








Not that I'm in any way becoming more spiritual. I'm still grossly of the earth.
My body and its smells and its functions loom large in this small room, and I've
got to know my body in a direct way. I no longer care about the ageing that has
lined the skin and stooped the frame. I'm free at last of that Yankee urge to improve
it, to make it fitter, more athletic. (When I think of all the time I spent working
out with weights and pounding round cinder tracks!) I look down dispassionately
at my bare, bony torso and the thin shanks sticking out from my shorts. The cells
are dying, the liver spots are spreading, and the tissues are sagging, and I am no
longer either ashamed or proud.

But there’s life in the old carcass yet. Noy visits in the afternoon once a fortnight,
before she takes the half-hour bus-ride to Patpong and her dancing on the bar. She
performs her service quickly, and takes her four-hundred baht (senior citizen rate),
pressing her palms together and bowing her pretty head in a cute goodbye. She
1s never more than pleasant. 1 can’t blame her. An old man getting his rocks off
is not an exciting spectacle. Perhaps I ought to be in a monastery. Why not? I like
it — the saffron robes, the chants, the tiny bells jingling in the breeze amongst the
Wats, the teachings of the Buddha, learning from some of those masters. But . . .
It would be kinda pretentious for me to become a monk, like acting out a role. The
strange environment just wouldn’t suit, would distract me in fact from what counts.

No, I prefer to live it all out within reach of the honking horns of the street, the
revving trucks and buses and tuk-tuks, the play of children, the fiery rows of married
neighbours, the stain of money and the sweat of sex, all around me here in this
poor neighbourhood where they have the decency, amongst their urgent struggles,
to ignore me.

I hope Noy finds a boyfriend. Somebody with tight Levis and heavy shades and
a five-hundred-cc. Yamaha that he loves to gun down Rama Road. Somebody who
cares for her, but not too much; who can give her an excitement she’ll never forget;
someone who is entirely himself — thoughtless and reckless and young, for so short
a while. Then he too will lose it, slip from animal grace into the consciousness of
time. And with that everything else that blights life — worrying about making ends
meet, finding the rent, bringing up the kids, growing old, dying. All life is a leaving.
And a return. We are bound on a wheel of fire, the Buddha teaches, condemned
to suffer and to return until we attain nirvana, a blessed freedom from the flesh,
pure, triumphant transcendence of the spirit . . ..

I'm not afraid of death. When I was in the War (I must’ve been one hell of a
tough guy once to make it into OSS, though I don’t know how, looking down at
these sticklike legs beneath the table and these trembling hands) I saw lots get theirs
one way or another — sniper’s bullet, shrapnel, or landmine. What being in Strategic
Services taught me, and it never leaves you, is not how not to be afraid, because
everybody is afraid, but how to be sure that you of anyone knows best how to handle
the fear. You see, you have to acknowledge the demon, and then master him, not
annihilate him, for he’s a good demon when under contrcl and he can save you.
Also, you learn to handle that other fear that begins as a quiver in the pit of the
stomach and seeps upwards into the back of the eyes in the early hours when sleep
just won't come. Then, consciousness becomes an interrogator, an inquisitor, a
torturer, turning you upon yourself with questions that have no answers, with the
appalling anxiety that you've made a mistake, made many mistakes, taken wrong
paths, out of blindness and wilfulness passed by chances for contentment, for love,
for authentic being, for generosity, in order to achieve goals that, in the cynical
accountancy of a very old man, now seem like so much small change . . ..

Like the business I built up, and all the things I collected. For a while, a fever
of accumulation was in me. | scuttled everywhere — Siam, Cambodia, Bali, Penang,
Hong Kong — haggling over prices with cold-eyed dealers, hassling and bribing
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customs officers and captains for quick shipment, anything to get the pieces that
intrigued me, thrilled me, gave me an aesthetic energy and aroused a lust for
possession. The collection in my assembled Thai houses on the Klong — the statues,
figurines, pots, paintings, temple hangings — grew, and grew, and took over my
life. It became the expression of my self, my delicate artistic self, as I liked to think,
just as the silk factory and its output and profits was an expression of my practical,
Yankee business self. It took on a life of its own, so that I walked as a ghost in
my own house, and the accumulated objets dart breathed and murmured, spoke
of the centuries, of the lingering caresses down all the years of their dedicated,
anonymous makers . . .. )

Then, at the end of one afternoon when the grey Bangkok sky was dimming and
the cicadas were beginning to chirp in the palms, I stood on my terrace near the
spirit house looking across the canal to the little houses opposite, to the washing
hanging out and the children playing on the balconies over the murky water, and
I knew I had lived out one skin. The collection had reached its flowering. It no
longer needed me, its mere seed and then gardener. So, I walked out. Renunciation.
That was it. All life is a leaving. | felt freer than ever before, filled with an exhilarating
airiness of being that was like a drug.

But the, I didn’t renounce it so much, as embrace something else, grow into another
skin. So, I staged my disappearance in the Malay jungle, just snuck out the bungalow,
and found my way by map and compass. I lived off the land and what I could shoot
with my revolver, and one morning in the mist I crossed back over the border. Then,
I returned to Bangkok. To have stayed in the jungle, or the provinces, or in the
mountains would have brought a danger of harbouring a nostalgia for the past, to
have made the renunciation purely geographical, and therefore, incomplete. To be
complete I had to be able to stand outside the houses | had given away and feel
a pure indifference of heart.

So, like a thief, strangely ashamed, 1 sneaked back into my city, this noisy, dirty,
crazy mix of the sacred and profane. I disguised myself as a scruffy American tourist
— a straw hat, black plastic shades, windcheater, sneakers — and after the cheap
hotels took this bare room. At first, when my picture was in the Bangkok papers
I had some near misses with people recognising, or at least, thinking they recognised,
me. But the truth seemed so unlikely, so incomprehensible, that they passed on, or
were convinced by a few words, and | was able to get away with it. People quickly
forgot, as they do, and 1 began to feel safe from discovery, so much so that after
some years I even went to visit my house on the Klong . . ..

All life is a leaving. And a return. 1 walked down the side-street from the bus
and there they were — the high, peaked gables, the coppery-red exterior, the trees.
I paid my forty Baht to the girl at the desk and said I was a Canadian tourist. The
gentle, courteous guide with the round, gold-framed spectacles waited a few moments
to see if any other English-speaking tourist would arrive and then led me round
the houses. Downstairs first, and then upstairs, we passed through the dark interior
of gleaming teak. The sunlight filtered between the spread palm fronds into the still,
soothing rooms. I listened patiently to her account of my thirteenth-century stone
Buddha, of my temple hangings on the stairs, of the pottery, of the other statues,
of my dining room, and of my (now embarrassing) installation of modern bathroom
facilities.

