye is illustrated with drawings by 
Memnuna Vila-Bogdanich which are less illus
trations than artistic responses to the poems
they also gather people of all kinds to the 
Centre not merely to talk and learn about but 
also to practise the arts, so that their publica
tions and exhibitions grow out of a living 
climate of appreciation, the kind of climate 
in which poetry like Alan Alexander's may 
flourish. 

While I do not want to argue for any kind of 
literary secessionist movement, it does seem to 
me nevertheless that this book represents a kind 
of poetry appropriate to Western Australia 
which is not, perhaps, entirely the same as the 
rest of Australia. Nevertheless, if the poetic 
possibilities of In the Sun's Eye are realized 
more widely it may be that Western Australia 
will figure as extensively on the map in psychic 
as in physical terms. 

VERONICA BRADY 

Three Gargoyle Poets 

Lyndon Walker, The Green Wheelbarrow (Gar
goyle 21, 1976); John Jenkins, Blind Spot 
(Gargoyle 23, 1977); Peter Annand, Ducks and 
other poems (Gargoyle 22, 1977). 

Young poets are commonly advised to wait, to 
hang back on the first book, and there are those 
who'd say that a publishing venture like the 
Gargoyle series is catering to disaster. It raises 
the expectations of the poets it gets into print 
and maybe lowers-over a period-the expec
tations of its readership. It's a view worth 
thinking about, especially in a population as 
small as Australia's and at a time when pub-
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lishing outlets are plentiful. On the other hand 
there are various routes to a state of excellence, 
and a poet isn't necessarily harmed by a bit of 
flattery. A sensible writer will probably see his 
appearance with the Gargoyle imprint not as a 
dream realized, but as the start of an extended 
labour by which, if he's lucky, he'll release 
himself from his fuzzy native material and 
emerge into power and clarity. The Gargoyle 
pamphlets are fine aids in this process. They 
are clean and unpretentious, allowing poet and 
readers an uncluttered view of the early serious 
work. Considered from this angle, each of these 
collections has something to recommend it_ 

All three poets are well under 30; Lyndon 
Walker and Peter Annand are already on their 
second boks. Walker's voice is that of the sen
sitive pessimism that was one of the bequests 
of the preceding generation, though he up
dates it slightly with a touch of the late-hippy 
agrarian. His romanticism seems his own: he's 
not at this stage come under the influential 
vogue for mystical celebration now strong in 
American verse. If some of his poems are weak 
in construction almost all are valuable for one 
or several striking details. Here and there his 
conceits may be strained (what is it that makes 
poets put their less strong work near the front 
of a book-or is it merely that readers are 
unduly sceptical to start with?) but the short
coming is probably in the language rather than 
the sensibility since the pure, the definitive 
notion takes only its origins from the imagina
tion: it's finished-or finalized-by the poet's 
verbal power. And this increases with practice. 
So that lines that misfire may still hold promise 
of future success. 

A couple of Walker's poems give the im
pression of having written themselves-not in 
the cliche parapsychological sense, but almost 
literally. There tends in these to be doubt about 
the intention and the piece lurches from line to 
line by verbal suggestion or (even less than 
that) by nothing but rhythm. Ending up lamely 
like one of these rivers that heads off the 
wrong way and eventually evaporates or loses 
itself in sand. It goes without saying that how
ever libertarian-however extreme their com
mitment to indiscipline-poems lack conviction 
without some hidden guiding principle. The 
shorter the poem the more vital this coherence 
is. Lyrics can't depend for their appeal on the 
slow accumulation of minutiae which even
tually come together as a persuasive world-
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view. In his less good poems Walker is still 
writing out of a strong poetic emotion but he 
lacks any definite aim-a fact which can be 
tested by checking his first lines against their 
conclusions. By and large there is a firm initial 
statement ("Jesus I come in tight ... ", "Thru 
the cowdung and decaying forest ... ") reflect-
ing as it probably does the onset of the scribb· 
ling mood. But the spell sometimes breaks 
before we get through twenty lines. The "Vir
ginal at a Party with Ezra Pound" in fact 
makes deliberate use of this tendency. It falls 
out of its emphatic initial line down through a 
confused and buoyant tumble, which in this 
case Walker halts with an exact, witty illustra
tion. 

