








The reference to gold, something to be taken up later, is more or less incidental
here, but the trope of the “virgin land” is bound up also with desire, and perhaps
of a more powerful kind. Yet this desire, it seems, is merely semantic, and eroticism
a metaphor for something else, something not really understood.

O Strange land, thou art virgin! thou art more
Than fig-tree barren! Would that 1 could paint
For others eyes the glory of the shore

Where last | saw thee . . . (p.648)

Language and desire are thus two sides of the one problem. Being unable to embrace
the land semantically means also being able to generate the new society which is
dreamed of. The secondhand language registers a life that is lived at secondhand,
speaking as it does of the country in terms borrowed from elsewhere and pointing
therefore to underlying feelings of displacement. But it also expresses an attempt
to understand it in his own European terms and thus to control, manipulate, even
incorporate what is different, thus negating it. What is at issue, that is to say, is
a question of power, the power the coloniser uses to impose on the place and people
colonised.

Consciously or unconsciously, O’Reilly is thus constructing an ideology, a system
of meanings to instal him in an imaginary relation to the actual situation in which
he finds himself. But this ideology is not communal but self-referential here since
it involves personal power. Here, as elsewhere, especially in his novel, Moondyne,
he acknowledges no power outside himself, setting himself up as the Messiah figure
the land has been waiting for:

O land, God made thee wonderous to the eye!

But His sweet singers thou hast never heard;

He left thee, meaning to come by-and-by,

And give rich voice to every bright-winged bird. (p.647)

— evidently, he is this “sweet singer”. More to the point of desire, he is also:
The spouse who comes to wake they sleeping heart (648).

Similarly, in the novel, the noble and unjustly imprisoned convict, Moondyne,
a thinly-veiled self-portrait, is recognised by the Aborigines as the hero they too,
have been waiting for. So they help him to escape, leading him to the gold mine
which the whole colony has been searching for. Returning to England a wealthy
man, he makes a great impression on everyone who counts, and is chosen by the
Colonial Office to reform the colony and its laws, making it the place the poem
had dreamed of but which the reality of the convict system had denied, the place
of a new beginning,

The long narrative poem, “The King of the Vasse”, tells a similar story. A young
man, son, this time, of one of the free settlers, is adopted by the local Aborigines
who recognise the “power” in him and make him “the King of the Vasse”, leader
of the local Aborigines. The dedication to Moondyne, “in the interests of humanity
[dedicated] to the Prisoner, whoever and wherever he may be”, points to the drive
which underlies these stories and was the goal of O’Reilly’s life and work; freedom,
not so much as something relative, the ability to take charge of one’s life and decisions,
but as something absolute, unlimited power and possibility.

There is nothing surprising about this, of course. As a Fenian, O’Reilly was
involved in what Hannah Arendt calls “redemptive politics”, which she identifies
as the “politics of the pariah”, with the politics of impatience.® Disdaining the
accommodations and compromises inherent in the kind of politics pursued by people

WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988 107



who exist already within the system, the thrust of this kind of politics is utopian,
towards putting an end to the present order of things, the triumph of the oppressed
in an endlessness of desire. Utopianism of this kind thus presupposes a rupture with
the present order of things. It is also often a consequence of this rupture. As a rebel
first of all, then as prisoner, condemned man, and, later, as convict, O’Reilly had
passed from being an outlaw in this way to fantasies of personal power.

Moondyne vividly describes the sufferings of the outcast. But it also looks beyond
them to the dream of another world which may be realised in exile. Australia, as
Moondyne’s friend, Sheridan, declares, may yet send forth the “the largest hearted
men that ever owned the earth”. Yet this largeness of heart, this new kind of
consciousness, cannot be accommodated within the present order of things.
Moondyne is blessed by fortune and so enabled to change society when he returns
to Western Australia charged by the Colonial Office to reform the penal system.
But it is perhaps a lurking sense of the impossibility of making dream prevail in
this way which leads the novelist finally to carry his hero right out of the world.
The novel concludes when Moondyne perishes in a bushfire which overwhelms him
and his two friends, to whom he gives his horse, enabling them to escape. Redemptive
politics, as Hannah Arendt argues, by definition implies the “end of the world”.
Similarly, the poem, “The Mutiny in the Chains”, which is about a convict mutiny
in the Fremantle quarries, concludes with the deaths of the mutineers. As the guards
train their guns on the prisoners they turn on “the murdering muzzles defiant eyes,”
(681) then, picking up the dead and wounded in their arms, they fling one last defiant
glance at the enemy and leap to their death over the cliff.

They were men at last — they knew naught of crime,

They were masters and makers of life and law. . . .
... — one deep breath,

As they plunged, of liberty, thrilled their souls,

And these - the Chains were at rest for ever.
(p.682-3)

What underlies gestures like these resembles the dread which Judith Wilt sees
as central to the Gothic mode,’ the sense of absence, of some originating guilt or
fear which, precisely because it is an absence, something lost but supremely important
which resists reconciliation, remains to haunt the imagination as something “not quite
a voice, not quite a face, yet not-nothing” — as the memory of their lost freedom
does here.

This preoccupation with what has been lost works most powerfully on the outsider,
one who is cut off from the certainties and securities of community, as O’Reilly and
many other of the first settlers, free as well as convict, were. Cut off from their past,
they had to find identity and pleasure, of a kind, in their situation of exclusion.
For his part, enduring it and appropriating it, giving it a shape and direction, O’Reilly
turns this sense of exile into a kind of weapon to be used against the established
order, as in “The Mutiny in the Chains”, for example. A similar defiance is evident
in the description of Moondyne’s refusal to submit to the bullying sergeant who
strikes him when he is chained and unable to retaliate:

The face of the prisoner hardly changed. He gave one straight look into the sergeant’s
eyes, then turned away, and seemed to look far away through the bush. He was a
magnificent being, as he stood there. In strength and proportion of body, the man was
magnificent - the model for a gladiator.*

The heroism here is not so much ethical as metaphysical, and the gesture
ontological, not merely social. Moondyne and the defiant prisoners seek the truth
of existence not in the actual world but in “some imagined ideal or supernatural”,
which gives them their strength and sense of superiority. Their boast is their
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extremity, their ability to be familiar with horrors and yet to “follow the dream to
the end” without attempting to escape from the horror.

In several of his other poems, notably “The Dukite Snake” and “The Dog Guard”,
O'Reilly insists on this horror which lies at the heart of their existence. “The Dukite
Snake”, for example, touches on a colonial nightmare, telling about a snake whose
mate a settler has killed, which returns to take its revenge, killing the settler’s wife
and child. “The Dog Guard” is even more horrific. It describes a group of Aboriginal
prisoners on Rottnest Island, left unguarded except by a pack of half-starved dogs
chained on the sandbanks between the island and the mainland. When they make
a break for it and attempt to swim to the mainland, the dogs tear them to pieces,
and the poem takes a ghoulish delight in the scene:

There were screams when they met — shrill screams of pain!
For each animal swam to the end of his chain,

And with parching throat and in furious mood

Lay awaiting, not men, but his coming food” (p.662)

The description of the encounter is even more lurid:

There were short sharp cries, and a line of fleck

As the long fangs sank in the swimmer’s neck;

There were gurgling growls mixed with human groans,

For the savages drove the sharpened bone

Through their enemies’ ribs, and the bodies sank,

Each dog holding fast with a bone through his flank. (p.663)

All this is fantastic, of course. There were no such sand banks and Rottnest is too
far from the mainland for such an escape. But the intention is clear, to assail the
reader, to

. .. blanch the cheeks in your carpeted room
With a terrible thought of the muted doom

For the crimes committed, still undrest,

On that white sand-heap called Rottnest. (p.659)

This determination to be outrageous is perhaps the product of the slave’s way
out, the impulse which Nietzsche calls “ressentiment”. Unable to find release in deeds,
the oppressed have recourse to a revenge which is purely imaginary, reasserting their
power by confronting and even exulting in the diabolical forces within the world
and the self which are normally repressed. In O’Reilly’s case, this seems to be part
of his dream of finding some place where people like himself will prevail and their
anger and their suffering will become a source of power.

The melodramatic imagination evident here knows nothing of compromise. The
struggle between good and evil, a struggle which involves confrontation with the
terrible and the destructive, can only end with the annihilation of one or other of
them. “In such a universe, dread [Judith Wilt writes] has the shape of an unmoving
point, or a point whose movement affirms a straight line . . . Freedom is a long
curve and slavery an obsessed straight line against all the energies of being.”™ For
O'Reilly, Australia represented this “long curve”, the way out from slavery to which
he had been condemned by the British authorities. In an interview long afterwards,
he recalls how, even in prison, he and his Fenian comrades refused to give up their
drive to freedom.

Considered as the most guilty and degraded there . . . [they clung to the] dream they had
been dreaming for years — dreaming as they wheeled the heavy brick cars, dreaming
as they heaved the frozen granite, dreaming as they breathed on their cold fingers in the
dark penal cells, dreaming in the days swamp-drain, dreaming awake and asleep, always
dreaming of Liberty! (p.64)
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The news that they were to be sent to Australia only strengthened this dream,
“Australia! the ship! Another chance for the old dreams; and the wild thought was
wilder than before and not so stealthy!” (p.65).

The reality, it is true, was different: the convict’s situation in Australia was perhaps
more desperate than it was in the old country. “England sends her criminals to take
the brunt of the new land’s hardship and danger — to prepare the way for honest
life and labour.” (p.5) The chain-gang — in which, incidentally O’Reilly had to serve
for a time before his escape — seemed to him in his recollections:

from the depth of penal degradation. The convicts wear from thirty to fifty pounds of
iron, according to their offence. It is riveted on their bodies in the prison forge, and when
they have served their time the great rings have to be chiselled off their calloused limbs.
(p.15)

For the convict, the new world was thus in fact one great prison, one great
commemoration of his inferiority. As he toiled under the lash the hero, Moondyne,
even feels inferior to the Aborigines.

There was one immeasurable gulf between the naked savage and the branded outcast of
civilization. The savage was free. The [convict] envied him, as one who drowns may envy
him who swims in the dangerous waves. The savage was free, because he could live in
the Bush. (p.15)

Even if he were to escape, the prisoner could not survive. He had no weapons
to kill game, he did not know where to find water and had no place to go; “the
pathless bush . . . before him, thousands of miles in one direction, — the wide,
deserted Indian Ocean in the other.” (p.74)

This, of course, is the classic Gothic situation, “anxiety with no possibility of
escape” (Mario Praz):

There was no need of fetters or warders to prevent the criminal’s escape. Nature had
provided a wall absolutely impassable in the boundless bush, in whose thorny depths the
fugitive was lost at the first plunge. (p.74)

The evidence of letters, diaries and poems suggests that, due allowance made for
the difference in their circumstances, many of the free settlers also felt and some
perhaps continue to feel, a similar, if less desperate, sense of constriction. Thus it
is not entirely coincidental, perhaps, that Perth figures in Gothic terms, as the
enclosure, the significant space, with its glass skyscrapers, winding roads and walled
gardens by the river, its memories of days gone before and its yearnings for fabled
times to come.'?

O’Reilly’s position may therefore be more typical than it seems, however extreme
his personal situation. Displaced, with no clear guidance from the dominant
perspectives of his society which were in fact antagonistic, being English, he is obliged
to make a world for himself at a certain self-conscious remove from reality.
Nevertheless, he remains haunted by these social perspectives and by the need for
some kind of value.

The first chapter of Moondyne, for instance, looks ironically on the passion for
gold which “seemed to hover in the air . . . and . . . settled with dazzling conviction
on the crude and abnormal minds of the criminal population.” (p.2) Wealth was
one way out of imprisonment and inferiority. The gold mine to which the Aborigines
led Moondyne, for instance, enabled him to return to England and assume authority
there. But O’Reilly’s imagination in the long run rejects this way to freedom as
somehow unworthy, perhaps because as an Irishman and a Fenian he suspects the
established order to which money would give him access, seeing it rather as;
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Criminals up a tree . . . the tree of evil . . . a banyan — its roots drop from above, its
blood is not drawn directly from the soil, but pours from the main stem [whose] diseased
branches ramify through its admirable limbs, and cannot be separated with a knife. (p.91)

His ideal place of freedom, in fact, does not exist in this world, is a place of psychic
rather than a physical abundance.

People who live by their imagination in this way tend to see the world in absolute,
that is, melodramatic terms since, by definition, as Peter Brooks argues, melodrama
represents a rebellion against the rational and given order of things. As we have
been arguing, it also reflects a sense of loss, in O’Reilly’s case of the shattering of
the myth of Christendom and of its representative institutions, the Church and the
Monarchy, of the organic and cohesive society his imagination clearly hankers for.
In its stead O’Reilly constructs his own personal order, and the extravagance of its
representation, evident in Moondyne as well as the poems, reflects the intensity of
its emotional claims on him and the claims he wishes to press on his readers insisting
within an apparent context of realism upon “pure and polar concepts of darkness
and light, salvation and damnation™' — concepts which lead at times to cliche and
stereotype. Characters like the boy who is made King of the Vasse, the rebel convicts,
the imprisoned Aborigines who attempt to escape from Rottnest, Moondyne, defiant
convict, rich philanthropist and social reformer, all exist not so much in themselves
but as representations of actual people but seem to live at a point of interaction
between primal forces and desires and the meaning of their stories has to be found
in the clash of these forces. But this clash can also be seen as part of a larger struggle
to restore the old order. The Aboriginal King who blesses the young white settler
with the sacred pearl, his symbol of office, is clearly a figure from an idealised past,
part priest and part King, a figure belonging to the romanticised medievalism of
a beleaguered Catholic imagination, feverish with loss:

Land as the sunbeams kissed it, from the dead

The dusk King looked, and o’er his snowy head
With both long hands he raised the enthroned gem,
And turned him towards the strangers, ‘e’en on them
Before the lovely thing in awe did fall

To see that worship deep and mystical,

That King with upraised god, like rev’rent priest
With elevated host at Christian feast. (p.691)

The gestures here point beyond this world, just as the language is not content to
describe and record but pushes to evoke more and more fantastic possibilities,
making the scene a kind of symbol, charged with indescribable intensity of
significance, a new world of the spirit.

Nor is this pressure entirely innocent. The exile’s experience touches on what
Romantic and Enlightenment thought alike tend to reject or ignore, “the
untranscendable, inexpungeable paradox of being, its embeddedness in the ‘mystery
of evil,” ‘the power of blackness’ ™.!2 O'Reilly’s pious rhetoric and the religious
trappings of his imagery cannot altogether do away with a fascination with this
mystery and this power. The poem, “The Amber Whale”, for instance, echoes
Melville’s Moby Dick not only in its subject matter but also in the sense it generates
that the sacred is determined not by virtue but by terror. Moreover, this is a power
which belongs to the individual, the hero of defiance like Moondyne, rather than
to society.

If Moondyne can be read as a fantasy of power, it is also important to be aware
of this underlying note of panic, here and in O’Reilly’s work in general. Somehow
ill-at-ease with the task of representation, his imagination seems haunted by a sense
of the strangeness of the reality, place, of the new world which confronts him with
an experience of a namelessness which is menacing rather than innocent. Since no
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social order exists to contain it, violence seems to be the only law. In the poem,
“The Monster Diamond”, for instance, a man discovers a splendid jewel, only to
be brutally murdered by his mate who is then driven mad, not so much by remorse
as by fear of suffering the same fate. The final punitive irony directed against the
murderer after he is dead — the discovery that what he killed for was not after
all a diamond but only a lump of quartz — completes the sense of a world out
of human control.