I say “my”, but that is only a trick of memory, a stale habit of language. For, even
as | gazed at the pitted-stone Buddha lit in the recess — and indulged in a relation
to it the earnest guide couldn’t guess at — [ knew it wasn’t mine, never had been.
Sure, 1 paid five hundred good US dollars for it to a fat, chain-smoking Singaporean
in Penang back in the Fall of 1952, but it didn’t make it mine. 1 was more of a
stranger to it than any of the French of Japanese tourists chattering in parties behind
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us. [ was more aware of, more specialised in, you might say, the estrangement that
lay between that icon, that curio on the travel-firm trail, and me, its legal, living,
actually present owner.

I was a ghost a second time. 1 drifted among the furniture; I haunted my old
rooms, appearing in reflections in glass, running my fingertips over the dining table
and the bedcovers. But they weren’t mine; weren’t anybody’s any more. Then the
beauty of what I'd done struck me, and I chuckled at the success of my trick. I'd
left these objects — works of art, mythic symbols, religious idols, what you will —
in limbo, out of reach of the constricting, irrelevant claims of personal ownership.
They weren’t anybody’s; they were truly their own. And in humility, while the guide
politely waited, blinking through her lenses, I gazed around at them in their fulness,
their sure solidity of being, and inwardly blushed at ever having thought 1 owned
them. My tour came to an end and I lingered, to complete the picture, around the
souvenir counter before I left. As I walked back up the street 1 looked back
deliberately and felt the peace of indifference . . ..

I'm nearly finished. I shall die soon, but 1 don’t want to die in this room. I've
grown fond of it, sentimentalised it with my continuous presence. It’s become home,
and so I've got to leave. I'm going to go to Phuket in the South. There, on Surin
Beach, at the southern end, is a spirit house, perched high on rocks beneath a low
cliff. About the size of a doll’s house, painted black with little steep gables, it sits
there. A glass of water, two dried oranges, stand before it and some faded mauve
garlands flutter from its roof. It looks out across the bay, past the promontory of
palms, to the open Andaman Sea. When the day’s ending, the village boys come down
and scamper over the rocks with fishing lines and plastic carrier bags to cast from
outcrops further on. Their thin forms move like stick silhouettes against the setting
sun. The waves wash against the rocks below and on the cliff just above the leaves
rustle. All life is a leaving. I want to be by that spirit house, so far from any human
house, and there leave this worn-out flesh. For a brief respite I'll be with the spirit
of that place that overlooks the Andaman Sea, before I’'m called again to return.

Written this night in Bangkok.
Jim Thompson*

* Thompson, a former American serviceman, became a silk entrepreneur and art
collector in postwar Thailand. He gathered together several traditional Thai houses
on the side of the Klong canal in Bangkok and built up a rare collection of antique
South-East Asian art. In 1967 he mysteriously disappeared, believed dead, in the
Cameron Highlands of West Malaysia. The Thai Government now administers his
‘house’ as a tourist attraction and museum.
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SHELLEY O'REILLY

Lily: The Very Shape and Image of Love

Lily wanted to be the very shape and image of love. Lily wanted to be beautiful.
Lily wanted to make love in slow motion with a knowing man, their silhouettes on
the slower screen of night, her neck and shoulders forming the most lovely curve
in all the world. Lily was, of course, silly, but Lily was in pain.

Lily haunted mirrors, but she was not vain. She stared, wide-eyed, at the multiple
reflections. Toasters, teapots, glass doors, shop windows, an endless variety of shining
surfaces spoke to her with one voice, measuring her fate. She heeded their call. She
heard it at night while she lay flat, the chorus drumming her body into the mattress:
‘Lily, you are not beautiful, no one will ever love you’.

In Lily’s short life one or two men had professed to love her and she had believed
them for a while. Supping upon their admiration, glowing with pleasure, she had
drunk from the daffodil trumpet of their devotion. But the sweet bartering of touch
and word could never last long. Lily’s mirrors showed her the lie. Her dedicated
amours dwindled in the pages of her diary, nullified by cryptic, caustic allusions
to loss, betrayal, failure. She yielded herself up to the painful knowledge that she
could never give enough, never make another person truly happy. For Lily had
nothing to give. Lily was articulate, Lily was interesting, Lily was clever. Some said
Lily was pretty. To Lily, ‘pretty’ was a term of contempt. Lily wanted to enchant,
tantalize, bewitch, disturb, enthral.

Here is our Lily. She is sitting behind a big wooden table in a secondhand
bookshop. This young woman who smiles and serves is honey-coloured, small and
plump with precise hands and feet. Her feet peep out from under the table, they
are shod in glossy black leather. Her hands, long-fingered, are writing out a book
order for a delicate young man with birdlike movements. She speaks to him politely,
edging her eyes past him to observe the other patrons as they bend and sway like
drunks in their attempt to read the titles of tattered volumes that linger on the lower
shelves. Lily likes her job. The shop has no mirrors and the books have a beautiful
firmness which makes her body ache. All day long Lily examines her customers
with an anatomist’s skill and the guile of a poet. Her eyelids narrow as she undresses
every person who, on a foolish whim, dares to browse, and pad along the aisles of
her domain. They flicker in and out behind the shelves. Handle one book, disregard
another, leap upon a first edition. Each customer is different, yet they are all the
same. They are all made of flesh which encompasses and follows their every
movement. To Lily’s practised gaze, nearly every face or body has a compelling,
redeeming beauty. Some of the young women have thick, firelike hair. Ripe, older
women, have cunning, carmine lips that swell to conjure all fantasies. Slender men
have slight collarbones and wrists which turn the heart. Older men have hazy eyes
which probe too keenly. Teenagers have the lightest of limbs. Legs made for dangling
over piers, and wrapping round heaving hips.
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Lily moistens her lips with a gentle tongue. The young man is speaking to her.
He is so very nearly beautiful. Lily’s frail pulse skids and jolts, she is ashamed of
her round face, her thin hair, her large breasts, her earthy hips, her sturdy legs. A
mobile face, it twitches. He has a nervous tic just below the right eye. He blinks
frequently. His eyes, his eyes are water-coloured, or is it storm-cloud blue? White-
faced, fine-featured, slim, elegant, intense. The man speaks and Lily listens. He talks
of books she has read but she does not even attempt to ‘sparkle’, she does not care
to appear intelligent, or well-read, or even attentive. She just wants to be beautiful.
The man soon leaves. The door is shut, the cash is counted, the books are balanced.
Lily’s bag is on her arm, the legs of the meditative woman prepare to carry her home
to her house of reflective surfaces.