... tonight i'm light 
and stupid as i ever was, knowing 
that showing what you feel 
is like giving 
a thief full knowledge 
of everything you own and the hours 
you will and won't be home. 
But there is so much living in her i can't help. 

There's a nice touch on the brake with the 
pararhyme (own/home) and the first full stop. 
And the pop simplicity of that last line is a 
perfect counterpoise to its anxious predeces· 
sors. But this is only half way through the 
poem, and confusion peeps in again with a 
consequent loss of shape. 

There are others of Walker's poems though 
that resent the illusion of having been thought 
up whole. The one immediately after "Vir
ginal ... " displays a contrary arrangement. 
"We Go to See the Exhibition of a Friend" 
has a somewhat scattered opening and for 
much of its length is a predictable gallery 
sketch. But it's enlivened and held by a humor
ous coda. 

Another piece that's irreproachable from an 
organizational point of view is the 14-line 
"Transposition". Frankly self-regarding (it's 
addressed to the ego in the mirror) it has a 
cleverness, a coolness, and hangs together in 
such a way as to suggest Walker's most effec
tive when he can put on one side his bundle 
of emotions and scrutinize himself rationally. 
Where the sluggishness occurs it seems to de· 
rive from a too-close involvement; when he can 
be detached he gives himself room to pose, to 
develop his talent for rapid movement and sur
prise. This isn't to say of course that he should 
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stunt his emotions but in order to assume shape 
they have to have proper room. A poem is 
essentially a dramatic construction which 
doesn't thrive on stasis or too-prolonged 
thought. The poem "Flea" illustrates the fact. 
It's a warm and disabused monody on one (or 
two) legacies of a brief affair: 

i've got you under my skin 
there's no denying it 
the other night i was undressing 
and found you 
in my underlove 

in my room 
you can hear the sound of a flea drop 
and all the expectations like playful lovers 
piling in on top 

Again at the end this poem's a letdown-the 
guise is dropped for an inopportune emotional
ism (at least, it can read that way)-but other
wise it could stand up to that other flea of 
Donne's. 

It's not possible to suggest a future from a 
booklet of 21 poems, but if his more confident 
pieces are also his later, Walker has identified 
the importance of clarity and is moving in that 
direction. His title poem, while describing a 
personal incident, is presumably also a refer
ence to Carlos Williams' lines: its method-if 
less total-has the benefit of Williams' sanc
tion. In time Walker may feel he can rest in 
his images without attaching emotive or whim· 
sical entails. 

A poet's best writing is sometimes his least 
typical because its energy is generated by auto
criticism, either of style or character. Owen's 
work for example relies for its pungency only 
in part on the War-underlying that is an ex
pression of contempt for the Owen whose 
horizons were blurred by pre-war England. The 
poems are an act of personal retribution: 
they're unfinished not only because of the 
physical conditions of their writing (some of 
them in fact were written away from the front) 
but because of the inchoate nature of anger. 
In one respect the poems are destructive of 
Owen's self. 

In a less intense way the same thing is true 
of the first poem in John Jenkins' book. If it's 
among his best, perhaps that's because it's a 
criticism of what follows. Not that the other 
poems are lacking in interest. Some of them 
are the familiar objectivist cryptograms, in 
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which failing stamina and a lack of coherence 
take refuge in a kind of truncated muttering. 
But elsewhere the technique is careful and sug
gestive as in the short piece "View", where 
self-conscious coolness is poised delicately 
against lyricism, and instead of the usual clos
ing of possibilities we're allowed to feel the 
mechanism is idling nicely and capable of lift
off. 

Detachment is a feature of much of the work 
that's included here. One of the sources of 
Jennings' imagination appears to be film, and 
his visual effects are good: as when he refers 
to leaves "drifting like small fish among the 
trees" or a magazine beauty's "giant smile, all 
cover". It's the visual effect that's seductive; 
that it also produces distance may not always 
be desired or desirable, though this has every 
appearance of being cultivated. Take for in
stance the distinction in the opening line of 
"Three Slides": 

You see the objects resting against ('touch-
ing') one another ... 

Here is an obvious dissociation fom the least 
smirch of sentimentality, and the very deftness 
carries us along, so that we fail to notice how 
the parenthesis catches our attention away 
from the crucial "objects"-these are never 
defined though they form the subject of this 
first "slide". That, as it turns out, may be just 
Jenkins' points. He calls this section "Tentative· 
ly There" and comes as close in it to writing 
about nothing as perhaps it's possible to do.
The remark's without irony: Jenkins is con
cerned with-well, not exactly nothing-but an 
abstraction just this side of it: 

Another object now. Milkily. You sense it, or 
imagine it, and 

two brown hands, then, extend through the 
milky air-touch 

it-and rest upon thin ricepaper sheets, folding 
them. 