O'Reilly’s imagination, then, has nowhere to go in this world. Yet at the same
time it is shadowed by anxiety at the loss of a sense of a moral order, an order
which it nevertheless continutes to hunger for. Tragedy is about insight and
illumination and comedy about deafness and problems of communication, but the
melodramatic imagination questions the code of social relations itself. It must remain
mute about them!? and create its own alternative world. Consequently it lacks a
real sense of limit, of any authority outside the self. What remain are feelings of
guilt, defined as feeling responsible for not being responsible, an essential component
of the symbolism of evil."

Personal desire is the only source of order. Unable to discover a place in a
community because he is unable to find a community to match his desire, O’Reilly’s
imagination seeks freedom and power by an act of the will, willing to be himself,
living in the weird irreality of the pariah who chooses isolation as his goal, substituting
warmth for light and the will to power for actual power.!S The individual is set over
against society and nature, and the world is rejected in favour of fantasy. So the
stage is set for the politics of personality, of created charisma, which remains potent
to this day in Western Australia with its millionaires, father-figure politicians and
sporting heroes. The stage is also set for the melodramatic scenario of a long-running
battle between the forces of good and evil, the scenario which still preoccupies the
popular imagination today, ably abetted by the mass media.

O’Reilly’s imagination, it is true, differs on one important point, in his interest
in and sympathy for the Aborigines. He does not see them as they actually were,
of course, but describes them as if they were Polynesians, the “noble savages” of
literary imagination, and his descriptions of their ceremonies were also coloured by
Celtic mysticism. In this sense, ideology governed his perception as it did most
settlers’. But what is unusual is that his ideology which owed so much to his own
sufferings as a prisoner drew him towards the Aborigines, with the affinity of the
persecuted for one another or perhaps because their strangeness corresponded to
the strangeness of his desires. For whatever reason, he seems to have seen more
of them and to have been more sympathetic to them than most of his contemporaries.
The description of the ring of trees where the dead are buried in “The King of the
Vasse” (p.709), for instance, echoes the French explorer Peron’s description in 1801
of a similar ring of trees beside the Vasse River near Geographe Bay.!¢ Similarly,
“The Dukite Snake” may owe something to Aboriginal mythology, the snake in the
poem being an equal player with human beings in a game not just of life and death
but also of good and evil. In most other respects, however, O'Reilly’s world-view
has a curious affinity with a dominant strdin in our contemporary experience, the
strain, namely, in which “reality” gives way before the force of desire and life becomes
an aesthetic condition. When the solid ground of common values and traditional
behaviour dissolves and feeling becomes a substitute for thought and action, the
world may become a place of irreality.
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DENNIS SCHOFIELD

untitled

In any case, conceived accidentally
there was no harm in getting to know her,
she’d be dead soon in another story.

Looking for a safe critical space
he
gender deliberate
wrote: look up through the tyrannising gold
hair above the dashboard
windscreen
and moon
and Jesus ‘I must be drunk’ says

to have let him this time no condom no pill no

just so delicious at first
in underage high-life lips
his sweaty fingers searching
your own hand now this
with your black windcheater deranged into a choker
at your armpits and skirt
rent open at you slapping at you
wrenching between your thighs

— and wide white eyed, youcry . . .
And so why shouldn’t I make you drunker as a consequence
observing critically
it’s all over ten minutes
stoically lurching about
on his arm fandangoing the treacherous sand and cleft dune
and sprawling weak-kneed and his mates squeal when he tugs
the skirt above your head fingers deep
— you kick him off without aim and curl weightless flailing
at the tidemark with a crack
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you wake,

bruised, and more than your head split wide

teeth

lesions hickying your neck and blue thighs and chapped
brittle

you can not walk.

While you search for clothes tearing fingernails in
the sand

they laugh: his mates, your steady

— you dropped him. Laughed, in hilarity.

You cried for a month

and you have never told anyone,
no-one till your new boyfriend,
such a drunken slut you were;
and what did he think?

about your guilt?

In any case, it was a year ago, a child thing,
and past despising yourself -

or wanting to die.

Though it still does hurt.

Much as he expects it would. Only as he expects it would.
Though he never has asked himself just why till now
he wrote about you there, or why you went

on that beach,
or even, finally, what he had wanted you to say

for him, in some other one’s voice.

And why in the end shouldn’t she turn on me
to strip me of distance to stare down more
then merely critical face.

She will name herself, and walk away.
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DENNIS SCHOFIELD

On some sunny breakfasts in
the kitchen,

when even quick-crosswords got stuck for verbs -
here sitting with milk tea, we had argued
with affection, watching all the best words
tub-thumping, finger-drubbing on the bruised
blond pine in the morning sunshine . . .
Memories, like timidly Brechtian

theatres like worlds contracted up inside

shy selves, are to be let out on fine days.

. . . the budgies singing louder, larger tunes
each drenching restive rise of the sun spills
litres of crisp light from the kitchen sink
on the lino across the white space, fills

the utter, dreadful quiet of it,
not even dripping.

116 WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988



PAUL HETHERINGTON

The Letter

On the table an open magazine,
Beethoven’s first symphony on the radio,
your letter face-down on the floor

where it skidded in the fan’s cool air,
dishes strewn across sink and bench,

a shirt crumpled on a chair,

and the past a once-familiar face

staring through the window.

And neither turning up the radio

nor stacking dishes distracts

from your letter’s hauling in

spat-out words that tear and nag,
dragging our five-years-ago love back
like a fisherman dragging a snag,
pulling muck and tangled weeds
through a hundred feet of clear water.
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PAUL HETHERINGTON

Finding Loneliness

Finding loneliness is easy:

you just step out onto the grassy knoll
that is absence from home-life,
from family. Around you

is a turbulent landscape

of bare mountains and jutting

tors, a piercing wind

and an insistent absence of voices.
Then you half-climb, half-fall
down the steep side of the knoll
away from memories which tell you

what you are, away from
possessions: child’s toys,

clothes in your wardrobe, your keys,
away from arguments with the milkman,
notes to the insurance company

and pieces of toast gone cold.

You step into an unencumbered self
away from dreams and misgivings.
Above you clouds swirl and gather
and below, across a pathless terrain,
a thin stream falls to a grey valley.
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GLYN PARRY

Across the Tracks

The old man has died. It is mid-morning, and the police car and ambulance parked
outside draw curious glances. Susan McKeich is hoping it will soon be over, the
body part at least.

If she enters the room again she will only be in the way. Better to stay out of
it, to allow them to get on with whatever they do. She cannot imagine what they
are doing now. They have told her nothing, simply sought information. And she
has already told them everything she knows. About the old man, that is.

She sits on the edge of the old armchair and waits. It is a struggle; her nerves
are all over the place. White bone shows through the skin covering her knuckles.
In her thoughts she is again raining blows upon the frail torso, begging life to return.
No pulse. Pupils frozen. Frantic fingers rushing to sow life where only death remains.
Triple zero. Gone. The rich, black coffee is a dull ache passing through the joints.

She can hear their hollow voices along the passage, vague in the madness. Police
work now. Strong sunlight pours through the open front door and gives her a
headache. They need it open, she assumes. No-one ever died before. To them it must
be routine. She is shattered, unable to smooth out the blind panic of the last few
minutes. Her hands are shaking. In the mirror she sees only the dishevelled hair,
the lost face of a child.

Susan McKeich has known the old man for some time. He is one of her regulars.
She is his ‘special.’ Or was. Once a week they consumed their lust together, a clumsy
union of flesh and drama. And afterwards, coffee. It seems obscene to be drinking
coffee now, but it is what she needs.

She knew so little about him. Old man, old suit. One day he was there, the tall,
thin figure so softly spoken. No name. No past. Only . . . once she found him standing
on the station platform, looking upward, the slash of the wasteland splitting above
them: huge turbines clawing at strangled knots of sky. Technology frightened him,
that much she knew. Like so many others, he lived on the edge of the present. When
he saw her he smiled. He was alone, of course. She half-expected to find him later,
on her doorstep, but no, he must have taken the train into the city.

She knows there will be more questions, visits more often. They may even close
her down. Move her on. She has already decided she will go, if it comes to that.
New suburb, new ads. It’s the building up of trade she hates the most. She despises
his death already.

Across the street another suburban train slowly pulls out of the station,
southbound. She can see the faces pressed against the morning, hear the warning
bells further up the line. It is a day for clanging bells, for diesel fumes drifting across
the tracks, for insects to click their wings in the hot, still air, their frenzied signals
carried abroad. The old man is dead. She does not know what will happen next.

Had she ever been in one before? Yes . . . once. How did he think she came to
this country in the first-place? It was then that she learned of his distrust for planes.
A hangover from the war, he said. She only remembers now because he usually
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said so little. There are boats, he said. She remembers laughing, then feeling almost
ashamed. Yes, she lied, there are boats. Just a simple old fool, she muses. Harmless,
until now.

Her headache is pounding. She must get up. Another coffee, at least. In the kitchen
she uses the bench for support, shrugs off another panadol. They have asked her
not to leave the house just yet. It can only mean trouble, although she knows they
know it was an accident. They are a worry, though. The police. They never give
anything away unless they have to. The younger cop has already taken it upon himself
to search her own room, sifted through the few precious things remaining to her.
Clean, she knows. Just then she could hear him rummaging about in the children’s
room. Now he has stopped. Steam dances from the open-mouth of the electric jug.
She reaches up for the coffee once more.

They have finished . . . almost. More questions while the others wheel the body
along the passage. She dare not look. There is nothing more to see, however. They
sit facing each other, Ms McKeich and the senior officer. Where did he come from,
the old man? Hard to tell. She believes he lived locally. Across the tracks, maybe.
She has seen him around. In Coles. Off trains. At the park. No . . . not one of the
raincoat brigade. A loner, perhaps. Who knows? He was polite. A gentleman. She
is feeling weary. They have their body. They have their statement. She feels vulnerable
beneath his gaze, pulls her housecoat tight. She knows he has been staring. She
should be used to the attention by now, but sometimes strange fears grip her. No
further questions. They’ll keep her informed, he says, leaving. She knows they will.

The old man is dead. At last the ambulance is driving the body away. It is just
after ten-thirty and Susan McKeich is shutting out the rest of the morning. Along
her fence a small lizard suns itself, then is gone.
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MARION CAMPBELL

Not Being Miriam

The hangers are hooked away from Elsie. Here’s the set of wooden ones with their
knitted coats still on, survivors from her primary school days when coats were knitted
for everything — hot water bottles, tea pots, the little red maid with the holes in
her head which was the ironing water bottle, and the family dog. He has quite an
army of trousers, navy serge and grey flannel mainly. Why he keeps them all, heaven
knows. Some of them date from way back when cuffs were in fashion but they all
have the razor sharp pleat. He insists on that. Meticulous is Roger. His lip sits like
a satisfied worm in the shadow of his nose, waiting to curl. His sarcasm! She gives
him the chance often enough.

The hooks slide along smoothly. She’s done it so many times that the metal is
polished. There she is. There’s Miriam. Her black eyebrows are arched as if the
universe owes her something. Roger had the photo blown up poster size. There’s
like a breath of rouge sitting on the dusky cheek bone. The way he’s never let up
on the skin she had. Wouldn’t hold a candle to Miriam, he said about Bess next
door. Ogles her enough but. No, that one’s starting to get that weathered Australian
look already, he said. But Miriam had the finest skin, not a flaw, not a single flaw.
Always says everything about Miriam twice. He still puts the entry in the In
Memorium column every year. And the wedding photo with the veil foaming all
around her, he keeps that one on the dressing table.

The scissors are in Elsie’s hand. This time she has parted the trousers with a
purpose. The scissor blade caresses, tracing out spiral lacerations on the glossy skin
of the poster. It doesn’t break the surface.

Your untimely passing dearest Miriam
Put Roger’s mind into delirium
Though later, with the years

A harsh sun dried his tears

And he’s made his home with another
Deep at heart, he’s still your lover

That’s to a word, the notice as it has appeared each anniversary for the past years,
at least ever since she discovered the letter he was sending to the paper. It was funny
how quick she was when it came to reading that one. How suddenly, that’s what
she was: another. And he’s made his home with another. And Roger talking about
himself like that: he. Well. Now the scissor traces spiral lacerations on the skin of
the photo, on the skin of how she looked. Actually her lips were quite thin — they
make a straight line. As an old woman, she probably would've got a profile like
Punch, nose jutting down to the up-thrusting chin. She wouldn’t have looked so
regular featured then.

But here’s Elsie with the breakfast scraps again, her foot on the lever to pop up
the bin lid, scraping off the bacon rind and egg smear and the cereal bits left in
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a soggy soak at the bottom of the bowls, mopping up the milk puddles from under
the toaster cord, picking up the shoes they shook off under the table last night. She
sinks onto a stool. What’s the use, there’s nowhere to stack the dishes anyhow. All
the appliances that Roger gets on discount and seem to be jinxed from the word
g0, that’s what takes all the space. There’s the juicer and blender, the kitchen whizz
and the soda-pop machine and the jaffa maker and the electric can-opener and the
sandwich toaster and the greased up micro-wave and the vertical grill. Or did they
all fall off the back of lorries too? She never really knows with Roger. Still, he does
try to please her with these things. He’s not like that with Kevie. He even reported
him to the cops for taking the Cobra for a spin before he passed his code. And
do you think Roger was willing to go with him to read out the test? Kevie still has
a thing with the reading like his poor old Mum. Roger help him? No, not on your
life he wouldn’t. So there’s Kevie still riding the old bike to the surgical bed factory
in O’Connor. He won’t cut much of a picture with the girls; they expect the boys
to at least have a licence. And all the kids have the cars done up with mag wheels
and fenders and chrome plated exhaust pipes and the baked enamel repaint jobs
these days, that’s what poor Kevie says. But do you think he’s got any sympathy
out of Roger?

The dent in the side of the micro-wave, that’s when he pushed Kevie out of the
way when he asked him for a five dollar loan till pay day. Well, he got his reply
straight away, a lump on the back of the head. Whereas Julie’s all right for the
moment, for as long as she’s Daddy’s Little Girl. You’ve got your Dad’s brains, haven’t
you Jules, he says. Oh yes, nothing but the best secretarial college for Daddy’s Girl.
That’s what he’s decided he wants for her. As long as she accepts that and as long
as she keeps away from the boys, she’ll be all right. He’s already put a lock on the
phone: she’s not running up my bill for boys, he said.

The handles of the jaffle iron are kaput too. That’s from when he threw it at Elsie
for asking what the pink cardigan with the pearl buttons was doing in the back
of the car; that was the time he was hot on Ruby.

Be careful Else, she says. Don’t go back into the bedroom. Do without the Miriam
session. Don’t go to his wardrobe. Don't part the trousers, don't look at her, don’t
pick up the scissors. But the other voices crowd in: Let them see what it’s like when
the work isn't done, with milk puddles under the toaster cord and the soggy flakes
in bowls and the shoes under the table and the bits of nibbled toast that missed
the tidy and the washing and the beds and the vacuuming and the shopping . . .

A bit of the old sherry, why not, it’s rare enough she has a drop and a mogadon,
that’ll take away the panic. Play some music, let the mind wander off. That can’t
do any harm. You've got to fix yourself up a bit old Else, she says to the face in
the mirror backing of the drinks cabinet, get yourself a perm, what about a blonde
rinse this time?

Maybe even the Organ Demonstrator will be there at Garden City, the lights above
him like dandelions blowing out the colour. Like an aerosol spray, sticky droplets
of pink and green light hanging in the air, reflections playing in his brilliantined
hair. There'll be the constant blaze of teeth shaped like . . . That’s what it was, like
the grill of one of those old Anglias. He trained his black eyes on the plant display
in front of him, rotating his smile through the half circle and back, never once looking
at the keys. What a smiler. He pulled out the percussion button. That was when
things really started to move. The brass. And then he did it. He smiled directly at
Elsie. She sagged at the knees but he was beckoning and patting the bench next
to him: Come and join me, m’lass, see what sounds this thing’ll make for you. Eh?
Try some musical magic for once, no obligations! She hadn't felt obliged . . . The
high gloss on the monsterias and phyllodendrons in front was all she could see then
but the feeling of his thigh pressing alongside hers! See, didn’t know you could get
such a sound out’ve them fingers, did yer luv! There had been the money Mum

122 WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988



left her, that at least was hers. Didn’t prevent Roger flipping his lid, though. He
didn’t like the idea of the five free follow-up lessons in your own home.