Hop-skipping, hurrying, behind her. It is the young man. Breathless. He says he
has waited for her. Could he walk her home. Lily is perfectly capable of ‘walking’
herself home, yet she is embarrassed, charmed, awkward, quite stupidly pleased.
The stranger has an eager lilt in his voice. It is nearly dark. When they reach her
flat she pauses on the doorstep, turns to look at him. His face shines, his smile is
so endearing, he is quite definitely the loveliest of men. Inside her room, the man
falls to his knees and presses his palms hard against her, cupping the pinkness of
her pain. Lily leans back against a table. She is aghast, horrified, enthralled,
pulsating. Blind, clumsy, wonderfully inarticulate, she gasps, pulls away the offending
clothing. All the while he drinks of her, the man is mumbling ‘O god, you are so
beautiful, so beautiful’. And Lily is beautiful, she hums to the tune of his seraphic
voice, she is the very shape and image of love, it does not matter that she cannot
see the knife.
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ADRIANA ELLIS

Cats

Mother walked out under the Japanese peppercorn. It was the summer she was dying
and even the nights were hot.

The cats crisscrossed in a game, white shadows running and jumping. We only
ever kept the white cats. They all ran wild in the long grass. The younger ones could
only be approached with a handful of red meat.

A dog found a way in through the pickets. The mother cat leapt onto its back,
her claws sinking in. The dog yelped and ran for the fence. We all laughed.

Weeds and plants had taken over. In some parts they were pushing down the
fence.

Someone was stealing our knickers. Every now and then our pants would go.
One morning Mother said at breakfast: [ dreamt I caught the thief. It was our English
neighbour. Next door to us was a duplex. Half was full of a young Italian family,
the other half was the English guy. His girlfriend visited on weekends. That night
Mother was standing under the peppercorn tree waiting for the morning. He climbed
through a hole in the fence and walked towards the line. What are you doing here?
she said as she had in her dream. He stammered and muttered. She told him to
get back to his own side of the fence. In the morning Sylvie nailed some old wood
across the hole.

A snowdropper, Rennie laughed. But what does he do with them? He can always
climb over the fence, Sylvie said, but it would all fall down and make a horrible
racket. But what does he do with them? Rennie repeated. The English have taken
their concept of property all over the world and we cut this land up into little squares
because of it and look at him, he transgresses the boundaries, Mother grumbled.
We'll have him up for trespass next time. But what does he do with them? we giggled.
The giggle became a roar. We all had tears running down our faces.

Mother’s younger sister Lynn visited. She ran her finger across the china shelf.

You girls are managing quite well, she said reluctantly.

The garden was white with moonlight. Mother was sitting on the garden seat,
facing where the sun would come up. It must look like this when it’s snowing, 1
said. White everywhere.

Perhaps, Mother said.

A shooting star dropped behind the peppercorn. [ wished the summer would never
finish.

Paul kept ringing to ask me out. I told him I was too busy most of the time.

I listened to the interminable tap tap tap of the walking-stick across the lino. She
rested in the doorway when she got to the other side. I let out my breath.

Paul fronted me up on the doorstep. My business is going downhill, I've got money
worries, and you've got no time for me.

You dumb bastard, I said.

I’'ve got a new boyfriend, Rennie said.

WESTERLY, No. 4, DECEMBER, 1988 47



What sort of car has he got? Sylvie asked.

You will be the first to marry, Mother said.

And I will be the last, I said.

Rennie’s new boyfriend stood at the door, a limp bunch of flowers in his hand.
He blushed a lot. Everywhere he looked there were eyes looking back. He stared
at the table.

Buffalo grass was finding its way between the asbestos panels into the back of
the kitchen cupboards.

As the summer went on the pain got worse. She would lie out under the jacaranda
moaning. I wondered if it bothered the neighbours.

She got a walking frame. There was a slow clunk clunk through the house.

Stupid thing! She kicked it angrily.

We helped her, two of us. I grasped her arm and she shivered, thin and light
like a leaf.

Don’t be so rough you girls, she complained.

We went for a picnic in the park. We took Mother’s cushions and her chair. The
flower beds were in bloom. Brilliant reds and oranges and yellows. The colours made
me feel dizzy. I was so glad to be alive [ wanted to skip and somersault round the
path.

The phone went. It’s Dad, Rennie said. He wants to see you. Mother was lying
under the jacaranda.

No, she said. It’s too much bother now.

The smell of decay was strong in her room.

Mother’s brother Patrick visited. He hesitated inside the bedroom door, tall and
helpless, a polite smile on his face. After a while Rennie took him out to the kitchen
for a cup of tea.

The summer was long and unbearably hot. [ began to wish it would end.

Buffalo grass was pushing out onto the plates. The thin skin of the house seemed
ready to fly away in the wind.

Each morning she sat on a chair in the bathroom and gave herself a sponge bath.
One day she couldn’t get up. She called me. Don’t look at me, she ordered. I helped
her dress, eyes averted as she cried.

The mother cat had had another litter. Nobody wanted the last runty female.

I'll do it, Rennie sighed. She got the bucket of water and held it under. It struggled
violently, then suddenly stopped. I'll never do it again, Rennie said after we buried
it.

After Mother died we let the cats into the house. They had litter after litter in
the wardrobes. We girls went out a lot. One night I came home about four. 1 had
my shoes off, my feet were sore from dancing. I tiptoed inside then stopped, caught
by a peculiar humming sound. I switched the livingroom light on. There were cats
everywhere, on every available space. On the floor, on shelves, on cupboards, tables,
chairs. The humming was coming from the cats. They were all looking at me, every
eye in the room, unblinking.
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ANDREW BURKE

Song for the New Born
(for Jessica Brooks)

In the dark hours
you bring myths
to song

in a tongue sung
before time
where you have just been

Everytime you remember
timelessness it slips
away like a favourite song

You sing it back
to dream’s border
but we stopper your mouth

Listen how
your dawn birds
sing

Now  sing back
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NICOLETTE STASKO

Place

“We live in a place/that is not our own and much more, not ourselves/
and hard it is in spite of blazoned days.”

— W. Stevens

Another day in a world
that is

and is not of ourselves

I struggle with memories —
disconnected signs of
past like

an old photograph album
page after page

you say

who are those people?

I don’t recognize the one
with my face.