Ricepaper, for the time being, is as substantial 
as we get. 

Unless this is a poeme-a-clef and the key's 
disappeared, the poet is trying something equi
valent to painterly abstraction. The attempt is 
interesting though doomed to unsuccess since 
word's can't be got to disembody themselves 
easily, and finally, when they have, we're left 
with little more than unproductive symbols. 
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Hieroglyphics, sort of. The idea of 'objectify
ing' is novel and curious but its limitations 
become clear when we get to the final slide, 
and the conflict between abstraction and 
poetry's true interests slips out into the open. 
For the life in part 3 throws down Jenkins' 
assertion that "Nothing is happening" and is 
also a rebuttal of the two previous slides. 
Although the eye-the visual organ-maintains 
its efficient patrols ("lights of the city dis
charge like bright popguns", "The city is inter
sections, squares, parallels, cuboid blocks") it 
can't keep out the potent impression that 
assault the other senses. It remains pretty chill, 
and light and eyes are everywhere, but memory 
-and even emotion-are welling up into the 
cracks. 

The weakness of this appoach is that while 
the distance purports to be simply a matter of 
technique, it determines what the poem will 
recognize. Too much is excluded. An unsympa
thetic reader might argue that there's little 
capacity for feeling and that the point of view 
is egotistical: the poet exercises through his 
eyes a tyranny of feeling: he only recognizes 
objects that come within his vision and the 
mere act of seeing brings them under his con
trol. According to this argument the 'objecti
vism' must seem a confidence trick: nothing 
exists in its own right and only the poet's 
placing of it is judged to be of interest. 

But a less extreme and perhaps fairer assess
ment would take into account the difficulties 
of feeling. That one or two of Jenkins' poems 
fall back on the arcana of chopped lines and 
missed connections is true, but the question 
worth asking is What imposes such a strata
gem? 

The answer in part was given by Walker 
earlier-"showing what you feel/is like giving 
/ a thief full knowledge / of everything ... " 
Styptic writing-writing which is clipped and 
cerebral and difficult to fathom-is more than 
likely evidence of a shy sensibility at war with 
itself and ill at ease with its audience. No doubt 
this isn't a permissible remark, but it seems on 
occasion we could guess at the emotional age 
of a poet simply on the grounds of how much 
he lets himself communicate. Not that any rule 
would stand up in such a tricky area. But given 
the kind of upbringing that most of us are 
saddled with, it takes time and practice before 
we can feel; and describing our feelings takes 
much longer. For some reason this is accepted 
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in everyday life but poets are thought to be 
exempt. The earliest published work of many 
well-known writers-Lowell would be one ex
ample, Dylan Thomas another-has kept so 
close to the ground it's almost impenetrable. 
Obscurity has its uses but more often than not 
as a retreat. 

This could sound like a glib way of attacking 
some modernist poetry; but even if we take 
abstraction (for instance) on its own aesthetic 
tenets we might still come to the conclusion 
that it's easier than a poetry of feelings. It con
sciously limits itself from what is slippery and 
complicated. 

If we test these notions against Jenkins' "Six 
Poems for the Television Generation" we find 
that only one of the six readily communicates 
itself, and that the obscurity of the others co
incides significantly with certain technical 
traits: the short line, graceless movement, a 
number of high-level abstractions ("futurity", 
"densities", "relative realities") which tend to 
be polysyllabic, and the further use of quasi
painterly jargon ("clustered dots", "dimen
sion", "surfaces"). 

All of this of course is there by design; 
Jenkins' concern is "the oblivion I of a land
scape I without man"-an interesting topic. But 
how much more illuminating this concern is 
in the one supple verse that's jumped onto the 
page complete. The fact that it's amusing 
doesn't detract from its implications: 

the foothills of Dakota 
are in front of the fire 
the fire is watching the television 
the television is watchin:s the toes 
the toes tap the foothills 
of Dakota. 