Since then at Garden City there’s been the Staghorn Fern Society and the
Booragoon Ladies’ China Painting Association and the Skate Board Champions
from the U.S. of A. and the Kung Fu Demonstrators and the Estonian Dancers
and the Match Stick Model Builders’ Association and the Nativity Plays but never
Sammy Schulz the Organ Demonstrator with the music in him. Back she comes
all the way along Leach Highway on the 105 bus with her plastic K-Mart bags full
of compensation shopping.

Of course there are other photos of Miriam she could be looking at. There’s the
one from the Raffles up in Singapore. He’d taken her there on the honeymoon. She’s
standing, her face half in shadows, one knee slightly bent in the pencil skirt. Talk
about slim. Or there’s the romantic one with the Spanish lace fan at a restaurant
somewhere. There’s an open packet of cigarettes on the table and one long one
burning in the ashtray. You can tell she wasn’t a serious smoker or she wouldn’t
waste a good puff like that. That’s why Roger has to switch the light out as soon
as he hits the mattress. He has had his peek at her just before and has to keep her
secure, right behind his eyes, so that it’s all he sees as he moves in the dark towards
Elsie. Even that he’s doing without these days. How she longs for a good cuddle.
Sex, well, his style, the quick poke, wham bam thank you ma’am, she’s never cared
for but a real affectionate hug would go a long way.

The scissors trace a spiral laceration on the poster. Of course, it isn’t a crime written
anywhere is it? Or would this rate as vandalism? Could he have her charged like
he tried to do with Kevie: It’s not like public stuff, not like painting graffiti on bus
stops and that. And after all, it’s only a photo. There should be a law against this,
anyhow, having the first wife hanging about everywhere. She can cut up the
photograph; she can try to do it like peeling an orange, all in one piece for good
luck. She can wear it like the bandages those mummies from Egypt have on. She
can get under the cover with the picture of Her face wrapped around another’s
features. Just to bring him to his senses.

When he stoops to kiss his sleeping beauty Miriam, he’ll find something else. She
laughs a raw laugh. Silly bitch! The dressing table mirror holds her smile as she
turns. Now she’s unpeeling Miriam: this’ll give Else a cosmetic job all right. She
can swallow the cocktail and dream awhile. What was it she put in the sherry now?
Was it valium or librium or serepax or mogadon? Not to worry, she’ll give him the
bleedin lazy fat cow under the skin he so admires. How’s this for packaging, Rod-
ger Dod-ger? This is really somethin Else. She gurgles at her joke.

Who cares anyhow? Who spoke one word to her this morning? He's made his
home with another. Oh yes. Does he even give her a peck on the cheek these days?
Does he give her one kind word? Even Kevie’s stopped talking. He’s got so moody
since that car business. And then Julie comes to breakfast with her Walkman headset
on.

Who has a word for Elsie then?
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DOROTHY HEWETT

remembering . ..

spring and summer

I have lived in this house
where wattle birds

squabble cracking seed pods
open in the heat

at night the branches scrape
across the bull-nosed verandah
before the first light

the white clematis

breaks open like a star

the white corellas

with cold cries

make for the ranges

as the days pile up

I sink into the silence

the iron roof creaks

the native birds the dry leaves
finger brushing the walls

the wind at nine pm

springs up across the harbour
everything speaks

with the old language

of childhood

everything’s familiar

when morning breaks
a honeyeater swings
like an acrobat
shaking the bough
outside my window
the calling doves
echo each other
aching with time

in a fall of water . . .
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and I remember

five years old

tender with love

and toothache

and oil of cloves

in a muslin dress
scattered with blue roses
walking hand in hand
with my handsome father
through the jarrah grove
in a lost land

to see The Desert Song.
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JOYCE PARKES

Miner miens

A grit, with strands of
green, light against the
ore. Iron’s jorum waters
seem to move, the hills

were here in ample floors.
Paths and airstrips stretch

to re-align winding roads

on islands’ compound mines,

making tracts a hive of
saline boroughs, where
the land of sand and stone
softly motions miner’s cup.
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CLIFF GILLAM

Hesperian Varieties:

New Western Australia Drama
at the 1988 Festival of Perth

For many years it has been part of the ambience of the Festival of Perth (though
probably not a part that the organisers would want to include in any marketing
package), for one to stumble across a clutch of local literary hopefuls grumbling
into their post-show drinks about the dearth of opportunity provided during the
annual culture binge for the exposure of their works.

The complaint has been not altogether unwarranted, for despite an occasional
exception to the rule, the Festival has not gone out of its way to solicit work from
Western Australian dramatists. Generally, the practice has been to invite the local
companies to mount a Festival production, and decisions about the plays themselves
have been left to the theatre managements — the proper objects, in the final analysis,
of the dudgeon of the writers.

It is a measure then, of the growing confidence of local theatre managements
in the local dramatic product that the 1988 Festival included by far the greatest
proportion of new Western Australian dramatic writing in its history, rather than
deliberate change in policy by that august body, the Board of the Festival of Perth.

No less than six new plays that can fairly be claimed as new Western Australian
drama premiered at the Festival this year. Of these, two were by writers already
well-established at a national level, two by ‘expatriate’ novices, and two by writers
who have had a long and intimate connection with the world of Perth theatre, but
who are just beginning at the serious business of making plays. Interestingly, two
(in a different combination) were also working journalists. This variety in authorship
was inevitably reflected in the variety of styles, themes and settings of the plays
themselves, but it is notable that four of the six dealt directly with ‘this country
looking westward to the setting sun’, as Stirling once called it, in the sense that the
authors set their characters moving in local landscapes, and addressed in ways at
once parochial and universal the conundrum of “who we are™.

The two exceptions to this ‘rule of place’ were Phil Thompson’s Wantok, a
monodrama based in Thompson’s experiences as part of a two-man theatre troupe
travelling in some of the wilder regions of New Guinea some years ago, and Dorothy
Hewett’s The Rising of Pete Marsh, set for practical purposes in Roman and
contemporary Britain, but aiming for its ‘spirit of place’ at the village floating in
the electronic aether that McLuhan called ‘global.’

The peculiarly personal nature of Phil Thompson’s piece is such that it lies outside
the scope of my concern in this essay. While The Rising of Pete Marsh also excludes
itself from my principal focus, the imaging of the West (in the parochial sense) that
is to be found in the other four works, I will return to it later, for it too is an ‘image
of the West’, if on a global scale, and it comes from the pen of a writer whose Man

WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988 127



From Mukinupin remains, in my view, the one play which manages to capture
something peculiarly ‘here’, of this place, while yet transcending its locale in
addressing its rich themes of reconciliation and celebration. In any case, one feels
obligated to address any new work by one of our pre-eminent dramatists.

The four works I am principally concerned with then are Jennifer Rogers’ Jigsaws,
which had its world premier at the Hole-in-the-Wall Theatre, Jack Davis’ Barungin,
premiered at the Playhouse, David Britton’s Save Suvia Street, premiered in the
courtyard of the Fremantle Arts Centre, and the “horror musical”, Terror Australis,
a Youth Theatre production premiered at the old Astor Theatre in Mt Lawley.
Though all share the feature of being set in Western Australia, the plays exhibit
a remarkable variety of styles, ranging from contemporary comedy of manners to
political drama, monodrama and Grand Guignol melodrama, but for all their
differences (and they are many) all are in one way or another rooted in the past.
Not one of the plays is an historical drama in any conventional sense — indeed
all superficially seem wedded to this present moment. In Barungin this
contemporaneity had a powerful political point, when in a poignant and moving
final scene a roll of the names of Aboriginals who have died in police custody is
recited over the grave of yet another victim. The last name on the roll had been
alive a matter of weeks before the play opened. But throughout the play, slides
showing Aboriginal people in chains, images sliding back through decades of
oppression, remind the audience that black anger and outrage have their roots in
a history of white violence, and that the Aboriginal family at the centre of the play
has been shaped by an inheritance of grief.

In Jennifer Rogers’ Jigsaws, the past is also invoked as the problem of inheritance,
but here not as the inescapable weight of a collective tragedy. Rogers is concerned
with the personal dimension, a pressure of the past exerted by the parents and
grandparents who confound the contemporary desire and impulses of their children
with the invocation of their ‘experience’; who mould, are rejected and re-embraced,
and with whom, finally, accommodation must be made.

Left to Right: Sally Sanders, Leith Taylor, Ros Barr and Lucinda Amour.
Courtesy of the Hole in the Wall Theatre.
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The past is personal too for Hilda Armitage, the old lady fighting to save her
home from the developers’ bulldozers in David Britton’s Save Suvia Street. Hilda
remembers the past, she cherishes it, and can conjure it up in vivid and immediate
detail simply by taking the lid off one of the many jars in which she has stored
the smells which trigger intense memory. But Britton does not allow us to mistake
her respect for the past as a retreat into nostalgia, an evasion of the present. In her
determined fight, to ‘save Suvla Street’, in her loving relationship with her grandson,
even in the pain of betrayal by her daughter and son-in-law, she is very much alive,
in and of the present. Britton’s thesis is that it is necessary to value the past in order
to live with decency in the present, but his play makes the point with a degree of
delicacy and subtlety which belies my bald statement of it.

The rape of our heritage by the seekers of the fast buck is no doubt a contemporary
issue, but it arises from the need to come to terms with our own inheritance as a
community, to understand, assimilate and be enriched by our history. In this sense,
Britton’s delightful little play reaches further into our collective psyche, in my view
than do either Barungin or Jigsaws. His Hilda Armitage (beautifully played by Laura
Black) is a marvellously observed character, a working class battler with a ready
wit, and a generous and indomitable spirit. Britton’s keen ear for the varieties of
the Australian idiom, and even its subtle Western variants, brings both her and the
characters she enacts for us (the upwardly mobile daughter and son-in-law, the
disaffected and disillusioned grandson, the beloved emphysemic husband, the crass
and greedy land-developer) to vivid life. The ‘shaping conceit’ of Save Suvia Street,
Hilda’s collection of smells in jars, which stimulate her recollections and reminiscence,
proves an excellent device by which to explore the major theme of the play. If there
is a weakness in the writing, it is in those moments when Britton allows the intensity
of Hilda’s memories to overtake her, and signifies this by moving to an idiom more
‘poetic’. Unfortunately, the diction in these short sequences is simply not compatible

Left: Lucinda Amour and Right: Sally Sanders in Jigsaws.

Courtesy of the Hole in the Wall Theatre.
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with our sense of Hilda — and neither, (which might have made a difference), is
it very good poetry.

The quality of the dialogue, a sensitivity to the rhythms of contemporary
Australian English, together with the editing skills which give concision and ‘bite’
also distinguishes Jennifer Rogers’ first play, Jigsaws. 1t is perhaps Rogers’ and
Britton’s familiarity with the savagery of the sub-editorial pencil which has
contributed to the surprisingly ‘lean’ quality of their work, in contrast to the
frequently ‘overwritten’ character of new plays by dramatists without the benefit of
journalistic experience. In other respects though, the plays have little in common.
Rogers’ play was written specifically to provide greater opportunity for Perth’s
leading female actors to ‘strut their stuff’, and focusses on the idea of ‘sisterhood’
as expressed through and distorted by the vagaries of kinship — mothers, sisters,
grandmothers, and aunts, and extended to include lovers. The motive force of the
plot is young Alex’s decision to live with another woman. The action revolves around
the impact of this decision on the women in her family — her authoritarian matriarch
of a mother, recently divorced and determinedly heterosexual aunt, conservative and
house-bound sister, and an ageing grandmother whose tolerance and compassion
survive a crisis of personal despair to provide a healing strength for all.

While not at all strident in its feminist politics, Jigsaws does attempt to explore
the difficult terrain of female solidarity without falsifying (despite the exclusion of
any male characters) the context of family, societal mores and heterosexual
relationship in which such solidarity is built. The play notes the force of familial
inheritance and the pressures of sibling rivalry which distort the underlying bond
of gender and does not attempt to impose a resolution which would rationalise away
this distortion.

And Rogers’ handling of what is in essence a ‘comedy of contemporary female
manners’ is undeniably skilled and witty. Jenny McNae’s excellent production, and
the justification of Rogers’ faith in their talents evidenced in the finely executed
performances delivered by a cast of Perth’s finest female actors, made for an engaging
night in the theatre. But the play is in the end somewhat brittle and insubstantial.
The limitation of the piece to a single middle class family, able to indulge their
neuroses and tease out their preoccupations to crisis by virtue of the spaces created
by their comfortable affluence, reduces its impact, and denies opportunity for the
emergence of larger resonances we might expect from its thematic concerns with
feminism in the context of familial inheritance. The play has the blinkered quality
of many another contemporary comedy of manners, and for all the recognisable
features of middle class suburban life a la ‘the West’ (Christmas gatherings in the
heat etc.) the people of this play are the international interchangeable bourgeoisie
— we might be in Neutral Bay, in South Yarra, in Chelsea or Oakland as well as
the western suburbs of Perth. If the accents differ slightly, the frames of reference
overlap and cossetted self-preoccupation remains the norm.

Of necessity, Jack Davis has a rather different frame of reference, one which he
has employed in his previous works to jolt the complacency of the kind of audience
Jigsaws will certainly find. In The Dreamers and No Sugar, Davis explored with
both anger and compassion the realities of Aboriginal experience in Australia, and
presented an image of fringe-dwelling family life shaped by kinship ties and a history
of oppression and subjugation which has won international recognition for its
humanity and power. In the context of his previous successes, and given advance
publicity that a newly commissioned work would complete a trilogy, Barungin (Smell
The Wind) was eagerly awaited.

Unfortunately, and despite moments of genuine dramatic power, Barungin
disappointed expectation. I understand that the work went into production even
though the basic script was incomplete, and that much of the work of shaping it
into a ‘free-standing’ play was complicated by the fact that the new material to be
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Barungin in Rehearsal. Franklyn Nannup and Dorothy Collard.
Courtesy of the WA Theatre Company.

incorporated into the performance of the plays as a trilogy in Melbourne later this
year had to be added to to meet the requirements of a full length premier of the
work for the Festival of Perth. Despite the best dramaturgical efforts of Andrew
Ross, the director and collaborator on previous works to whom Davis himself has
given much of the credit for their success, Barungin, as first played, revealed all too
clearly the effects of pressure of time and contradictory practical constraints on the
integrity of the piece in its own right.

Davis’s skills in presenting, without apology, and with deep sympathy, the pressure
of alcohol and the disalignment of cultural values which have led to an uneasy
inhabitation of the twilit world of welfare dependency and petty criminality for many
Aboriginal families are evident in the first half of Barungin, and in the first night
presentation | saw, it was clear that his skills in conveying, through humour, the
strength which sustains existence and survival in such circumstances had developed
further. But, in terms of dramatic development, much of the first half was aimless
and unfocussed, bearing no direct and immediate relationship to the action and
themes of the second half, in which the issue of Aboriginal deaths in custody is taken
up in earnest as both goncrete evidence for continuing oppression and metaphor
for the meaning of the dispossession which is the inheritance of the Aboriginal people.
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In an effort to provide structural coherence, director Andrew Ross chose to
emphasise the linking device of images of Aboriginal people incarcerated, drawn
from the archives as contrapuntal significators to the contemporary stage action
throughout the play; but in the first half, these seem crudely imposed upon the
domestic drama. While they had more immediacy and point given the change in
focus of the action in the second half, during which the Wallitch family endures
in personal terms the horror of the death of a loved one imprisoned on minor charges
(and, the implication is, as much for being Aboriginal as for being an offender),
the sheer speed with which events rushed to their climax, and the lack of attention
to the development of characters beyond their purely functional roles in the unfolding
of the plot, made the images seem crude overstatements of the political (and racial)
point.