Reading Life Studies
and Dickinson

trying to think

about what poetry is
my daughter yells
from the cardboard
box she sits in

Good Morning!

its already three P.M.
In the garden
shadows create new places
I have to trace

a different path

to keep in the sun.
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CHIN WOON PING

Memories of Underdevelopment

they talk of the terrible days
running from japanese soldiers
hiding in wet jungles
eating tapioca leaves
and crawling things
on the city walls
down by saint paul’s hill, decomposing
chopped heads, genitals stuffed
in their mouths

when 1 was born my father
called me Peace believing
in treaties and the good
conduct of mankind

but i've seen houses burn
smoke curl on hillsides
in the pre-tornado quiet
of curfew at dusk
pummelled by policemen
slashed with machetes
situasi tegang
djamila boupichan
my lai massacre
hiroshima mon amour
you ask me to sing love songs
but i’m still searching
for a place to sort out
some old memories
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CHIN WOON PING

Bali Song

there is no green
like this rice-sprout
dazzle mirroring

sky
pools
mirrored in pools
tiered
like pagodas heavenly blue

carved earth plots

to pool
sources triple-yield
miracles mirroring

porcelain sky-blue

earth-carved pools

plots fecund born
of piety daily woven
palm leaf
hibiscus
smoking
incense and miracle
pelitar 36
childless woman
snakes
at breast banned

from paradise
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BARBARA WILLIAMS

Interview with Gwen Harwood

Gwen Harwood, b. Brisbane, Queensland, 1920. Lived in Tasmania since 1945.
Poetry Collections include: Poems (1963); Poems: Volume Two (1968); Selected
Poems (1975); The Lion’s Bride (1981); anthologized in Journeys, ed. Fay Zwicky.
Awards include Grace Levin Poetry Prize 1975, Robert Frost Award 1977 and
Patrick White Award 1978. This interview took place in Adelaide, South Australia,
during Writers’ Week, Adelaide Festival of Arts, 8 March 1988.
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You've written movingly of your childhood. Would you describe your familial
circumstances?

My childhood was so happy that it’s left me without ambition; it was a radiant,
golden time. We lived in what was then country outside Brisbane. We had
a horse, a cow, an orange orchard, vegetables. We had tank water; there was
no radio. Along the dusty street lived families who were the world. My
grandmother lived with us — mother, father, younger brother.

My father was English; to him England was “home” and I thought of England
as the mother country — as in our school poems: “What can 1 do for you,
England, my England?” — I’'m speaking now of the early “20s . . . Queensland,
by Queenslanders, was thought to be the most bright and beautiful of the
states, said to be “crowned with the red blood of Gallipoli” — another of
our school poems. For me, The Great War and its miseries were presented
as a time of national glory. My father had been a stretcher-bearer at Gallipoli.
To him, Australia was delightful for its warmth, ease of living. Once, I said
to him: “Daddy, what would happen if you lost your money?” He said: “I
would begin again . . . and do better.” That cheered me; whatever happened,
things would begin again, be better. That has given me a confidence in life.
A wonderfully enriching childhood.

Indeed. We had a great library; my grandfather, though dead, was present
in his books: the standard English classics. And the house was always full
of lively discussion. To go out at night, we simply harnessed the horse, lit
the lamps, trotted off in the sulky down long country roads . . . .

And your relationship with your brother?

We were great companions. When we moved closer to town . . . we were given
a handful of pennies . . . and allowed to ride the buses — the trams in those
days. We felt safe, and were told that policemen were our friends.

It seems that even in your earliest poems, “ripeness is all”- of experience, of
expression. Is this because you didn’t start publishing until your mid-forties?
The ripeness comes from my family circumstances. My great grandmother
lived on until I was 12; my grandmother lived with us. I was the youngest
in this long chain of women so I've never had any fear of growing old. A
succession of women fulfilled and happy; now I have a daughter, a grand
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daughter, other grandchildren. It’s true I'm at the top of the list and The Grim
Reaper is probably in the next paddock but I've always felt part of a long
chain of independent women. They were active on committees.

Socially active committees?

Yes . . . working to raise money for servicemen and their families. If my
father’s dinner was late, he might murmur, but he knew that the women’s
lives were important. So 1 never had to become a feminist, I was born into
a feminist family. In “The Old Wife’s Tale” I was thinking of my great
grandmother. Fay Zwicky said all poems are prophetic so, in a way, that poem
speaks to me now across the decades of living into my old age.

I was a late publisher, but not a late writer. 1 gave myself wholeheartedly
to my children. They need a wholehearted mother, not a half-hearted poet,
in the house . . . .

You've said: “My life has not been eventful but all a poet needs is the long
Journey from innocence to experience. Love, friendship and music are my
armour against fate”. So it’s emotional eventfulness that counts?

For some poets; you can disperse yourself widely . . . or you can stay in one
place and burn quietly. Poetry is a way from one mind to another . . . when
the marvellous series of Penguin Modern Poets was published, 1 particularly
loved Montale and Vasko Popo. The European poets were thus given into
our hands; a great enriching journey for those who had never been out of
Australia. I trembled with excitement when a new volume came out; I'd keep
it to read when the children were asleep, then sit with it: utter bliss!

Reading some of your poetry . . . had that effect on me. You yourself wrote:
“What'’s grief but the after-blindness|of the spirit’s dazzle of love?”

... Yes, I'd say that’s true of my own life. I've reached the age where
irreplaceable friends are dying. The grief is unspeakable, but there’s still the
great dazzle of love; they have been part of the universe, of my life.

It’s a great comfort to have this poetic gift when experiencing loss of love . . .
what you call: “the passionate patience of art” gives consolation, too.

Yes, you have to wrestle with the grief itself . . . you bring them back into
the world of light in a poem. As in my last poem for my mother: “I prayed
you would live to see/ Halley’s comet a second time. The Sister said, When
she died/she was folding a little towel”. The world folded down to a little
space . . . but it is still “a fabric of marvels™.

You've learned and suffered much during your experiences of love: familial,
between friends, between man and woman: “the nature and the names of love”
(“David’s Harp”).

Including the love we don’t recognize when we don’t deserve it. Friendship
above all I prize . . . one of the privileges of living on this planet. And the
wonderful domestic love of husband, wife, children. I've been married for 42
years; we have children, grandchildren. “Ripeness”, for us, is all that. Also,
the purely tender, physical love for animals, the natural world. There’s a lot
of birds in my poems; Vincent Buckley said Australian poetry was full of
birds, adding: “Once you start writing about the birds, you’ve had it!” I hope
I've shown him to be wrong about that!

Quite a few crow images, I remember.