When Jenkins digs down through his uncer
tainty and comes upon what Robin Skelton's 
called his "word-hoard" he shows himself to be 
a poet of imagination and wit: 
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hip Rose 
our 'tea lady' 
would always bring her 
brim-lipped autumns in auburn cups 
telling them one by one 
and burning ... 
her mouth reigns there 

from the open poems, 
and so cool 

to take a sip 
and grow clearwater blooms 
through her two bright eyes! 

If in some of the other pieces a pre-selected 
style-selected out of nervousness-has forced 
and crabbed his responses, here he and his 
memory are firmly in the hot seat: they're 
pushing the verse along and the language is 
skipping for them. 

This is also true of the poem mentioned first, 
the one that starts the book. "Read This!" is 
written in part in the adman's vernacular, 
about 150 lines, and though it breaks the basic 
rule that poets shouldn't write poems about 
poetry, it runs off with its subject merely on 
account of its brashness. It dishes out equal 
satire at the preciousness of closet verse ("cel
luloid cannot please this way. I Movies and 
TV are so crass ... There is no 'special place' 
I For your own imagination there.") and the 
philistinism that neglects or merely uses art. 
One of the minor delights of the piece is its 
way with paragraph headings: "A Truly Dis
tinguished Pleasure" (about the art of read
ing); "You're Great!" (a shameless address to 
the reader); and (naughtily) "There's a Lot 
going on under the Bonnet of Today's Poetry." 
The whole sequence is characterized by bold 
gesture and movement and apostrophe to the 
reader (still not exhausted despite its exhaus
tive use). All these are guarantors of vitality. 
The caricatures paraded are in each case just 
right-the necessary and sufficient. But the 
serious achievement of the poem is in terms of 
the language. Jenkins takes the various barbar
ous dialects of admass-the dialects of fraud 
("To day's Poetry is I definitely for you. To
day's Poets are about accurate design.")-to 
point up their crudeness while also turning 
them into instruments of self-revelation. There 
are so many strong passages it's hard to choose 
one to quote, but here's the start of the section 
"What It Takes": 

Sure, I'm a businessman. And a tough one. I 
have 

to be, with my responsibilities. You don't go to 
top management levels unless you have what it 
takes. And it takes what it's always 
taken: brains, toughness, the ability to make 
decisions; and something else that looks like 
I uck but is more like horse-sense. You either 
have it or you don't. And I have it. Business is 
a fulltime activity with me, it's my ball game. 
But that doesn't mean I don't know how to 

relax. 
That's why I read poetry ... 
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He might be damning himself but his vigour's 
also a comment on the literati; he has after all 
got poetry in its place. It's refreshing to come 
on a writer who's willing to side with business 
against its tormentors. 

The prose fragment with which Jenkins' book 
finishes is also ambiguous in tone. It's studied 
writing, but an addition to our thinking about 
popular culture. The topic-"The Very Beauti
ful Women"-is suited to the narcissistic style, 
which holds detachment and sympathy in 
balance. 

Annand's is sometimes a mechanistic sort of 
universe populated by fragments almost as 
much as flesh and blood. It's a place where 
sheep are "rods of amber wrapped in wool" 
and where again interest is more on the ob
server than the thing observed. In "Motorway" 
landscape is reduced to a canvas-"Starting at 
the top, / a very big sky ... the lights will hit 
on the yellow soon"-and the value of the 
physical world is diminished correspondingly. 
The canvas technique is used again in "Cad
bury Castle", damaging an otherwise fine poem. 
Apart from being commonplace such as ap
proach is too easy, it represents an insufficient 
engagement with its subject. At his best An
nand displays a sure touch; his prevailing 
mode's ironic and the attention is constantly 
attracted back to the poet with the question 
Yes, now what use will he make of this? 
There's vitality in the poems but within a self
conscious framework: he's an intelligent poet 
and curious about his intelligence. 

All this is out of phase with the ascendant 
Australian styles-especially with Australian 
pastoralism, where concern for ecology is well 
on the way to developing its appropriate aes
thetic. This is illustrated in Walker's poem 
"Technology" based as it is on a wish for man's 
organicism and on a distrust of his passion for 
casual interference: 

snakes were no problem; 

At just the touch 
of the chain saw 
they flew apart. 

For Annand the separation between man and 
environment is not only given, it's the source 
of some of his deepest emotions. By this he 
casts himself in the European mould: nature's 
otherness is valued, but because it's instructive. 
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Taken in itself-without the human component 
-its value is neutral. 