In short, Barungin (Smell the Wind) failed both as political drama and as domestic
drama because it tried to be both at once. If the play failed, it was not because the
two stylistic foci could not be integrated, but rather because they had not yet been
integrated. The work seemed, in its opening performance, to reveal an uncertainty
about its own intentions. | hope (and 1 have since been informed that it is indeed
the case) that much more work will be done on refining the script in ways which
are relevant to the integration of the details of domestic life with the political
dimensions of the piece, for despite its faults, Barungin held some promise that it
might eventually realise its ambition, and bring together, in the crucible of
performance, that combination of insight into the detail of human experience and
that understanding of the wider context of history from which the experience of
the here-and-now evolves and is shaped which characterises the work of great
dramatists — those whose work challenges and transforms.

If a confusion of styles and a failure to integrate them can be said to have been
a major fault of Barungin, one has to define the terms of failure differently for the
Youth Theatre production Terror Australis, for in this case, a positive plethora of
styles, and a determination to work on the principle that a farrago is to be preferred
to unity any time seems to have been the deliberate policy of the team of ‘authors’

Barungin by Jack Davis: Left to Right — Franklyn Nannup, John Moore, Kalten Pell, (Back) Robbi
Henry, Dorothy Collard, Aaron Henry, Ted Hill and Lynette Narkle.
Courtesy of the WA Theatre Company.
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claiming responsibility for it. Whether the policy was a wise one is a matter of
judgement. It must be recognised that the team of Gary and Louise Hodge and
Liz and Robin Pascoe, writing for the Youth Theatre Company, began with certain
inescapable constraints in the matter of the style of the piece, in that they were
consciously writing a piece which would give the opportunity for a very large number
of senior high school participants in special drama courses to perform in a celebratory
Festival piece.

Whether such practical considerations justify the outcome realised is another
question — the inclusion of a spoof on Enid Blyton-style adventure stories,
‘naturalistic’ presentation of contemporary Australian high school aged kids, musical
comedy routines, surrealistic evocations of the past, heavy-handed and rather
jumbled ‘mythic’ parallels, and ‘black-light’ theatricality, hardly makes for a coherent
evening’s entertainment, even if the theatrical tricks and the appeals to post-
pubescent peer group prejudices keep your high school audience happy. The core
ideas, such as the collision between European sensibilities and ‘Australian’
egalitarianism, the dark and murderous side of the history of gold rushes, the
metaphor of the deep mines as conduits to the roots of narrative in myth, are all
good ideas in their own right. Beneath each of these ideas lies a deeper connecting
thread of the idea of the presence of the past as a shaping element in the present,
and certainly, in focussing on the Goldfields as a metaphor for the anarchic energies
underlying our entrepreneurial successes and bourgeois satisfactions in the ‘State
of Excitement’ the Hodges’ and Pascoes’ were on to a good thing. But no matter
how many interesting kinds of dried fruit you include, its the baking makes the real
plum pudding, and in my view, Terror Australis was less than half-baked. Above
all, I found it distressing that so many good ideas should have been traded in on
the creation of what ended up being largely an up-market ride through the Ghost
House at the Royal Show. The kids for whom this show was intended deserve
something better.

Which brings us to The Rising of Pete Marsh. I'm not sure what our deserts are
when it comes to Dorothy Hewett — after all, two of her best works for the stage
are still banned by order of law in this State. Nonetheless, the generosity of spirit
and quality of mind and heart which created The Man From Mukinupin is certainly
not capable of vengefully imposing pap upon us as retribution for the sins of some.
And nor has Dorothy Hewett very often allowed a patently unfinished work to be
given public performance. There have been mis-conceived works before — witness
the disastrous Pandora’s Cross, nowadays (and from all accounts thankfully) sunk
from view or any possibility of revival. So I think we must view The Rising of Pete
Marsh as one of those writerly indiscreations which Hewett will either bury forever,
or go at again with a strong sense of the need to begin almost from square one.

This is not to say the piece lacks all redeeming virtue. Like Terror Australis, The
Rising of Pete Marsh is full of clever and bold ideas — unfortunately, and again
like Terror Australis, the multitude of ideas is delivered in such haphazard and
undigested form that the result can only be confusion at best, and boredom and
disdain at worst.

The surreal plot-line, involving the resurrection in contemporary England of a
‘failed’ and ritually murdered druid, attempts to draw together a number of points
about power, in terms not only political and scientific, but also ecclesiastic and to
allegorize the fate of Pete Marsh (sexually anarchic and spiritually pure) in both
his lives as the victim of the corrupting lust for power of those who would make
him over into their image of man. At least, I think that was what was going on,
but so disordered was the system of multiple parallelism of action and character,
and so various were the ideas being tossed around as the ‘plot’ creaked on, it is
impossible to be sure.
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What is sure is that in attempting to give theatrical shape to this ambitious work,
many of Hewett’s surer instincts deserted her, and as a result the work frequently
became banal, offering incongruous and forced connections and some embarassingly
bathetic moments. | recall Geoffrey Gibbs standing over the perspex ‘coffin’ of his
renovated ancient Briton and reminding one of Karloff in the laboratory. Had the
parody been fully intended, one might have enjoyed the joke. But we were being
asked to take this image quite seriously, as making an important point about the
human risk attendant on the power these days bequeathed to the technocrats. The
altogether implausible liaison of ‘greenies’ and the I.R.A. and the involvement of
the decomposing Pete Marsh in an attempt to assassinate King Charles during his
coronation, which occupies much of the second half, seemed to me symptoms of
a failure of creative imagination on a grand scale and strong evidence for the
proposition that even the greatest writers can lose perspective. It is fortunate that
Dorothy Hewett’s reputation is secure, and based in work of enduring power and
genuine vision, for had this been a first work by an unknown writer, it would never
have been put into rehearsal, let alone been given production.

If Pete Marsh was a major disappointment, and if some of the other new works
by Western Australian writers which featured in this year’s Festival did not actually
‘blaze in the firmament’, we should nonetheless be grateful that so much new, and
so much holding great promise, should have been seen. The little triumph of Save
Suvla Street, the assurance and style of Jigsaws, and the genuine, if still raw power
of Barungin are all to be celebrated. From this work we have all learnt a little more
about ourselves and this corner of the wider world, and we have been encouraged
to explore the varieties of our common experience and the contiguity of our past
with our present, in the faith that from such exploration and its sensitive articulation
we will

‘... arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.’
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JOAN FOX

Story

This is the story of my life.

Put it off.

Keep putting it off. “Procrastinate” is too simple. Put it off until you've missed it.

Do things for other people. It will delay the moment when you have to do
something for yourself. They’ll get tired of it. Tired of you. Tired of stirring a promise
they thought you showed, tired of prodding a talent you’re probably the only one
knows doesn’t exist. One can be facile. One can have facility. One can be easy. One
can be tired. One can be lazy. One can gaze out of the window at a sick tree and
wonder whether that tender growth is a bud or a dying leaf. One can work at a
set task, use references, admire people who haven’t put it off, who have laid
themselves open to rejection or acceptance. To reject or to accept are affirmative.
To be ignored is negative. “Ignored” — not to know, to be ignorant of, to not know
about. “Savoir” — to know. “Savoir faire” — to know how to do. And I have now
used my first, second and third person.

We gave that tree some systemic powder and watered it in, in the dark. Perhaps,
if you’re going to get at a system, you shouldn’t try it in the dark. That tree, about
a year old, is not looking any better than it did before we tended it. By next summer,
when I'm not here, it should be tall enough to shade this old table from the early
morning sun. How do you guarantee growth? I gave it love and attention and was
proud of it; and now it’s sickly. It has lost its integrity. It has dryness and greyness
and is curling up and shutting out the light from itself. Are those leaves curling-
up-sick or curling-out-opening?

That’s my talent tree. It, too, was young and promising and going to grow enough
to cast shadows so that between the shadows it illuminated where it grew. Rain
would nourish it, winds bend it, sun assert it. Talent is not chronologically defined.
It can be hidden beneath the ground of growing for years. Then one day it is exposed
and if it’s strong enough it will put down roots, push aside its husk, reach tentative
shoots to the light, be nourished from its past, push out into a world which will
test its resilience, its survival. If it’s not strong it will shrivel, crumble, dissolve in
the rains which could have strengthened it, wither in the sun which could have tested
it, would in the earth it could have drawn vigour from, disappear.

Shall I make that my talent tree? Shall I test myself in loneliness as that was tested
when it was taken from the shelter of its pot (root bound) and forced into the extent
of the ground beneath this window? It flourished, it grew, it was fed, it made beautiful
where it stood — for a little while. Now, it looks as if it might not survive, forced
north by the south wind, forced east by the wall, forced upward by optimistic
attention. No, it can’t be my talent tree. My talent, if it ever existed, was never forced.
It was fed by the language it was born into, an environment of tolerance and books
and security, restricted by a wall of shyness over which it might spread tentative
young shoots, gentle hopes of blossoming. But it kept walls. It kept the wall of
conformity to hide behind, it kept its shelters. It expressed itself in answers, in letters,
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in essays, in study in reactions, in the comfort of the shade of others’ walls. It
accommodated as it was moved from garden to garden. It did not want to grow
into the heat and the gales. It would not test itself. Be honest. / would not test it.
Initiative should have been mine. Systemic powder I had, water it in I did.

And now let’s have a look at the tree outside my window — outside and close
up. The ground is moist, the trunk is strong, the roots seem firm, but so many brittle
leaves break when tested that it’s a very sick tree. Rootbound in the pot. Perhaps
it was taken out too late. If I had taken my amorphous talent, my elusive talent,
my mysterious talent, my suspect talent, my well-beloved talent out of the pot, would
its roots have been in a little plastic net designed to direct its growth but in the event
choking it, stultifying it, hardening it, killing it? Too much protection, too much
kindness, too little exposure, who knows whether seed promise was even there.

Here is the once upon a time of my talent. “She has a way with words”, “She
writes poetry”, “By all accounts clever” (in a patronising reference). She sings, she
dances, she does well at anything she tries — up to a point. Then, if there’s a threat
of exposure, a demand for assertion, a blow to be taken, who knows better than
I what she has done, does, will do?

I hide behind laughter those domestic attributes I might have cultivated to become
skills — cooking, sewing, housework. I make a virtue of a lack of application. I
exchange laziness under the guise of helplessness for the capability of exasperated
others. I justify not being good at anything by pretending I place no value on it.
I deny discipline by believing I'm too independent to be organized. First work, then
children, then study, then nothing, all walls for apathy to lean on. “Remember what
peace there may be in apathy.” There is no peace in apathy. There is only apathy.

Believe it or not, this is subversion, what I am writing. I'm trying to undermine
a wall. I'm trying to scrape — make the first scratch at — a tunnel under the wall.
At my grandmotherly age I don’t think I'm agile enough to climb it and fall down
the outside. If I tunnel a way out then I might stand up outside. Then, indeed, I
might try to climb the wall, and fall down on myself, a mingling of attack and
exfiltration which could give shape to that amorphous talent, or flatten it. Then
I could hang it up and peer through it and feel sorry for it and try to understand
where the powder went wrong, where I could have pruned it, shaped it, perhaps
saved it.

To this end I shall leave home. I shall do what I declaimed as my firm intention.
I shall isolate myself, look at my life and do what my son says I must, which is
write about it, truth or fiction. Memory is both. Or I shall write, as my daughter
has suggested, something of the female experience of learning and teaching in small
country schools. Or I shall do some family research which will enrich the history
of the common person, as my other son has believed I should. In his generosity,
in all their generosity, the aim is that I should not stagnate. Or I should write my
stories for children or dig out my poetry and do something about it or edit poems
I have collected from my students. I think I could go over that study by someone
very dear to me on cystic fibrosis in young adults so that it might be published for
a wider audience and wider understanding. That’s what I'd like to do. But I know
perfectly well I'm back to where I've always been. I'm putting it off. I'm putting
off moving out of this old house (oh bold step when I sold it!), of driving my car
until I feel confident and safe in it again, of making the break, climbing the wall,
starting the tunnel, pushing the inertia out of my way.

If Maxine types those five poems and I send them off, what have I done? Scratched
the first scratch? Each was inspired, if that’s the word, by something particular, a
night out, trees in a cyclone, a dog’s death, a daughter’s study, a noun congested
into a verb. If they're rejected, shall I try again? Shall I find what I've done and
see if it’s acceptable, or shall I try something brand new, warts and all, as my son
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enjoins me? Those warts will be the hardest, because they are ingrowing. They have
words but want to go on hiding. I can take my tolerance to others, but should not
to a prohibition of acknowledgement which goes back to the vague fears and
discomforts of childhood. My childhood was secure. My parents, in their pain and
poverty, courage and gaiety, saw to that. What was insecure was what they did not
see, the vague troublings in male shapes which did not touch my innocence, did
not harm me I think. But then, I think, something did. Vulnerability is one thing,
the hauntingness of vulnerability another, made worse shadowed by ignorance and
dreams. What film and television are said to do today was done for me by my reading,
my songs, my impracticality, by the magic of words not matched with the reality
of the senses. Acquiescence was not apathy, nor was it the acceptance of new realities.
Things came to me. I did not go to them. Big things in my life are small to others.
When I slide behind the wheel of my car I feel of it as a venture, without the colouring
of ad-venture but with the tension of some decision of which I am not in control.
I start, I drive, I return, I enjoy the cocoon of the vehicle and an empty road, the
shapes of trees, the privacy of rain, the ghosts in a mist, the triumph of passing
another vehicle, either way, the victory of nonchalance when I have passengers. What
goes with a knock on the door, how shall I be trammelled by offering hospitality,
are my bones really brittle now, will alcohol be the ruin of me? I don’t drink it,
but will it? Do I like physical comfort too much? I can answer that one. Yes, I do.
I'd go camping if I were sure I shouldn’t get that pain low down. I'd go climbing
if I were sure I shouldn't slip or stumble. I still dive into deep-enough water because
once I'm launched I’'m committed and water doesn’t graze you or break you. I know
someone who can look the unforeseen in the eye and be cheerful. I try to foresee
everything. It’s a daunting task.

Now I have to go. He’s sold his house, he tells me, so he can move in here in
five weeks’ time. Bless him, he’s kind, he’s my brother, he, too, lived in this place
from childhood to young adulthood, and I returned and lived here for another thirty
years.

Shall I be competent on my own? Shall I hide? Shall I put my roots down in
an indoor garden?

“— All experience is an arch wherethrough

Gleams that untravelled world . . .”.

I don’t want a guided tour, but I should like company.

“Old age hath yet its honour and its toil.”

God grant me toil. Honour can wait.

That is the story of my life.
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JULIE LEWIS

Spite

When I gave Dean’s shetland wool pullover to the op. shop he said I did it out of
spite.

You knew I loved that sweater, he said.

It had shrunk, I said.

I was tempted to add — what were you planning to do with it seeing it no longer
fits?

I knew very well what he would have done with it. When you live with someone
for a while you get to know what they will do in certain circumstances. This can
be very boring, like walking over territory you are familiar with. There are no
surprises.

I knew Dean would have kept that sweater in the drawer with all his other jumpers
so that once a year he could pull it out and wear it for half an hour, then take it
off and say — with a sigh — that used to be a perfect fit. I'll have to get some
weight off. Then he would put it back in the drawer. But now, instead, each year
he will be able to say — I used to have a very nice Shetland sweater, only Mara
gave it away. She gave all my best things away. I would have liked to have worn
that sweater today.

When 1 was first married nearly ten years ago, I didn’t expect to have a husband
for long. My mother was a war bride. You are technically a bride for the first year
of marriage, then you become a matron. She became a widow and a mother.