Crows in Tasmania are a species to themselves: “Corvus Tasmanicus”, forest
ravens, glossy, bright. I had a tame one at Oyster Cove — “Baron Corvo”
— he had a bad leg. 1 could always pick him out with his leg down like an
undercarriage improperly retracted. I'd see him when I was out fishing. I used
to go out in my dinghy and drift . . . a tame convoy of birds round me:
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Dominican and Pacific gulls, silver gulls. I'd be there on the water, with friends
and I often just wrote poems in my head.

So it'’s a meditative, inspirational time on the water?

Yes, just trailing a handline. That incredible feeling of joy: some atavistic feeling
that you're providing for the human race. I'm sure it’s a blood sport but I
carry it out. The main influence on my poetry has been philosophy,
particularly Wittgenstein: struggles to find out limits of language . . . trying
to enclose it more.

You also acknowledge the “lesson learned” from natural philosophy: fishing,
meditation, observation of nature (“Look and Learn”, “Mid-Channel”),
recognition of the importance of both logical and intuitive aspects of thinking.
My husband was a university lecturer; I was in a group that was keenly
interested in modern philosophy, philosophy of the past, quantum physics
and logic. We still meet . . . I keep in touch. I wish I were beginning my life
now, the world is so enchanting, despite the ravages of our century.

So you have a sense of hope, promise.

Well . . . you never know if tomorrow you may not be able to move freely
in the world. 1 walk a great deal . . . miles every day, but perhaps I shan’t
always be able to do that. So I'm keeping many great philosophical books
for my old age — as others in literature are keeping Pamela or Clarissa.

You have a fine ability to deal with pain: physical and emotional. Is this intense
experience of pain what you consider to be part of the poet’s inventory?
Living through it, yes: “He that shall endure to the end, shall be saved”. As
James Dickey put it: “Only those who did, could have done it”. I love Dickey.
One of my favourite American poets, Berryman too. But my absolute favourite
American poet is Robert Penn Warren; he’s had such a long career and never
written badly. At every stage of life, he’s had a new flowering: an inspiration
to me. I had the joy of hearing him on television; I could then fit the cadences
of his voice into his own poems. That is one of the blessings of hearing a
poet read. I myself wouldn’t write anything grammatically elaborate unless
I would say it in my ordinary speech.

Fitting the voice to the poems, that’s what we gain also from the Festival.
I had not heard you read before; your voice is exactly as I expected it to
be.

Oh, that’s lovely. I'm glad the poems called it up.

I loved your “evangelical” strain, too, yesterday!!

That was totally impromptu, being in the tent, seeing the upturned faces:
shades of the tv evangelist! They are a strange phenomenon: something
essentially private — the communication of something revealed is issued to
tens of thousands in one, common voice. I remember the first time radio came
to our small Mitchellton, my father was fascinated. He studied it and became
aradio engineer. We had a crystal set with two headphones which we shared
with neighbours. My father used to say: “You mark my words, radio will
change the world!” He actually said “wireless™; wireless was what we called
it.

And what we called it in Britain where I grew up.

In a “Philosophical” poem to Edwin Tanner — I presume he’s an artist . . .
Edwin Tanner is a painter. We were very close friends in Hobart. He went
to live in Melbourne so we began a long correspondence, hundreds of letters
which are now in various libraries. Beautiful letters, full of malicious gossip,
life comments. Letters never meant to be read, but sometimes you have
irreplaceable letters from friends; it’s a wonderful way of preserving them so
that others can read and share them. Edwin was in pain for most of his life.
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He was a great athlete when young then, in mid-life, was left with permanent
pain in his painting arm. But he kept on painting to the end; when the pain
was unbearable, he would get his arm into cold water until he could paint
again.

“. .. pain flows through to your brush-tip/and there is changed”: through
art and music and poetry, we can transform pain, ugliness. Tanner embodied
this, then.

Indeed. Physical pain can’t be shared; emotional pain and grief can be shared
if you “tell it from the heart” but, even then perhaps you make it more painful.
Who can say? In another poem to Edwin Tanner, I say: “ ‘the image of pain
is not a picture . . . is not the same/as anything we call a picture.’ "2 James
McAuley, at the end of his life, said: “However great the pain is, if you have
lived a full life, you can bear it.”

You seem to regard poetry as less effective, sometimes, than music or art in
expressing “the unsayable”. Would you comment on the limits of language
in this respect?

Music as language has limits too. There are places in your life when only music
will do, or only painting, to comfort, or to express your own inexpressible
joy. When I took my first child home to Fern Tree, on the mountain in
Tasmania, I took him onto the balcony; snow started to fall. I stood with my
child in a state of inexpressible joy. We had just got our first wireless; they
were playing Beethoven’s “Pastoral Symphony”. It was too much: that
marvellous Movement . . . the snow falling, the great tall gum trees and to
hold my own child. Every time 1 hear that great flowing theme, 1 am back
there with the child, in the snow.

My memory is not verbal . . . every time I have nothing — I'm not working
on a poem — music comes back and fills it. I generally work on a poem
in my head. I can work on a 50-line poem without pencil and paper, a skill
I developed when in domestic turmoil. Yesterday, a friend of my daughter
said: “Your daughter told me she’d never seen you writing a poem.” That is
true. 1 kept all that out of the way; a secret vice, like drinking with bottles
in the wardrobe. I had my poems in odd places. Late at night, I'd take them
out, or early in the morning, just in my head. I don’t think poetry is any one
thing; nothing will define it for ever.

Your Professors Eisenbart and Krote are very effective creative voices to
represent individuals who shut out the world of emotion, intimacy. You gave
a momentary redemption to Krote through his uninhibited private response
towards the baby Margaret, the “pearl” — wisdom?

Yes. Very early on, A.D. Hope said, of the Eisenbart poems: “It’s very rare
for poets to create character”. There were poems also that existed as unravelled
knots in my breast that then flowed naturally from Eisenbart into Professor
Krote. My knowledge of music enabled me to work on the Krote poems easily.
They gave me pleasure to write, which is not always the case. Sometimes you
wrestle; it’s like being in the ring with Bulldog Brewer! You don’t know who’s
going to win, you or the language! “I'm bruised; I'm bruised”.

I could say through Krote and Eisenbart things I would not say openly. I could
also be serious and funny at the same time.

I find this is characteristic of Australians. [ was amazed by the ABC broadcast
of the launching of John Forbes poetry book “The Stunned Mullet” on
Sunday: just how sardonic, witty, the commentators were on live radio, rather
than formal and “stuffy” (compared with the Canadian and British
Broadcasting Corporations). The Australian self-mockery . . .
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Well, that comes from the State schools here. Nobody could survive in an
Australian State school with any degree of pomposity or self-importance . . .
they really tear you down. If you have deeper feelings, you learn to express
them lightly. If you try to read soulfully, someone will say: “Can it, sister”.
When you go into the tavern, if you get your ears cut off, well, you should
just mop up any blood. I never answer critics back. If people don’t like it,
I’ll just have to write better so they’ve damn well got to like it!