So the Downs (the Wiltshire Downs) are 
"solid, intriguing shapes under lawn" where we 
-the men-walk, repelling other entities "like 
the wrong end of a magnet". A sunset prompts 
"an idea for a long series / of graphics, based 
on a rectangle / of lurex green" and in doing 
so is validated, though not without some gentle 
self-mockery on the poet's part. The mainstay 
of Annand's presentation of the non-human is 
what used to be called the pathetic fallacy: the 
attributing of qualities that only humans are 
known to possess. An owl slips through the 
dark, 

the mouse-juice in its beak 
feeding impatience; 

fidgeting the set of bright talons; 

wrapped in the scandalous legends 
of generations of looking 
incomparably lovely; 

ready 

to have your eyes out. 

The influence behind the lines is unmistakable 
as Hughes', and Annand is writing here in a 
manner which has been used to great effect by 
the middle generation of English poets (a 
manner that's entered Australia with David 
Malouf's work). 

Humour is one of the attractive qualities of 
These Ducks, a fact which reminds us, if we 
still need reminding, that the root of all art is 
in entertainment, and that poetry in the 20th 
century has come dangerously far from that 
premise. A genuinely funny writer-that's to 
say one whose jokes are serious-is worth any 
dozen of dour experimentalists (not that ex
periment is inevitably dour). Even when his 
jokes are intentionally doubtful (he says of a 
suicide "she had a point, / we didn't much care 
/ for her") they bring Annand close to his 
reader. And laughter promotes such a compli
cation of responses, being naturally schizoid. 

Many of these poems have to do with the 
problem of limits-the inadequacy of friend
ships, the brevity of life, teleological doubt
none of which is inevitably depressing. This 
compound of interests has roughly the same 
status in Britain as vitalism in American writ
ing, and taken sympathetically it enhances our 
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perceptions to an equal degree. When Annand 
writes of what's dead and buried at Cadbury 
or Birsay, the living gain stature from'it. His 
"Elegy for an Orca dian Fisherman" is repre
sentative of this mode. It chiefly describes the 
recovery of a drowned man, and its defect, as 
often, is a slight morbidity; a dwelling on the 
grotesque. It enlists the submarine romanticism 
that is almost a genre of its own (think of the 
"Sea Graveyard", of Tennyson's kraken and 
Hardy's Titanic): 

His skin seemed silver, 
the water clear as amethyst, when we dived 
and beat the crabs from his knuckles 
and took him aboard ... 

But quite explicitly it's life in death we're 
dealing with; the divers find the fisherman on 
the ocean floor "walking his lobster lines", 
behind him his "pots silently bounding, like 
dogs". The abiding impression is the strange
ness of it all, and the strangeness promotes our 
own self-awareness and the awareness of being 
human. We observe the recovery and are our
selves under the eye of another and alien 
species: 

Astern, watching, stood seals. 
Our only real 
amphibians. Fey. 

Perhaps feyness is our point of contact, the 
seals and ourselves being fugitives together. 

There is a similar passage in "Five Poems of 
Absence" where Annand imagines a blue whale 
nudging the intercontinental cable as he phones 
his wife or girlfriend ("its search for ... a 
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mate has led it far from its parish"). By its 
strangeness the imagined event distances the 
human relationship, but at the same time draws 
the humans nearer to each other and closer to 
the searching whale. The bathos (they go on 
"chatting through this most remarkable event") 
concedes our pettiness but perhaps lodges our 
vulnerability too. 

The humour already mentioned derives in 
part from a dislike of too much protestation
Arthur's knights are very well so long as when 
they gallop from under their hill to reawaken 
Britain, they're seen to be "coughing and ad
justing their belts". It's the tone of an urbane 
civilization whose tolerance is easily parodied 
but which ascribes genuine worth to the small 
details of existence. "Spring Soliloquy" says it 
nicely. Annand catalogues his day and puts 
himself on the mat: 

didn't go to the zoo alone 
though the polar bear cub 
wouldn't be getting younger 
but spent two pounds in the corner 
music shop, your green money 
virile as magnolia 

did the week's washing-up 
missed half of 'Dr Who' 
cooked spaghetti 

You have a talent, don't you 
for wasting these things. 

The conclusion's surprising-but isn't life after 
all the sum of these trivia; aren't they what's 
valuable? 

LES HARROP 
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