My grandmother was luckier. She had been married for five years and had three
children before my grandfather died of appendicitis. People always say history repeats
itself. It just didn’t occur to me that 1 might lose a husband in any other way than
by death. You don’t do you, when you are first married? When 1 told Dean of my
fears while we were still on our honeymoon he gave me a hug and told me not to
be morbid. He intended to live to be a hundred, he said. Eighty, at the very least.

One of my friends says that if you concentrate very hard you can make dreams
come true. I suppose you can also bring about calamities if you dwell on them often
enough.

The cracked pane had been mended with putty. You could see the marks,
depressions really, where fingers had pressed the soft putty over and into the crack.
It was not a straight crack; it curved around in a kind of arc. The broken pane was
never replaced while I lived in the house. It was always there, among my first
memories, and as far as [ know, even after I had left home and my mother had
put in improvements, that puttied window pane stayed there, part of the house’s
history and mine.

Nowadays you wouldn’t leave a window like that. You would either call a glazier,
or if you were handy, would buy a new piece of glass and fit it yourself.

Dean used to like me to dress up. Not too flashy, but with a bit of what he called
style. He couldn’t stand jeans. Women look better in skirts, he said.
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The first trousers I ever owned were when we went on that trip to see my mother’s
mother. | wanted a pair of slacks to wear on board ship. There was a lot of discussion.
In the end my mother and my grandmother decided on a pair of shorts. Blue shorts,
with a slit in the centre of each leg. They reached half-way to my knees. I was
disappointed about the slacks but the shorts had a kind of daring that rather appealed
to me.

Because 1 was brought up in a household of women, men seemed unnecessary.
My grandmother did the cooking and made the household decisions. My mother
was the breadwinner and paid the bills. While I had to be seen and not heard, my
mother and my grandmother were outspoken and honest. I had no opportunity to
learn how to smooth the edges of relationships between men and women. Then I
discovered that men were desirable after all and was encouraged to find a husband.
Preferably a good man (my grandmother’s term) with a steady job. I found Dean.

My grandmother once said she expected my cousin Marilyn to grow up to be
a spiteful woman. You can tell, she said, she’s got thin lips. When I got the chance
I studied my own face in the mirror. My lips were thin, too. My grandmother always
seemed to be able to tell what people would be like. A wet mouth, for instance meant
you were fast. | had no idea what fast meant, but I knew it wasn’t a nice thing to
have said about you. When lip gloss came on the market it was ages before I dared
to wear it although my grandmother was dead by then.

When Dean said, not so long ago, that people with short upper lips were always
thin skinned, the way he said it reminded me of my grandmother. Whenever she
said anything she used to say it with great conviction and I believed her. It was
many years before 1 realised that you don’t necessarily have to believe what you
say, but if you say it forcefully enough other people will believe you.

Dean should have left it at that, but he never knew when to stop. You're too
sensitive, he said.

I admit I was upset because he didn’t like the way I'd cooked the duck. (Actually
he said half-cooked) and that if 1 devoted more time to these things we’d all be
happier. Perhaps I did over-react. I knew it took me ages next day to get the duck
fat off the wallpaper and I was late for work.

When the first few years went by and Dean was still alive I realised I might be
an exception and not destined for early widowhood. If something you expect doesn’t
happen the effect can be quite dramatic. Dean said he could pin-point almost to
the day when this revelation took place.

You changed, he said.

All I remember is that the day after our fifth wedding anniversary I went back
to work. I suppose it was something I thought I would be forced to do anyway and
there seemed to be no reason to alter anything just because things hadn’t turned
out the way I had expected.

I bought a pair of jeans with my first pay.

The marriage counsellor said there are all sorts of theories why marriages break
down. She said it’s all tied up with the balance of power. The weaker partner begins
to feel exploited and the stronger feels their strength is not appreciated. She asked
Dean to bring me along but 1 didn’t go.

There could have been an easy way to explain the resentment I felt towards that
sweater. If [ were writing a novel I might have said it had been knitted by a former
wife or lover and that Dean’s regard for it had symbolic overtones. Or, that I had
knitted it myself at a time of great personal pain, weaving into its fabric a Defrage
catalogue of crimes for which Dean would one day have to pay. There was nothing
like that. Yet I tell myself there is no such thing as a motiveless act. I can understand
that Dean needed a reason.

It was tempting to become defensive.
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. . . everyone can make a mistake.

. . . sometimes one acts impulsively.

That might have satisfied Dean. But not me. I'd be kidding myself if I didn’t dig
a bit deeper; if I didn’t try to discover what made me do it. My friend Glenys would
say, leave it. Accept things at face value. Stop probing. The sweater has gone. Forget
1t.

Trixie Nelson said I was spiteful, too.

My mother had always promised that one day she would take me Home, which
she breathed in the same kind of voice that she used when she spoke of God. She
wanted me to meet my other grandmother.

We had to share a cabin with two nursing sisters. One of them was Trixie Nelson.
She had dark hair and a moustache. When I said, you've got a moustache, she said
I was a spiteful little girl. My mother said, she didn’t mean any harm, Miss Nelson,
it was just thoughtlessness. Miss Nelson went quite red and rushed out of the cabin
slamming the door behind her.

See what you have done, said my mother.

There was a French family on board who had a dark-haired girl about my age.
We became great friends. We walked around the decks, arms twined around each
other with our heads together, extending our vocabularies.

One night Miss Nelson came in and said my mother should put a stop to the
friendship. She said there was something my mother should know and that she hated
to have to tell her. I know she said these things because I was listening. They thought
I was asleep. Next day I wasn’t allowed out of the cabin. Not even for breakfast.
Miss Nelson and her friend and my mother got together and stuck my head over
the washbasin and poured vinegar over my hair.

My mother was gasping and sighing and poking through it. Oh dear, oh dear,
she said. Oh dear, oh dear, you're right.

Absolutely lousy, said Miss Nelson, but don’t you worry. We’ll get her clean before
we dock.

They worked on my hair with vinegar and a fine tooth comb, strand by strand.

Have I got nits?

Don't use that word, said my mother.

Yes, said Miss Nelson.

The vinegar tangled my hair and the fine tooth comb pulled at the roots. I wriggled
and whined but the treatment went on. Every couple of hours it was repeated until
my scalp was raw.

Memories are like old clothes that have been stored away. You remember them
as they once were and forget the effect of time and wear and changing fashion. When
you bring them out of mothballs, they look different.

I don’t suppose Trixie Nelson was just getting her own back.

Dean hadn’t wanted to go to the barbecue. He said he wouldn’t know anyone.
That they were my friends, not his. Once we shared the same friends.

When a relationship doesn’t develop the way you had hoped or has ended painfully,
you switch over to play-back, interrupting the sequence occasionally.

—ifonly. ..

— I should have . . .

— but why didn’t he . . .

You play if over and over hoping that you may be able to replace the reality with
the myth you have created.

They only had flagon wine. I said it wouldn’t hurt Dean to drink wine for once.

The steak was tough. A marriage doesn’t break up because of tough steak.

I said it was only tomato sauce and that 1 would wash the sweater.

Of course the water was too hot. I knew the sweater would shrink.

That sweater was bought at a sale at 309 off.
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ROLAND LEACH

A 7 o’clock sun

Woken by a 7 o’clock sun
to her hair washing across crumpled sails,
and brown legs masting the bed.

Finding no answer
to evening’s two-legged riddles.

And leaving
to wash off a night’s love
in a waiting sea.
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ROLAND LEACH

The Brothers Bagadjimbiri

The brothers Bagadjimbiri named this land.
Urinating on dried spinifex,

colours grew on a white palette,

and heresies of creatures climbed out

from peeling bark.

For grandfather’s grandfathers we lived,
till the white Ngariman came,
and killed the brothers.

Their mother Dilga cried breasts of milk,
to drown the white man,

but they collected it in giant steel cups,
and sold it on every corner.
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GEORGE SEDDON

Cuddlepie and other Surrogates

Among the words that Europeans have used to describe their sense of the Australian
Australian landscape, ‘hostile’, ‘indifferent’ and ‘alien’ are common. Of course the
landscape was not, and is not, literally hostile, but it is literally indifferent to human
emotion, and was certainly felt to be alien by the first settlers, and still is to some
later ones. To make ourselves more at ease, more at home, in this landscape, we
have used a variety of devices to build bridges between man and the natural
environment. These devices are not peculiar to us, but some of their Australian
exemplifications are.

One class of these devices 1 shall call, for the sake of a name, anthropomorphs.
They are human constructs that aim to humanise the natural world, or at least link
the two worlds. My first examples come from the Ricketts Sanctuary in the
Dandenong Ranges on the outskirts of Melbourne. William Ricketts has lived here
since 1935 in 1.8 ha (greatly extended in the 1960s) of mountain ash forest ( Eucalyptus
regnans). It is a steep south-east-facing slope, with fertile volcanic soil and a high
rainfall; a green, dank world of tree-ferns, dripping water, dappled light, and straight
towering trunks of the mountain ash, the world’s tallest hardwood.

Ricketts has made clay figures, fired them in a kiln, and fused them with the
rocky outcrops that characterise the site. He exhibits great technical skill and
considerable artistry in this work of fusion. In some of the best works, the figure
seems to grow from the rock, as with a young Aboriginal boy, whose lines swirl
from the grain of the stone, or an Aboriginal patriarch, whose flowing beard grows
like tapering roots out from a large boulder. The natural quality is enhanced by
water stains, the growth of moss, and the setting. The management of water is
especially effective — there are many fountains, usually consisting of a fine jet of
water from a clay lip welded on to a natural rock outcrop, falling onto a clay tablet
of concentric circles, an Aboriginal motif that is used repeatedly.

We are told what the images mean through clay tablets, of which there are several.
The most prominent tells us that

‘In all this sanctuary there is
one theme only
expressing
reverence for life
in the
New World environment’

Around sixty thousand tourists a year now come to experience this reverence for
life, for which privilege, they pay $2.00 a head. They talk in whispers as if they were
in church, an atmosphere enhanced by the gloom and the cathedral-like columns
of the mountain ash. What do they get for their money?

They get an attempt to infuse spirit and meaning into this beautiful but indifferent
natural environment, to assist white visitors to relate to the environment as the
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Australian Aborigines are said to relate to theirs. In one of two booklets written
by Ricketts to explain his objectives, he quotes the ethnologist Professor T.G.
Strehlow (Songs of Central Australia):

‘mountains and creeks and springs and waterholes are to him (the aboriginal) not merely
interesting or beautiful scenic features in which his eyes may take a passing delight; they
are the handiwork of ancestors from whom he himself has descended. He sees recorded
in the surrounding landscape the ancient stories of the lives and deeds of the immortal
beings whom he reveres, beings who, for a brief space, may take on human shape once
more; beings many of whom he has known in his own experience as his fathers and
grandfathers, brothers, mothers and sisters. The whole countryside is his living, age-old
family tree.’

So this is art with intentions on the viewer, aiming to change his consciousness,
and perhaps this is the reason people respond so differently. They divide fairly quickly
into those who are deeply moved by the experience and those who reject it
impatiently, but what divides the groups is complex, and the subject of this
exploration. It is partly, but not wholly, the division between popular taste, or one
of its expressions, and the educated palate: Yalumba ‘Pearl’ moselle versus a Yering
Chardonnay. But it is not quite so clear as that. The work appeals to the religiose,
to those with a mystic streak, to romantics — in current politico-economic terms,
to the wets. It is rejected by the drys, the classicists, those who prefer the sharp clear
light of day to Gothic gloom and fantasy. Perhaps those antitheses are too simple,
and one should go further. It is not even good of its kind, not good Gothic.

Rather than pretend to be objective, I shall show my hand at once, but still strive
to be fair, because 1 admire Ricketts the man, share many of his convictions, and
respect and pay tribute to his dedication and considerable talents. But I think the
work is humourless, obsessive, derivative, static, and finally, intrusive. I am very
happy to establish my own relations with the natural environment, without his work
coming between us. It is an obstruction rather than a bridge. And finally, most
damning, | find much of it unintentionally comic, although there is undeniable power
and fineness in his best work. .

The first few constructs 1 have illustrated are fin¢ in conception and execution.
Perhaps if they were alone in the immensity of the ash-forest, Ricketts would be
a greater figure. But there are hundreds of the clay figures, the images are highly
repetitive, and they reduce each other rather than mutually enhance. What are some
of the images? First and foremost, there is Willy Ricketts. His face is everywhere,
highly idealised, with finely sculptured classical features, an aquiline nose, and
flowing locks. The living Willy Ricketts is also fairly much in evidence, still pottering
around in his eighties, still working, affable, very ready to pose for the camera, which
he has clearly done innumerable times. His features are not aquiline; his nose is rather
bulbous, and he wears a corduroy bonnet or beret that comes straight out of
Rembrandt’s great self-portrait, which he much resembles (surely the cap is a
conscious choice of self-presentation). Curiously, however, the body of the Ricketts
self-image is not classical but mediaeval, although in varying degree. It is always
slender and emaciated, sometimes ephebic and sensuous, but more often drawn from
those German and Dutch paintings of the suffering Christ with rather spindly, near
disjointed limbs and sagging belly. The chest is usually marked with the set of raised
cicatrices favoured by many Aboriginal tribes, especially in Central Australia.

A second image that occurs much less frequently, but often enough to raise
questions in the observer’s mind, is that of Willie’s mother. Mrs Ricketts has much
the same aquiline features as her son, although rather grim-visaged. The only torso
shows her as flat chested and muscular, with the body of a man. Ricketts had a
hut in the forest, which still stands, although he now lives in a relatively new and
comfortable house nearby, built for him by the State when he gave his land to the
public through the Victoria Conservation Trust in 1961. The hut had only one room.
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While Mrs Ricketts was alive, they shared this room by day, but at night, Willie
left it to his mother, and himself slept outside under the eaves, winter and summer,
rain or shine (mostly the former and rarely the latter). This was his life from 1935
to 1956, when Mrs Ricketts died, and Willie at last moved inside. Whatever else
one may say of him, he was and is tough, and not physically self-indulgent.

But there is more than one way of being self-indulgent. Besides Willie, and Mrs
Ricketts, and Mrs Ricketts and Willie, there is a variety of Aboriginal figures (and
Willie). Not a very great variety, however; they are old men (tribal elders); or young
pubescent girls and young boys. There are no old women, and with the exception
of one earth-mother of uncertain age, no middle aged ones either, in fact almost
no adults at all in the range from about sixteen to sixty. The Aborigines are not
idigenous — in fact there were very few Aborigines in the Dandenongs, which were
too cold, too wet, and not especially food-rich. The idigenous Aborigines kept mostly
to the Yarra Valley and the coast, a much more productive environment, and the
grasslands of the western plains. But the figures and faces in the Sanctuary are desert
people. In fact they are Pitjantjara, with whom Ricketts camped for a time, 250

-

‘The living Willie Ricketts . . . — Courtesy of David Callow.

WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988 145



km out of Alice Springs. What are these old men and young boys and girls of the
desert doing here in the damp Dandenongs? Whatever it may be, they are seldom
left to do it unaided: Ricketts is there helping.

It is possible to put these multiple self-images into an ascending sequence. Ricketts
as kangaroo is one of the few that may be intentionally comic; a Greek head and
kangaroo body, looking rather like Bob Hawke going out to defend the America’s
Cup. Ricketts as Orpheus, the Greek patron of music, is a clever conceit and
beautifully executed, the Orphic lyre a living one provided by two lyre-birds standing
on each side of his head, making a head-dress that is also a kind of New World
pun, since the lyre-bird is a great musician in his own right, and the distinctive denizen
of these ash-forests. Such work has real charm; so does the fired clay pamphlet box,
both functionally and environmentally fitting.