Andrew Taylor, introducing you yesterday, remarked on how you had been
isolated in Tasmania for many years. Was this a conscious, self-imposed
isolation?

Tasmania is separated from the rest of Australia by the Bass Strait so you
can’t drive for the weekend to Sydney or Melbourne. I've always felt close
to other poets simply by writing to them; writing letters is an absolute joy . . .
so, I didn't feel isolated. I was immured, but happy to be so. I travelled around
in the late '50s, early *60s. Then I retired to my rural retreat and wrestled
with the earth. We transformed 5 acres from the bush into a kind of Tolstoyan
estate. Those periods of silence are absolutely necessary. It’s a bad idea to
be perpetually on the literary circuit. Nissim Ezekiel said yesterday: “There
are times when you need silence, you need to be empty”. Anyway if you stay
in Tasmania, everybody comes there; we have festivals. And 1 was delighted
to be invited to Adelaide. It’s a beautiful city, so full of light.

Other Australian cities are not like this?

Tasmania has its own light, so changing, about seven-tenths cloud all the time.
A recent Tasmanian anthology is called Effects of Light. In Tasmania I also
met the Tasmanian poets: Christopher Koch, Vivian Smith — both
Tasmanians. And James McAuley lived there for many years. There are lots
of young poets coming on, so that poetry is alive and well in Tasmania.
You've written of the confining limits of suburban housewives’ existence,
especially those with an impulse towards self-expression; for instance in “In
the Park” . ..

But it begins: “She sits in the park. Her clothes are out of date”. (Emphasis
Harwood’s during interview). My clothes are never out of date. Andrew Taylor
has written a wonderful exposition of that poem in Reading Australian Poetry.
I feel like getting his piece copied and handed out to the questioners who say:
“Did you really love your children?”

Ah, well, my question goes on: But you have also in “An Impromptu for Ann
Jennings” written of your and her contentment, knowing: “our children walk
the earth’.

They do, indeed; they’ve given us more than we could ever give them.
Domesticity, I never grizzled about it . . . I used to prop up books of poetry
over the sink; they’d get puffy with soap splashes, but I read and read. I never
stopped listening, reading, learning, writing.

I had such richness of experience in my childhood from the women of the
household who always had time for me. What can you give a child better
than to be with it, speak to it, give it the richness of the language: the stories,
legends, rhymes? Simply to talk, that’s what they need. I'm glad I had the
poems so that I could give something back.

Would you comment on your current writing and future directions?

I can't say for poetry. When I'm writing poetry, I'm not thinking about it.
But I also work with musicians — three composers — commissions for them.
As a librettist, I'm their servant and happy to be so. If I'm not writing poetry
— if the Muse has flapped off behind the mountain for a while — I don’t
worry; | have work to do, although basically I'm retired. I was a medical
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secretary when the children were at school to help them with things they
needed: music lessons, football boots, braces on their teeth. I loved the time
at work; I met a continual stream of people and talked to them. My life seems
to have given me everything I needed. In a sense, my journeys have all been
made in one place, but they have been long journeys, just the same.

I hope that I'll go on writing to the end, that the last day — when I'm lying
in my Eventide Home — a feeble hand will come out from under the sheet,
grope for the pencil and write — possibly on the sheet, to Nurse’s displeasure
— the last words of the last poem. However, I might have a luckier death,
I might be struck by lightning; I'd rather like that.

NOTES

At her Festival reading, Harwood suddenly smiled, saying: “This tent brings out the evangelist in me!™ then continued: “Brethren,
you will hear, this week, words that will change your lives!” She then resumed her reading.
Harwood is here quoting Wittgenstein in her poem.
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Poetry Prize. Part-time tutor, largely writing full-time. This interview took place in
Adelaide, South Australia, during Writers’ Week, Adelaide Festival of Arts, 11
March, 1988.

BW
PS

BW
PS

BW
PS

BW
PS
BW

PS

Can we begin with early childhood, schooling . . .

[ fit into an obvious Australian poetry category: farming or rural backgrounds.
My first actual world was the farm; school was “visited”, the first social world.
So I'lacked certain social graces. To be in crowds was very strange; it produced
in me a sense of alone-ness. My world was natural, physical. I went away
to high school in a country town, now a city. That was my divorce from the
normal family area.

Boarding school?

No. I boarded in a hostel; this great freedom led me into mild juvenile
delinquency — a fairly rebellious adolescent syndrome took fierce root. Later
[ went to agricultural college, then worked in a research station. 1 was attracted
to genetics: a crucial interest. But I became disenchanted with that. 1 was
hungry for intellectual stimulation . . . a gene for engagement with the world
— exactly what 1 didn’t have! In the city again, I eventually ended up painting.
[Laughs]

Art seems very important to you.

Being involved in the world was through painting initially. An important
influence was Patrick White’s The Vivisector — a strange and savage book.
Reading it convinced me such a lifestyle was quite acceptable. [ ceased my
agricultural science course to give myself time for painting. 1 went to New
Zealand and in letters to people 1 knew — nearly all involved in literature
— not practitioners, but students, tutors, I remember writing: “It’s probably
only a matter of time before I will begin writing”. Back in Australia, I did
creative writing at Western Australian Institute of Technology, now Curtin
University of Technology.

When did you come back to Australia?

1972. 1 went away in March and came back about July or August.

When did you start writing poetry? Have you written in other genres? Did
you start with poetry?

In 1974 1 was a student of literature for the first time. I didn’t write poetry
seriously until the end of *76 or early *77. The course had a very broad
approach: essays, poetry, short stories, play scripts, radio scripts, film scripts.
Nowadays students choose more selectively . . . .
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Did you have a preferential leaning towards poetry?

Yes, by the end of second year. This sounds conceited — but, I found I could
write fairly well in all genres. Obviously, I couldn’t write in a// of them; poetry
rose above the others.

I have just finished a novel. In Australia, poetry is the very poor literary
relation. The question is: Why write poetry? [Laughs] It looks as if I have
defected but I’'m a writer as well as a poet. I think my novel is a poet’s novel.
A lot of the interesting writing being done in Australian fiction is being done
by poets. Canada has Michael Ondaatje who is a very striking example. The
same things are happening to me, in terms of shifts, shape; that mix. If my
fictional writing turns out to be successful, I think it would tantalize my poetry.
Ive been talking about this to Rodney Hall — I interviewed him in Canada;
he won the 1987 Canada- Australia Literary Prize. I said: “ You're veering more
towards fiction. Is poetry going to recede into the background?” He didn’t
think so; he’s open to whichever one comes.