Some groups of figures are powerfully thematic. One bears the title, ‘Betrayed.’
Two crucified figures, one a tribal elder, the other, inevitably, Ricketts, are
surmounted by an evil figure modelled somewhat after the Balinese witch, or malign
god. He has a curious, temple-like head-piece, which on close inspection turns out
to be built up of 303 shells. This is not a hunter, but a shooter. He carries a couple
of rather unconvincing rifles. But his victims are brilliantly rendered, a torrent of
dead and dying native animals falling into a great heap of the slaughtered at the
base. Two small, frightened, gentle forest creatures carry a tablet to one side of the
main tableau, inscribed with the title, ‘Betrayed.” The needless butchery of native
animals in the name of ‘sport’ is vividly evoked, and it is a moving compostition,
but | am made uneasy by the dual crucifixion. The shooter and the animals tell
the story for me.

But these insistent self-images becomes more intrusive, narcissistic and obsessive
as one moves on. Ricketts appears as a protector of young Aboriginal boys in a
close embrace; and he has given himself angelic wings. He appears as the central
figure to three tribal elders, holding aloft a flaming torch, either Promethean fire
— which the Aboriginals had already, and hardly needed as his gift — or as a symbol
of enlightenment, which is presumptuous. In another version of Ricketts as protector
of Aboriginal boys, he has well grown wings, the usual idealised Ricketts face, a
boy on each side at about navel height with encircling arm, and a full frontal nude
figure that is half way between the effeminate and the suffering Christ. This strange
hybrid appears several times, but is transformed through a sequence of images to
a full crucifixion image, a gesture of self-identification that few would care to make
public, although many of us may have messianic delusions in private. Finally, this
sequence reaches its apotheosis as God the Almighty, with a face that is half Ricketts,
half tribal elder, God in a whirlwind, signifying primal energy and creative power.

In the end, 1 come the conclusion that this sanctuary is not so much about
reverence for life as about reverence for William Ricketts. Despite his talent, sincerity
and great dedication, it is in its total effect, claustrophobic and self-absorbed. In
the brutal words of today’s young, it is all a big wank.

Some of this limitation shows in other ways. Artistic borrowings are too obvious.
The God-Ricketts in the Whirlwind, for example, is a Blake echo, and there are
many such echoes that any student familiar with the history of art will identify with
ease. The oeuvre as a whole is dated — it belongs with the Art Nouveau of Ricketts’
youth, not so much the decorative Art Nouveau of Aubrey Beardsley in England
as that of central Europe and Germany, influenced by Nietzsche and Schopenhauer
and Wagner. For example, there were several Czech sculptors — for example,
Frantisek Bilek and Quido Kocian — who were producing work at the turn of the
century that was fusing the man-made with the natural world, and exhibiting these
constructs in a natural setting. It is also worth noting that Ricketts’ art, though
technically and formally skilful, is static. There is no growth: he has been doing
exactly the same thing for forty years and more, and doing what was extant in central
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Europe in 1906, the year of his birth. Ricketts himself has never claimed to be a
sculptor or an artist, but rather a man with a message. For us, however, the medium
and the message interact. The interaction, the product, must be judged as art, whether
he likes it or not. It is, after all, public.

Finally, the proclaimed reverence for life is not wholly in evidence. This is a highly
manipulated environment, although the manipulation is skilful. There are well made
gravel paths, and the water everywhere is controlled, not just in the elegant little
fountains, but after the fountain, in impervious gutters that carry this greatly
accelerated run-off into storm water drains. The trees are still there, but in its basics,
the hydrology does not differ in kind from that of the car-parks around a suburban
supermarket. However, much of this is the work of the Forests Commission, who
manage the sanctuary. The works are an almost inevitable concession to mass
tourism, and Ricketts can hardly be blamed for them, although the manipulation
of the water is originally his concept.

As 1 see it, the reasons for the renewed and continuing popularity of this work
today are not far to seek. It caters for widespread, unfulfilled religious yearnings
in a secular age, and it assuages guilt about our treatment of the Aborigines and
the natural world. By genuflecting at Brother Billy’s altar, people are made to feel
good about themselves, at no cost (other than the $2.00 entry fee). They can then
take afternoon tea at “Churinga”, opposite the sanctuary, as recommended by the
Forests Commission, walk to the nearby large paved car-park, and drive back to
suburbia or on to the next sight, perhaps the National Rhododendron Gardens,
which is also very nice on a Sunday drive, especially in late Spring.

If I seem to be dismissing Ricketts’ work as up-market garden gnomes, I would
urge that not only is that not quite fair to Ricketts, it is not quite fair to garden
gnomes either. The gnomes are in themselves an interesting phenomenon, and part
of my subject. What are they for? What needs do they fulfil? The Little People of
Ireland, and Snow White’s Seven Dwarfs seem to be the progenitors. The Little
People were taken very seriously in Ireland — beings of great power who could
mediate between ourselves and the natural world, benign if we retain their favour,
malign if not. Puck, Tinker Bell, the fairies at the bottom of the garden, Pan, the
dryads, are all remnants of this animistic world of our ancestors, which bore many
similarities to that of the Pitjantjara. But our animistic beliefs declined into folklore,
became the relict superstitions of isolated rural communities, and at length, the raw
material for children’s books, comic strips and Walt Disney. The garden gnomes
testify that the urge to propitiate the deities of the natural world is still there, but
that it can only be admitted in a joking, self-conscious way.

My next examples of anthropomorphic constructs designed to link us emotionally
with the natural world come from Paul Buchlak and Jenni McMillan, who live in
a slab house they have built themselves in a remote site by a tributary as it enters
the Snowy Gorge in the wilds of north-east Gippsland. They make no claims for
themselves and do not look for converts, living a life of their own choosing for no
one’s sake but theirs, but they live very simply, making few demands on the landscape,
which they do not seek to manipulate beyond the immediate bounds of their hut
and small kitchen garden, other than to control the noxious weeds which are one
of the legacies of the days when this was cattle country. They both make clay figures,
and Paul makes designs for posters and postcards, which are on sale in Buchan
and the store at Seldom Seen on the Snowy River Road, near Wulgulmerang. Their
work is not presented as art so much as entertainment. It is more literally
anthropomorphic than Ricketts work, in that non-human creatures are given some
human attributes, in a tradition that has been long established by children’s stories.
The group of wombats, foF example, are all splendidly dressed in soft felt hats —
all modelled from clay — striped shirts with neckties and flowing coats. They elicit
an immediate reaction of delight from most people, because, I suppose, they are
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Mr Platypus at Home.
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avery Australian version of a well-established tradition. They are cuddly teddy bears,
but all the more comic and attractive because they are all so serious. Jenni McMillan
modelled them.

Paul Buchlak is a Czech. His postcards combine the kind of North and Central
European imagination that gave us Grimms Fairy Tales, with an obvious love for
the Australian bush and an intimate and accurate knowledge of its creatures. His
pygmy possum, for instance, is accurately drawn, and so is its setting, yet it also
seems to say ‘shy forest creature’, while the setting is enough gnarled and twisted
to suggest those dark European forests that are mysterious, perhaps benign, perhaps
threatening. Mr Platypus at home with his pot-bellied stove is in a very familiar
children’s book idiom — Wind in the Willows for example. His house, however,
is much like the house Paul has built himself, except that Mr Platypus’ chair, is
naturally, sitting in water. The bush-rat in his library is in a bush-world, but a very
well ordered one. Paul’s toolshed shows a similar order, with the simple beauty that
a wholly functional order can evince. The house, externally, is not so perfectly
ordered. Its natural materials and rough bush carpentry are informal enough to
harmonise with the untidy Australian bush setting with its leaf litter and fallen
branches. Fallen timber fuels their pot belly stove. Solar panels heat their water.
Pot herbs around the house and a small vegetable garden on alluvial silt near the
river are the only demands they make on their setting.

My third example of anthropomorphs comes from May Gibbs, the earliest and
perhaps the most complex of the three. Cecilia May Gibbs was born in Cheam Fields,
Surrey, on 17 January 1877. Her parents had both attended the Slade School and
had therefore had some training in art. They emigrated to South Australia in 1881
when May Cecilia was four years old. They tried farming at Franklin Harbour, and
failed, so her father became a draftsman for the Lands Department in Adelaide.
He next took up land with a group, including his brother George, at Harvey in south-
western Western Australia, but gave up in 1887 and went to Perth, where he first
farmed at Lake Claremont. In 1889, he joined the Lands Department again as a
draftsman, where he spent the rest of his working life. After a short time in a house
on Murray Street in Central Perth, the family moved to ‘The Dune’ in South Perth,
which then remained her parents’ home for the rest of their lives.

In 1900, May made the first of three return visits to England (with her mother,
with whom she fought on and off), and took art lessons at Chelsea Polytechnic.
She returned to Perth at the end of 1901, where she got a few assignments as an
illustrator, but was unhappy and returned to London in 1904. She was back in Perth
in 1905, and worked for the Western Mail. She escaped to Uncle George’s farm at
Harvey as often as possible, and this formed a major part of her early ‘bush’
background. She returned to London yet again in 1907 — at the age of 32, and
again with her mother. She was employed by Harrap and Co for book illustrations,
and met Rene Heames, who became her life long companion. Mother disapproved
of Rene. The trio returned to Australia, first to Perth, but Rene and Cecie (May’s
mum) clashed, so the two young women went to Sydney, and set up house at Neutral
Bay. May prospered in Sydney, won contracts with Angus & Robertson and the
Sydney Mail, and established herself as an illustrator. She lived in Sydney for the
rest of her life, where she died in 1969 at the age of 92, by which time she was the
author and artist of eight children’s books and innumerable comic strips. She kept
‘Bib and Bub’ going until 1967, her ninetieth year.

She kept in touch with South Perth, and made several return journeys by sea,
including a long holiday in 1918, which culminated in 1919 with her marriage to
Mr J O Kelly, a well-educated and charming Irishman, more than ten years her
senior — May was then 42 — virtually penniless and virtually without occupation.
He became her business manager, duties he performed indifferently, and remained
a man-about-town. May was the breadwinner. They were married at the registry

WESTERLY, No. 2, JUNE, 1988 149



The Gumnut Babies — May Gibbs. Courtesy Angus & Robertson Pty. Ltd.

office in Perth during Easter in 1919, spent their honeymoon in Northam — where
the bride absentmindedly signed the hotel register as ‘May Gibbs’ — and returned
to Sydney. After six weeks in a hotel, they moved into a flat in Neutral Bay, where
they were joined by Rene and Rachel, another long standing woman friend of May.

Her character is obscure, and it scarcely emerges from her only biography (by
Maureen Walsh, 1985), other than that she was shy, strong-minded, unconventional
and a shrewd business woman who managed to screw a |5 per cent royalty out
of one publisher, the usual rate at the time being 10 per cent. However, this was
probably simple economic necessity — she had a household of three or four to provide
for, much of her working life.

Her best known book by far was ‘Snugglepot and Cuddlepie’ published by Angus
and Robertson in 1918. It has never since been out of print. The gumnut babies
had made their first unobtrusive appearance in 1913, incorporated in two separate
publications. Soon after, she designed the gum leaf book mark, which is still on
sale (I often use it as a token gift when travelling overseas):

I thought of the Australian gumleaf, which was an ideal shape for a book mark and a
pretty thing. If only I could make it interesting on both sides. In the middle of the night
I awoke, and, in fancy, saw peeping over a long gumleaf, a little bush sprite with a gumnut
on its head. | hand painted them and Lucy Peacock of the Roycroft Library sold them
for me at 5s each. They became so popular, later we printed them and sold thousands
for 6d each (Walsh, 1985, p.96).

She has given the gumnut babies dual citizenship in memory:

It’s hard to tell, hard to say, | don’t know if the bush babies found me or 1 found the
little creatures. Perhaps it was memories of West Australian flowers and trips to Blackheath
(Walsh, 1985, p.95).

This is an interesting comment, and the evidence of the illustrations suggests that
it is very exact. Her drawings are not generalised, but a precise record of the flora
and fauna of the Hawkesbury Sandstone (Blackheath is in the Blue Mountains near
Katoomba) preconditioned by an equally close familiarity with the flora of south-
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western Australia. These two flora are very closely related, given the distance that
separates them, both very rich, and matched all down the line with the same genera
and paired species. There is nothing else quite like them in Australia. The most
surprising thing about May Gibbs is that she is such a fine naturalist. There is no
trace of this in her background in South Perth or her trips back and forth to art
school in London, and her biographer does not address the question. It was
something of a Western Australian tradition for cultivated young ladies, from
Georgiana Molloy to Barbara York Main and Rica Erickson, but she must also
have had opportunity and some tutelage — perhaps from Uncle George at Harvey,
but not, one would think, from her parents, whose culture seems to have been of
the provincial salon.

Her gumnut babies seem to me to be primarily based on the marri, Eucalyptus
calophylla, which has an exceptionally large, woody fruit (the gum nut), and long
dark green, glossy, curving leaves with a prominent, reddish midrib, red leaf stalk,
and ‘fine regular parallel veins at 50-70° from the midrib. Intramarginal vein close
to the margin’ (Hall Johnston and Chippendale, 1970, p.30). These are all
characteristic of the bloodwood group of eucalypts, including E. ficifolia, the red-
flowering gum of south-western Australia, indigenous only on the south coast, but
widely planted, with a nut even bigger than the marri. On the east coast, the red
bloodwood (E. gummifera) is common on the Hawkesbury Sandstone, and the
spotted gum (E. maculata) is also very common along coastal New South Wales.
But I think her gum nuts are based on the marri, such a distinctively beautiful tree
around Harvey, the memory reinforced by E. ficifolia and the Sydney bloodwoods.

The Banksia Men are certainly Western Australian, on the author’s own authority:

The Banksia Men arrived in this way. When | was out walking, over in Western Australia,
with my cousins, we came to a grove of banksia trees, and sitting on almost every branch
were these ugly little, wicked little men that | discovered and that’s how the Banksia Men
were thought of (Walsh, 1985, p.106).

A wicked Banksia Man
— May Gibbs.

Botanically, they fit fairly well with the large cobs of Banksia grandis common
on the Swan Coastal Plain (or at least it used to be: Banksias have proven highly
susceptible to Phytophthora infection around Perth). However, several banksias have
similar cobs including the Saw Banksia, Banksia serrata, which is common around
Sydney. The wiry, curling black hairs in which the body is covered are the twisted
pistils of withered flowers. Only a few of these flowers are successfully fertilised.
and these warty dry fruits or follicles make up the eyes, ears, nose and other features
of the Banksia Men.

May Gibbs’ comment that the image was formed in the West is illuminating on three
counts. That she was out ‘with my cousins’ indicates that she was at Harvey, since
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The bush newspaper, Eucalyptus haemastroma — May Gibbs.

her father’s brother George was the only relative in Australia. That she had identified
the Banksia Men shows that the anthropomorphic leap had been made well before
she moved to Sydney; and that she saw the Banksia Men as wicked shows that she
had invented that imaginative polarity of forces that drives the action of her narrative.
In other words, all the primary ingredients of Snugglepot and Cuddlepie came from
the West. Indeed, she must have become a naturalist at Harvey; she could not have
done so living in inner Sydney with occasional train trips to Blackheath. Her
knowledge of marine biology, which is evident in Little Ragged Blossom and More
About Snugglepot and Cuddlepie, published in 1920, was also probably derived
largely from the Swan estuary and Indian Ocean, although again reinforced by
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Sydney’s coast. The Medical Journal of Australia reviewed this book somewhat
unexpectedly:

Apart from her charming humour and style, Miss Gibbs is a naturalist of class. She knows
every leaf and twig of the Australian bush and judging from her knowledge of sea cornets,
anchovies, anemones and the like, she would seem to have spent at least half her life down
in the mysterious deep.

The whimsical illustrations compete for supremacy with the text.