I'd like to concentrate on The Projectionist and Sky Poems textually. In The
Projectionist, several themes, particularly struck me: relationships; the
landscape — both graphically, evocatively presented. In “The Coast” and
“After Rain”, there’s a very positive attitude towards landscape.

My first world, my first friend. One of the curious things about my first book
is that many of the poems in the first section about childhood don’t have people
in them.

In The Projectionist the poems where humans came in didn’t grip me as much
as ones where landscape predominated.

A prevailing criticism was that [ had raised expectations by calling it a
sequence and establishing the characters; readers wanted to read more about
them. I had never intended that. It’s a thematic sequence, not narrative or
dramatic. There’s a very pantheistic element in me in terms of landscape. 1
understand the land totemic aspect of Aboriginal peoples. Yet I sometimes
find Australian bush exceedingly ordinary, ugly and drab. But you walk
another hundred yards and see something very striking, strange
contradictions. As a child, I lived by the sea and again in New Zealand. The
coast is an Australian motif: we all live on it; the pale, green strip: ws.

In Canada we almost all live along a strip, not coastal, bordered by the United
States.

Our strip is backed by what a lot of people would say is nothing.

In Canada weve got the wilderness, the bush, the Arctic. So there are
similarities: you've got the dead, hot centre; weve got the cold, icy north.
About Perth?

It’s on the coast . . . Fremantle — the lower section, linked by continuous
development — is the harbour. I live in the hills, several miles inland.

When I asked John Tranter about his childhood, he also talked about
loneliness . . . as one of his earliest memories, sitting “looking out on 50
million gum trees”. You recall the loneliness, but also the landscape as your
first friend.

I had very few people to play with during interminable summer holidays . . .
seven weeks of farm work or doing nothing . . . the bush became both a
symbol of aloneness and connection. Sitting around ... makes one
meditative, introspective. It puts down a strong layer of mental activity that
is there to stay.

In “Dream II”, you say: “ . . .I am alone this far . . . All that says I am alive
ispain . ...”
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One of the themes I wanted to work through was projection. I'd had strange
experiences that retreat into the unconscious — not exactly as 1 have written
them there; I've not been entirely artless. That poem is ... the lowest
point . . . darkness, furtherest encounter with the inanimate within us . . . .
We are still very primal; sophistication is really not my thing! [Laughs]

At writers’ organizations like this (Adelaide Festival of Arts Writers’ Week)
I feel the difference between my psyche and the way certain people operate.
They’re very smooth; I'm a rough person in day-to-day contact. I am attracted
to roughness in other people; those edges . . . reveal a great deal about the
person. In fact, I enjoy the sophistication, but it’s often an effective shield . . . .
We all see things differently — with so many elements of refinement, which
is the reverse of the rough; so: a rough human, a smooth soul!

Sky Poems is satirical: the slips, breakages, gaps between. [ believe in intuition
and mental communication. The Sufis interest me much; they are at the heart
of The Projectionist.

They have their ecstatic moments.

But the ecstatic moments are qualified. Ecstasy becomes seductive. A lot of
ecstatics in the East and West have become stuck; they indulge themselves.
I could become profane and call it masturbation — quite desperate, whirling
interminably. Dervishes however use their exercises for mind movement. The
component we call ecstasy is, in fact, not that; it’s a shift in consciousness
to give some other dimension, relationship.

In “Packing’, the final poem, you say: “. .. words, states/of mind . ..
perform, after leaving, masquerades’. “Perform”, “masquerade” — there's a
distancing, a shift.

Experiences stay alive; we love to embellish, alter; we offset this against our
terrible tendencies to oppression and savagery. The mind has this great power
to take up its own experiences, play games with them, but I think we’re always
in control of it; it’s mischievous: the masquerade, pretence, veils, dramas; our
own experiences . . . in relation to others.

So this is where you get to in the Sky Poems?

Yes, I'd never really thought of it until you said that. Exactly; those games
then take their own shape, the coming to fruition of things that don’t normally
do so. I, as the poet, am using ironic device. If I had gone straight from The
Projectionist into that fictional world, it could have been a very different link
— maybe I'll go back and do that; I'm going to write Sky Poems 2![Laughs]
Well, you're still young enough! Transmuting from The Projectionist zo Sky
Poems, your images: mirrors, reflections; the protagonist as one who is
projecting onto the world, the photographer, poet, artist — Would you
comment further on these?

It’s fairly universal in both Western and Eastern literature: the perceiver,
metaphors of perception, then translation. Protagonists become recurring
images. So as a poet, a person, I receive, consider; I need devices to translate;
it’s the active role of creating reality through the poems. Also, realities are
fluid, coalescent; the rough and the smooth again. As we go back out into
language, we're making harder objects. So poems are hard objects that are
smooth: sort of “soul-objects” — a terrible word! Poems have a definition
on the page but operate like the flow of water, of ether, like movements of
intuition, connections of association and thought . . . . these themes are very
similar to de-construction. Anything we create of understanding . . . falls into
its parts, becomes a different version, comments upon its self and its origin:
the projection’s going out, but also back in . . . . Students told me they studied
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things like that in literary theory, but I had not read those theorists then,
you know, Derrida and so on.

I had a few problems in Sky Poems: a world where all things are possible,
yet there are hesitations, reservations. The sky world is not full of all
possibilities, then?

No, not at all.

It’s probably the satiric mode that I've not picked up then.

Yes, [ was told this was going to challenge readers . . . . Initially Peter Porter
said: “. . . I'm wondering where you’re coming from”. My intent is ironic: the
old Arabic saying: “They are fortunate indeed who know their heart’s desire”
can mean lovely things; it also has an undercutting edge: when you know
your desires, you may find them not as you expected . . . The sky then becomes
a metaphor whereby theoretically we can have our ideal worlds. I don’t think
we're capable of them in most cases.

Well, who wants the “ideal”? Could we manage it? No!

My point exactly. People can change a certain way, but they bring back all
the old obsessions, despairs. Further irony: some people thought I subscribed
to the violence and atrocity in the poems — the very last thing I was doing.
I'm passionately offended by that response. People want poets to refer to their
own immediate world. A lyric impulse has taken over; in contrast I set up
strange jarring effects for some readers. They say: “The ‘I's don’t sound the
same in this collection”. Well, of course, they’re not . . . multiple personality
is more a reflection of our experience.