Some of them are in colour, but all of them bring a sparkle of merriment into the eye
and a chuckle into the throat. We wish this delightful little volume a happy voyage into
every Australian home (in Walsh, 1985, pp.121-122).

One other incident seems drawn directly from Perth: Snugglepot and Cuddlepie pay
a visit to White City; ‘they had honey sticks and dew drinks at the refreshment stall.
They went on the switchback over and over again’ (Snugglepot and Cuddlepie pp.15-
16). White City was a generic term for amusement parks with their canvas tents,
and there was one in Sydney near Trumper Park in Paddington, but that was remote
from Neutral Bay. ‘White City’ in Perth was at the foot of William Street, just across
the water from South Perth, and by the ferry terminal.

If the genesis and perhaps the mood of her work are Western Australian, much
of the detail is clearly not. Mr Kookaburra appears for instance, and koala bears,
neither of which were native to the West, although both have been introduced. There
are many distinctive plants of the Sydney region, such as the scribbly gum,
Eucalyptus haemastoma (Snugglepot and Cuddlepie, p.9) which turns out to be the
bush newspaper, or the New South Welsh Christmas Bell, Blancoa canescens (in
Walsh, 1985, p.4).

The first book is like all the later books. It is full of inventive humour — like
Lilly Pilly, for example, and her father, Mr Pilly. There are some good one liners,
such as the following dialogue between Snugglepot and Ragged Blossom:

Brush-tail possum caught in a trap — May Gibbs.
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“I'm sorry I've no clothes,” he said. “Where | come from they don’t wear any.”
“That doesn’t matter,” said little Ragged Blossom. “It’s better to be a kind Nut with no
clothes than an unkind one all dressed up” (Snugglepot and Cuddlepie, p.20).

— sentiments which one might expect to hear on Swanbourne beach in the 1980s,
but not from a Victorian maiden lady. She was clearly a conservationist well before
her day, a trait which shows itself repeatedly, for example in the story and illustration
of the possum caught in a trap (p.22), but she is too good a naturalist to talk about
reverence for life — in fact she is very off-hand about death and killing, both of
which occur with some frequency in the book. At the very beginning of the story,
a greedy Owl had carried off Snugglepot, thinking he had got a tasty pink mouse.
When he saw his mistake he dropped Snugglepot, who fell through the window of
an Ant’s house.

A tired night-nurse saw him coming, but before she could do anything he had crashed
in and killed several babies. This was a blessing for Snugglepot, but it was sadly hard
on the baby ants.

“I'm so sorry,” said Snugglepot.

“It can't be helped,” said the Nurse.

“What will their mother say?” asked Snugglepot, brushing tears from his eyes.

“She won’t know,” said the Nurse, “we have three hundred babies in the house” (p.7).

One ant more or less would hardly be noticed. The book is full of violence, but
it is all narrated in an amused, matter-of-fact tone. Snugglepot and Cuddlepie sit
on Mrs Fantail’s eggs, go to sleep and break them all. Mr Lizard kindly brings a
couple of replacements, but they turn out to hatch two young lizards. Mrs Snake
is cast as a villain, along with the Banksia men, but even she is not really villainous
— snakes are merely snakes. Snakes eat small birds and frogs. The Kookaburra
eats snakes. This calm and clear-eyed acceptance of ecological reality is one of the
remarkable features of the book, greatly in advance of English children’s books of
a similar vintage, and it has occasioned both praise and blame.

‘One day | received a letter, a very angry letter, saying that it was wicked to make drawings
of these Banksia Men to frighten the lives out of children. He'd torn the page out of my
book where Banksia Men were on it, and scribbled it all out and dashed it with a heavy
pencil, and wrote me a very nasty letter.

I think getting accustomed — | mean, children getting accustomed — to ugly things like
Banksia Men and that sort of thing, it strengthens them if anything, and then they find
that they’re not all bad, things are not so bad as they seem’ (in Walsh, 1985, p.106).

Most critics of children’s books today would support her:

Gibbs has a firmer grasp on the grimmer realities of life for a five year old and for us
over-fives, than comparable English writers such as A.A. Milne and Beatrix Potter. The
dangers and nasty characters the intrepid bushbabies face emerge from darker regions of
the subconscious than Milne's “Heffalump™ or the foxes and Farmer MacGregors in
Beatrix Potter. The giant squid and giant octopus, dark holes and spiders, snakes and
Banksia men of The Complete Adventures of Snugglepot and Cuddlepie focus on strangely
recognisable images; the unspoken and nameless horrors of childhood. Not the least of
May Gibbs’ achievements is the way, however unintentionally, she releases and copes with
these images from the collective unconscious of children (in Walsh, 1985, pp.106-108).

The humorous control is the main feature of all these books, and they seem very
sane to me. May Gibbs’ own life certainly raises some questions, and there is one
feature of her illustrations that is almost obsessive — the presence, on almost every
page of every book, of bare babies bottoms, nearly all males (the girls had stamenoid
skirts, although these tended to ride up behind, too). Most good children’s books
have come from men and women who were not cast in the common mould, and
May Gibbs is one of them.
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And that completes my sample of anthropomorphs. They lead to no easy
conclusion, since the primary question is ‘What are they for?, and that is not easily
answered, although there are some partial answers. They are a survival into the
present of an animistic world view that may still have some value in the processes
of growing up, by familiarising the unfamiliar, for children. They may have
prophylactic value in giving names to nameless terrors. The most memorable
children’s books seem to do this — the Banksia Men belong to the same genus as
the Red Queen in Alice in Wonderland. ‘Off with her head’ is also under comic
control, so the delicious thrill of induced terror can be enjoyed in safety. Snugglepot
and Cuddlepie themselves belong in a slightly different category, along with teddy
bears: they are comforting surrogates for maternal protection, although by inversion.
The child reassures teddy, and is thus reassured, and in like manner shows protective
concern for poor little Cuddlepie. In short, these are all coping devices, as are
Ricketts’ figures, which are ways of coping with guilt and alienation.

As for ‘reverence for life’ and ‘conservation’ — these phrases are vacuous as general
terms. Life consists endlessly in making choices, rarely simple or easy ones, and the
art, skill and ethical achievement of a life well lived consists in making more good
choices than bad ones. Paul Buchlak and Jenni McMillan are not absolute
conservationists, but they live in harmony with their environment, and make few
demands on it. May Gibbs does not show ‘reverence for life’, but she exposes cruelty
and teaches a familiarity with the bush that is more likely to breed respect than
contempt.

NOTES

1. Gibbs, May, Snugglepot and Cuddlepie. Angus and Robertson, Sydney, 1918.
2. Hetherington, John, ‘Billie Ricketts: Evangelist in Clay’ in Uncommon Men. F W Cheshire, Melbourne 1965.
3. Walsh, M., Mother of the Gumnuts — her life and work. Angus and Robertson, Sydney 1985.

Illustrations by May Gibbs are reproduced by permission of Angus and Robertson Publishers.
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HAL COLEBATCH

Tewkesbury Abbey

Massed, town on town, the empty churches stand,
caskets and cenotaphs, crypts of gold and lead.
Places like these are all about the land:

museums to a faith not dying but dead.

On a table, pamphlets in a desperate heap:

quack herbal cures, a promise of peace of mind.
Among the ancient tombs we find

something escaped from its long untended keep
via distilled plant leaves. Faith lost and science lost
but something still alive, something no longer bound
pushes between these cool abandoned stones

back to the light of day from underground

where ancient builders’ work is cracked by frost,
and the Clarence Vault is a glass box full of bones.

So it seems at first, seeing these walls

silent in thin chilly winter sun

facing the Tudor houses. History grips one

heavy for a moment. Or is the thing that falls

here closer than history? Of course one sees

a dead faith here, and what lives in the land

upon the death of faith. And yet there stand

these walls, these houses, meadow-grass and trees
and stars beyond astrology. There is here

the squalor of the pamphlet, the awakening first glow
of running bale-fire from the far frontier

we dare not cross. Failed minds. Reasons enough for fear.
But there is still a certain way things go

whatever future is now drawing near.
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And that is a defence-line. Things do stand

despite it all. The treason of the clerks

towers skyward, true. Yes, and the ear harks

across time all too well. Perhaps the last fixed land
that we retreat to is that fact

of Cosmos, and of things a certain way.

This is an era like a winter day.

We speak of acts of faith, and yet what act

is now required? First, perhaps, to see

past shifting shapes. And yet the fog of lies

makes that hard enough. These are days

when mere perception looks like courage. Standing skies,
stars and fixed old stone. In these walls and arches we
know that fixed land, a little, through the haze.
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HAL COLEBATCH

Going Back

How odd that jumping into the river
at 5 a.m. in winter

to push a boat off a mudbank

in an Easterly wind

brings back so much forgotten joy.
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REVIEWS

P.AE. Hutchings and Julie Lewis, Kathleen
O’Connor: Artist in Exile. Fremantle Arts
Centre Press, 1987. 326 pp., illustrated.
Paperback, $29.95.

Photograph of Kathleen O’Connor by courtesy of Richard
Woldendorp and Fremantle Arts Centre Press.

The sculptor Jacques Lipchitz, who by 1913
had metamorphosed himself into a leading
member of the Cubist avant-garde, was eighteen
years old when he arrived in Paris from
Lithuania in 1909. ‘In his early months in Paris,
afriend took him to Vollard’s gallery. Years later,
Lipchitz recalled:

I can still feel the sour taste with which the
paintings of Renoir left me, and the complete
blindness 1 experienced in front of The
Struggle of Jacob and the Angel by Gauguin.
Later, every time | saw this painting again,
I was astonished at how I could have failed
to see what it represents. How raw I was when
I first came to Paris!”

This quotation, of which more later, is taken
from the second volume (p.425) of the massive
catalogue of the major exhibition * “Primitivism”
in 20th Century Art’ held at the Museum of
Modern Art in 1984. Having just read this in
conjunction with the equally weighty catalogue
of the Royal Academy’s 1987 exhibition of
‘British Art in the 20th Century’, which also
seems to have been designed to be handled by
a medium-sized industrial crane instead of the

average armchair reader, it was with aching
biceps and genuine physical relief that I turned
to Kathleen O’Connor: Artist in Exile.

This is an extremely handsome and easy to
handle book (the page-size being much the same
as that of Westerly), which fully maintains the
very high production-standards and adventu-
rous policies of the Fremantle Arts Centre Press.

It is also an extremely generous volume,
opening with a first-rate biographical study by
Julie Lewis which occupies about one-third of
its length, and moving on to an equally first-rate
full-length critical survey by Patrick Hutchings
of O’Connor’s works and the influences of other
painters upon them. The biographical study is
enlivened by seventeen captivating black-and-
white illustrations. These include: several
photographs of O’Connor herself at various ages
from twenty-one to ninety-odd; reproductions of
such printed ephemera as the cover of the Salon
d’Automne exhibition-catalogue for 1913 and
the invitation to the vernissage of O’Connor’s
Galérie Allard exhibition of 1937; a facsimile of
her illustrated fashion-page ‘Paris Letter’ for a
1928 issue of the Perth magazine Town Talk; and
a photograph of the Café du Dome which
cleverly contrives to include a poster for the 1925
Salon des Artistes Décorateurs.

The arguments put forward by Patrick
Hutchings in his critical survey of O’Connor’s
oeuvre are well supported by a further twenty-
three black-and-white illustrations. These
include eleven paintings by O’Connor herself,
four photographs of her printed fabric-designs,
and reproductions of paintings by such
influences on her work as Florence Fuller,
George Clausen, H.H. La Thangue, and Isaac
Israels. In addition to rhese illustrations, the
volume contains twenty first-rate colour
reproductions of O’Connor’s work, as well as
sixty-three (sic) small black-and-white
reproductions of all the works exhibited in the
Art Gallery of Western Australia’s Hommage
exhibition of 1967.

For further good measure, we are also given
the complete texts of six extremely interesting
newspaper-articles by O’Connor herself (e.g. ‘An
Artist’s Topic: French Impressionism’, 1910; ‘Life
of Isaac Israels, Painter’, 1913) which give
valuable clues to her own directions in painting,
together with a list of selected exhibitions in
which she took part, a list of major public
holdings of her works, and (for both the
biographical and the critical sections of the
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book) full and detailed scholarly notes and
references which will be essential and invaluable
for future researchers.

Both the biographical and the critical portions
of the book have been singularly well co-
ordinated by Wendy Jenkins in such a way as
to complement but not repeat each other. Both,
for their respective authors, have presented
major difficulties which they make no attempt
to camouflage. As Julie Lewis points out:

Because Kathleen O’Connor talked very little
about the specific nature of her life in Paris
and left no detailed written record, her
biography depends upon evidence from
documents — correspondence, bills, receipts,
notes of appointments, notices of reviews, her
own annotations and articles written by her.
In addition there are the recollections of
family members, fellow artists, friends and
acquaintances. (p.11)

The overwhelming impression of O’Connor
conveyed by both Lewis and Hutchings, and by
many of the paintings themselves, is that of an
‘outsider . . . who, for all sorts of reasons, would
never be wholly part of the scene’(p.34). She was
certainly not a ‘joiner’; given what appear to have
been the usual opportunities, she joined no
artists’ groups in either Paris or London. She
‘rarely admitted to being lonely or expressed
deeply felt emotions’ (p.84), and this
unwillingness or inability to express such
emotions (if indeed she had them) is reflected in
the letters of her correspondents, none of whom
writes to her with genuine warmth.

Our sense of loneliness and isolation here is
strongly re-inforced by the book’s evocation of
life in Perth up to circa 1960, a recently vanished
and desolate world devoid of Boeing 747s,
television, and outdoor cafés, in which, as
recently as 1961, the Art Gallery of Western
Australia could refuse to buy one of O’Connor’s
oil-paintings. It was also, one is reminded with
some astonishment, a period in Western
countries as a whole when there were no
coloured slides of one’s work to show to galleries,
when there were few mass-produced illustrated
art-books, and when an artist’s first one-man
show usually took place round about the age of
forty-five. O’Connor was sixty years old when
she had her first proper one-man exhibition
(please note my rejection of suburban-kitsch
assumptions about ‘sexist’ diction).

Patrick Hutchings arrived in the never-never
land of Perth as it was in the mid-1950s, and (to
the best of my knowledge long before anyone else

had thought of doing so) soon began to pay
sustained and serious critical attention to the
work of local artists, writing and broadcasting
about them with characteristic wit, erudition,
clarity, enthusiasm, and a highly commendable
catholicity of taste.

These qualities are fully displayed in his
present major essay on O’Connor’s works, which
is bedevilled at every turn by the extremely
complex issue of their dating. Equally responsive
to and convincing about facture, tone, and
iconographic significance in the paintings of
O’Connor and her influences, Hutchings
addresses himself to two central problems
connected with her ‘Impressionism’; firstly: “ . . .
What Kate O’Connor would have taken
“Impressionism” to mean in the 1890s-1900s’
secondly: ¢ . . . Why did she not have an artistic
“conversion”, immediate and radical, after seeing
the Monet Water-lilies studies in 19097’ (p.141).

This is not the place to attempt a summary
of Hutchings’ complex and highly professional
art-historical discussion of dates and influences.
However, a general answer to the second
question which he poses is perhaps suggested by
his own quotation from Sydney Thompson (‘The
Invisibility of Modern Painting’, p.163) and by
the quotation from Lipchitz with which I began.
O’Connor thought highly of Monet, as it
happens; but there is unfortunately no guarantee
whatsoever that any of us can properly
appreciate and absorb the work of a particular
painter or writer, however great he may be
judged by history, on our first or indeed any
subsequent encounter.

When we turn again to the colour-plates in
this very readable and surprisingly inexpensive
book, vexed questions of biography, chronology
and influences fortunately assume a secondary
importance. For O’Connor clearly made herself
into that comparatively rare thing, a very fine
and fully professional painter (as opposed to a
draughtsman and all stages in between) in the
great French tradition of belle peinture. She is
Australia’s (or New Zealand’s?) best French
painter, and finally, as Hutchings rightly says:
¢... It is [her] paintings that are the chief
documents of Kathleen O’Connor’s life’ (p.121).

I have only two complaints to make about this
book: one of them public, the other personal.
Firstly, I regret that such an admirably inclusive
volume should not include a convenient list of
its many fine illustrations. Secondly, it is known
to some at least of my acquaintance that for
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some years now | have taken a particular (but
in fact often grudging) scholarly interest in the
connections between early-20thC  ‘abstract’
painting and early-20thC occultism, Theosophy
especially. My physical relief on picking up the
present volume was matched by an equally
strong feeling of mental relief that it would be
totally impossible for it to contain any mention
whatsoever of either occultism in general or
Theosophy in particular. I was, alas, quite wrong
(see pp. 43, 110, 174).

Tom Gibbons

Peter Cowan, Maitland Brown: A View of
Nineteenth Century Western Australia,
Fremantle Arts Centre Press, Fremantle, 1988.
404pp. $19.95.

This account of Maitland Brown’s life, in
conjunction with his involvement in the
establishment of corporate stability during the
formative years of the colony of Western
Australia, focuses attention on a man whose
public service, integrity and exploits should have
gained him a permanent place of honour in our
history. Yet, until the appearance of this
biography how many would have remembered
his name? And how many would know the
heroic origin for his memorial, let alone its site
in Fremantle.

Peter Cowan remedies this situation. His
research has been extensive; his treatment in
depth, with care to preserve an objective
approach, particularly so when the subject of the
biography is the great uncle of the author. He
sets out to re-establish Maitland Brown in
historical perspective as explorer, pastoralist,
horse breeder, Justice of the Peace, Resident
Magistrate and politician. Certainly the evidence
provided reveals a man who, throughout his life,
assumed responsibilities with dignity and
demonstrated the qualities of courage and
leadership.

The fourth son of migrants, Thomas and Eliza
Brown, Maitland was born in Western Australia
in 1843. Cowan introduces the reader to a man
who, at the age of nineteen joined Gregory’s
expedition and at twenty-one led the search for
a missing expedition. He was a man who, under
public scrutiny, expressed his honest and
considered opinion without fear of consequence
— more than once suffering the consequence; a

man whose intellectual capacity enabled him to
look beyond immediate necessity; a man of
action who cared about people; a man who was
not afraid to change his mind if he saw a valid
reason to justify revision — such as his attitude
to Responsible Government. The account shows
the havoc that can be caused by rumour,
innuendo and half-truths both by protagonists
and the press. Yet, in following his strong
convictions there seems never to have been a
time when Maitland Brown permitted criticism,
personal ambition or benefit to intervene or
sway his judgement. So respected was the
character and influence of this man that he was
confidently held to be the choice for eventual
leadership into Responsible Government.

He persisted, for years, against opposition in
advocating the role of railways in opening up the
land and his scheme to prevent sand drift in the
dunes of the Geraldton district in 1870 shows
conservation to be no modern concept. Liberal
in his attitude to Aborigines, as seen in the
context of his time, his strong sense of justice
claimed his keen concern for protecting them
from exploitation, yet it also caused him to press
for punishment in what he considered crimes
against settlers. Although he supported
franchise only for people of ‘some property’ his
humanity overshadowed his increasing
identification with the establishment, especially
when any tragedy or injustice occurred — such
as in his strong stand for a decent hospital at
Geraldton, his defence of the Forrest expedition
and in his efforts at obtaining relief for farmers
in loss sustained from rust in crops and from
flood.

The very detailed treatment of some
controversial items suggests there may be a
hidden reason for putting the record straight or
even for laying certain ghosts. Whether this is
so or not, Cowan restores Maitland Brown to
his rightful place as pioneer and statesman in the
era leading up to Responsible Government.

Maitland Brown follows (in time but not in
the writing) A Faithful Picture — the letters of
Eliza and Thomas Brown of York in the Swan
River Colony 1841-1852. With these two books
and the addition of A Unique Position — A
Biography of FEdith Dircksey Cowan 1861-
1932, Peter Cowan has contributed to
continuity in Western Australian history by
completing a sequential family saga originating
so soon after the foundation of the colony.
Although these books are linked, each stands on
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its own. A Colonial Experience — Perth and
York 1839-1888 — from the diary and reports
of Walkinshaw Cowan, a fourth book of history,
runs parallel in time with that of Eliza and
Thomas Brown. Walkinshaw Cowan, the father
of James who became the husband of Edith
Dircksey Brown, arrived in the Colony two years
before Thomas Brown and, in 1851, moved from
Perth to Grass Dale, the first property of the
Browns at York. The creation of this historical
tetrad covers a period of almost one hundred
years.

Cowan'’s fictional style is vastly different from

his historical style. In contrast to tight elliptical
sentences in the former, he employs lengthy
compacted expression. The space permitted in
his fiction for speculation is crowded out in this
biography by the historical vehicle. Reflection
could uncover in his prize-winning novel, The
Color of the Sky, the fictionalized essence of his
private search which, reinforced with what he
has recounted in Maitland Brown, appears to
bear his imprimatur to release the past from the
strictures of nineteenth century mores.

Vera Whittington
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NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS
DIANE BECKINGHAM — born in Western Australia, has published two volumes of poetry, Melting
Point and Small World, and edited Red Acres, her father’s reminiscences.
KAY BORMAN — is a West Australian writer who lives in Osborne Park.

VERONICA BRADY — is a senior lecturer in the English Department at the University of W.A_;
she has published widely in Australian literature.

ROSS BUNCLE — is a student of English at Curtin University, and has had short stories broadcast
on radio. This is the first of his stories to be published.

SANDRA BURCHILL — is a research assistant at the Australian Defence Force Academy. She
has recently completed a PhD thesis on Katharine Susannah Prichard.

ROSEMARY BUSS — was born in England and grew up in the mining town of Port Hedland.
She is presently finishing an English degree at Curtin University.

MARION CAMPBELLs first novel, Lines of Flight, was published by the Fremantle Arts Centre
Press in 1985.

ALEC CHOATE — has published two books, Gifts Upon The Water and also A Marking Of Fire,
which won the Poetry section of the W.A. Literature Awards for 1986.

HAL COLEBATCH — was born in Perth and has published stories, poems and articles in various
magazines.

PETER COWAN — short story writer, novelist and co-editor of Westerly. Amongst his latest
publications are 4 Window in Mrs X's Place: Selected Stories (Penguin) and The Color of the Sky
(Fremantle Arts Centre Press).

FAYE DAVIS — was born in Western Australia. Her poetry has been published in Australian
magazines and she has had a book of stories, Paisley Print, published by Fremantle Arts Centre Press.
STEPHEN FAULDS — lives in Cannington, Western Australia.

JOAN FOX — lives in Albany, W.A. This is her first published story.

TOM GIBBONS — lectures in English at the University of Western Australia, specialising in Early
Modernism. He is also an exhibiting painter and print-maker.

CLIFF GILLAM — has been involved in live theatre in W.A. for the best part of two decades. He
is a Director of the W.A. Theatre Company, and Chairperson of the Perth Festival Fringe Soc. Inc.
Every once in a while he goes fishing.

RODNEY GOODBUN — is from Leederville, Western Australia.

PAUL HETHERINGTON — is a West Australian who has published poems in various Australian
literary journals.

DOROTHY HEWETT — the well known playwright, poet and novelist was guest of the University
of Western Australia in 1987 during the production of her new play The Rising of Pete Marsh.

YU-LI HU — was born in Malaysia in 1954 and has lived in Australia since 1972. He is studying
creative writing at Curtin University and works as a postman. “Room for One” is his first published
story.

ELIZABETH JOLLEY — is one of Australia’s most highly regarded writers, and first published
with Fremantle Arts Centre Press. Her latest novel is Sugar Mother (1988).

ANDREW LANSDOWN’s latest collection of poetry Waking and Always, was published by Angus
& Robertson in 1987.

ROLAND LEACH — was born in 1957 in Perth, and is currently studying for a Master of Philosophy
at UW.A. He teaches English and Literature at Presbyterian Ladies’ College.

ASA le TOURNEAU — lives in Perth and is studying English Honours at the University of W.A.
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JULIE LEWIS — lives in Perth. She has written for radio and her short stories have appeared in
Australian magazines. She has had a biography of Katherine King, On Air, published together with
acollection of short stories, Double Exposure, and the book reviewed in this issue, Kathleen O’Connor:
Artist in Exile.

SHANE McCAULEY — lives in Perth. His book of poems, The Chinese Feast, was published by
Fremantle Arts Centre Press in 1984.

CHRIS McLEOD — won the Donald Stuart Short Story Award (1987) and was runner-up in the
Randolph Stow Literary Award (1987). He has previously had work published in Westerly.

JOYCE PARKES — lives at Darlington near Perth and has had poems published in a variety of
Australian and overseas magazines.

GLYN PARRY — was born in 1959 in County Durham, England. He was educated at Curtin
University, Western Australia and is currently working on a novel for young adults.

KIRSTEN HOLST PETERSEN — is a specialist in African and Commonwealth literature and
teaches at Aarhus University, Denmark.

ANNA RUTHERFORD — is editor of the journal Kunapipi and teaches Australian and
Commonwealth literature at Aarhus University, Denmark.

PHILIP SALOM — poet and occasional reviewer, tutors part-time at Curtin University. His third
collection, Sky Poems, won the 1987 British Commonwealth Poetry Prize. At present he is completing
a novel.

DENNIS SCHOFIELD — is studying at Curtin University and is currently working on a collection
of short fiction.

GEORGE SEDDON — is Professor in the School of Architecture and Town Planning at the
University of Melbourne. He is author of many books on the Australian environment including 4
City and its Setting (1986), a study of Perth.

VERA WHITTINGTON — is a Western Australian historian and is a prominent member of the
Executive of International P.E.N. — Perth Centre. ~

GERALDINE WOOLLER — is a West Australian writer who has had numerous short stories
published, and a number of her stories have been broadcast on Radio 6UVS FM.
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THE NATIONAL LIBRARY

Toet,
Award

First Prize: $5,000
Second Prize: $2,000

Sponsored by

. AMERICAN
American Express [fs®ress

International Inc.
and ®

The Canberra Times
]

Entry forms available from The
Canberra Times, G.P.O. Box 443,
Canberra, A.C.T. 2601; the National
Library, Canberra, A.C.T. 2600; and
American Express® offices throughout
Australia.Phone inquiries (062) 621279.
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A Bicentenary Critique
OUT SOON!

® Russell Ward Reviews Australians: An Historical Library

® Patrick White Blasts Bi-Bithday

¢ Jean Chesneaux on Commemorations, Cover-ups and Collective Forgetting
e Women in Australian History

Also CHAOS IN LIFE CYCLES . . . EXPLORERS IN MUSIC . ..
POEMS e COMMENT e CRITICISM

Subscribe/Resubscribe Now!

— ——— —_— — — —— —— e — s e ———

NAME (Individual)
NAME (Institution)
ADDRESS

Enclosed O (Individual $40.00 for 4 issues(including postage)
O (Institution) $25.00 for 4 issues (including postage)
To — BLAST PO Box 514, Manuka, ACT 2603

SAVE THE CHILDREN FUND
ANNUAL BOOK SALE
22 July-27 July
in the Undercroft, UW.A.

booksmagazinesencylopaediaslargeprintbooksrarebooksrecordssheetmusictapes

Books (except school text books) are now being collected
for the Sale and may be left at: 1 Arras Street, Nedlands
or may be picked up by ringing: 380 5141.

The book sale provides bargains for readers and enormous help to
children in Australia and overseas.
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Poetry:
Non-fiction:
Prose Fiction:

Special Prize:

Australian Bicentennial
Authority Anthology Award:

WESTERLY AUSTRALIA WEEK
LITERARY AWARDS

Winners in each section for 1988 have recently been announced.
Congratulations are due to the following Western Australian writers:

Phillip Salom, Sky Poems
Sally Morgan, My Place
Tim Winton, Minimum of Two

P. Hutchings and Julie Lewis,
Kathleen O’Connor, Artist in Exile

Shared between:

Fiona Giles, editor, From the Verandah,
Stories of Love and Landscape by Nine-
teenth Century Australian Women

and
Barbara Ker Wilson, editor, The

Hllustrated Treasury of Australian Stories
and Verse for Children
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CENTRE FOR STUDIES IN
AUSTRALIAN LITERATURE

Department of English
The University of Western Australia

The Centre for Studies in Australian Literature (CSAL) was opened by the Vice-
Chancellor of the University of Western Australia in September 1982. The Centre aims
to stimulate and support significant research and publication in the field of Australian
literature and culture.

Associate Membership is open to all who are interested for a fee of $10 to cover mailing
and administrative costs. Associate Membership means you will receive information about
the Centre’s activities (e.g. seminars, conferences) and a significant discount on
publications. Visiting Fellowships for study, research and consultation with members of
the Centre are also possible.

CSAL publications include:

* A Special Bumper Bicentennial Issue of Westerly on the theme ‘Imaging Western
Australia’, Westerly no. 2, June 1988.
$5 per issue; $16 per annum (posted)

* Colin Johnson, Dalwurra, the Black Bittern — a contemporary Aboriginal poetry
cycle, introduced by Colin Johnson with an Afterword by Veronica Brady.
$10.95 (38 to Assoc. Members)

*  Vincent O’Sullivan (ed.), The Unsparing Scourge: Australian Satirical Texts 1845-1860
— an edition of six satiric texts of early colonial Australia.
$12.95 ($10 to Assoc. Members)

*  Bruce Bennett (ed.), A Sense of Exile: Essays in the Literature of the Asia-Pacific
Region — new essays in the literature of exile in our region.
$12.95 ($10 to Assoc. Members)

To become an Associate Member of CSAL, send $10 plus payment at discount rates for
any of the above publications, to The Secretary, Centre for Studies in Australian Literature,
The University of Western Australia, 6009.
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SKY POEMS
Philip Salom
‘There has been nothing quite like these poems
in Australian poetry before’ — Peter Porter

Short listed: 1987 Age Book of the Year

Winner: 1987 Commonwealth
Poetry Prize
1988 Western Australia Week
Literary Award for poetry

SCBUEER

ARTIST IN EXILE

KATHLEEN
O’CONNOR:

ARTIST

IN EXILE

P A E Hutchings and Julie Lewis

Lewis has triumphed over Kate's reticence and
deliberate fuddling of the facts ... Hutchings is
blessed with the ability to write about art in a
human and intensely interesting way’ —

West Australian

Winner: 1988 Western Australian Week
Special Award

FAR RITESE AND BAL PV

Jpuctes

SALLY MORGAN

MY PLACE

Sally Morgan

‘A celebratory work, and profoundly moving.
All Australians should read this’ — Helen Daniel,
the Age

Short listed: 1987 NSW Premier’s Literary
Award
1988 The National Book Council

- Banjo Awards

Winner: 1987 Human Rights Award for
Literature
1988 Western Australia Week
Award for non-fiction

Fremantle
Arts Centre
Press

1 Finnerty Street, Fremantle 6160.
Telephone (09) 335 8244




IMAGING WESTERN AUSTRALIA

POETRY AND PROSE

by Western Australia’s best writers,
including: Philip Salom, Andrew
Lansdown, Faye Davis, Alec Choate,
Julie Lewis and Marion Campbell.

ARTICLES & REMINISCENCES
Elizabeth Jolley, Veronica Brady,
George Seddon, Peter Cowan,
Dorothy Hewett and more!

o Literature and Gold
e May Gibbs’s Gumnuts
¢ Early Katharine Prichard

® Forms of Exile:
Randolph Stow, Phil Salom.
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