The artwork connection: you're using art by Koning in Sky Poems. It strikes
me as apt: surrealistic and concrete. You chose not to illustrate it yourself,
though you are a painter. Is Koning a living artist?

Yes, about my age. He lives in Fremantle . . . . [ saw an exhibition — his
works led me straight across the room: audacious, bold, brilliant, full of
symbols and images. I'm going to open an exhibition of his paintings that
are prompted by Sky Poems. It took a while to “connect” so | gave him a
tape of me reading poems. You can't actually illustrate poems . . .you must
go your own way, feel the essential link between themes and forms of the poems
then move out into painting.

Interesting that you chose to do this; it’s a rare thing.

I did my own illustrations for The Silent Piano . . . woodblocks . . . I'd have
liked to illustrate The Projectionist, some drawings went in, but I didn’t like
them; I had no link with the artist . . . . Illustrations that don’t work are quite
jarring.

It’s a risky venture.

I’m a risk-taker.

That’s an area in which you remind me of John Tranter.

Someone has actually mentioned that kind of connection. I'd never have
thought of it myself and I don’t suppose he would. About the risk, sometimes
it’s bigger for me than for others because I live on the West Coast; most people
who are reading, reviewing, my work, live on the East Coast, so I'm not
someone of whom they say: “Ah, Philip Salom, I see him at readings or
conferences”. 1 exist as a poet through my work, not myself; people are
sometimes curiously less able to go with your work. You know: “I never used
to like Such-and-Such’s work but now we're friends and 1 do”. A cognitive
dissonance game; people . . . make mental shifts according to circumstances
and when you’re not known as a person very much you are more vulnerable
to mis-reading, misunderstanding, even antagonism . ... Nearly every
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literary review I have had has been by someone who has not known me. With
some writers it’s the reverse.

In Canada we have a very close — almost incestuous — relationship between
writers, editors, reviewers. I had thought it was like that here, maybe it is
in the FEast. In Canada it’s concentrated mostly in Toronto; it’s also a
significant factor in contacts you make, how you get on in the writing world
— partly because we're such a small writing community.

Well, that has its good and bad points. The poems themselves: my last two
collections have elements which are unexpected . . . the risks are big: the more
predictable you are as an unknown, the more likely that people can come
to terms with you. The Projectionist wasn’t like The Silent Piano; Sky Poems
is nothing like either of them. So I'm doing, in some ways, the very worst
thing in terms of convenience of career; my impulses come purely out of my
relationship with my art and myself which may also free me to do things that
otherwise I might not do.

Others might not want that freedom, you seem to thrive on it.

Yes. It’s bite, it’s spark. The Sky Poems poems . . . are very sensory, enigmatic
and have metaphoric surfaces to which I develop an undercurrent
counterpoint. All these have thrown some readers — there’s no reason why
I can complain about this, but I do, of course! — but they have not brought
sufficiently flexible reading approaches to them. When people know me, they
know clearly how much gamesmanship is going on, complexity. I have been
astonished by two different responses held by the same persons in relation
to Sky Poems. 1 was deliberately trying to make it more accessible; the form
opened up, lines got longer. People said that the poems are very, very difficult
but also said: “However, they’re also very accessible” A woman had very
strong feminist reservations about them, but said: “I knew what you were like;
I knew how tricky your poems can be at times”. So she read more and they
clicked . . . So this is where language is such a delight and a despair.

A singular mind; not everybody clicks into it straight away, your very
individualist way of seeing the world.

It’s probably idiosyncratic . . . . | suppose one is always worried about how
many people you throw off.

But you have the awards to prove that you are getting through on some
significant levels. To return to . . . you and the work of John Tranter . . .
I've always thought that there’s going to be a poet who will challenge Tranter’s
position. It seems now to me that you are doing a lot of the kinds of things
that he was doing, but in your own way. Do you see any similarities?

No. I know Tranter’s work and like it, but [ wouldn’t say I know it very well.
He’s a very good poet. You're only the second person who’s made the comment
— others may be thinking it. To me, because I didn’t know his work well
enough . . . the connection’s not there. I find it astonishing that we might have
ended up in a similar position. I don’t know; you tell me.

Mainly it’s the images, the raciness, the dislocations of world, of language
as well, in “Instructions for Living in the Sky” and “Through the Open Sky-
Window”, for instance. Not always an easy read, yet a really vibrant one.
Jazzy, very contemporary. You're confronting reality, rather than dodging

it . .. Tranter, it seems to me, is doing a lot of that but since it doesn't strike
you . . .
Well, if I'd been a Sydney poet, perhaps . . . . Another thing — a terrible

admission — but [ don’t read a lot of Australian poets. I’m familiar with their
work here and there. My influences in Sky Poems were very clear to me:
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South American fiction writers. By writing these poems, I have created within
me the kind of poet that wrote those poems who wasn’t there before.

By doing, you become . . .

But the impulse was those South American writers., Not just poets; I'm
thinking of Borges and Marques — oh, Octavio Paz is certainly an influence.
I read Borges when [ was a student. I came to literature very late; most people
I know had been involved in it since their teens, I . . . was about 24 or 25.
I don’t necessarily come up through the same developmental channels as
others. So . . . Borges: the vividness, the edge . . . the perceiver . . . the clash
between the magic and the brutal. There was a rawness, energy, truthfulness,
that was what attracted me; it seemed to say: “This is the way to write!” It
took me a while to actually get there. The Projectionist is a very bare book
in comparison with Sky Poems — a meditation. In Sky Poems, the person
is standing very differently to the projectionist. Some people will be drawn
to one side of my work and not to the other.

I have another manuscript completed — different again, more poems. About
the city and migrant intake into Western Australia in the ‘50s, postwar
intellectuals coming to Australia. Once again it’s extremes of experience —
through them to comment upon our country — you see, I have become
satirical, a commentator. | hadn’t thought I would; I always thought I would
have been a more lyric poet though who's to know? I am a bit pissed off with
the force with which the lyric has taken. Australian poetry has become very
conservative. The poetry’s closing up on itself; it’s a reaction to the '60s and
*70s.

You see, I suppose you'd say there is a link with Tranter, but it’s not Tranter,
it’s that time; so I'm now catching up on it too late. Even Tranter’s starting
to look quite conservative sometimes in his poetry. I'm not saying Tranter’s
work is any worse, just his style has shifted. He’s a very good poet . . . . The
influence of Les Murray has been drawing Australian poetry towards a more
conservative line, though lyric poets in Australia have always been dominant.
The smaller poem, the magazine poem, has quite a grip: precisely chosen plain
speech; distrust of the too brilliant, too audacious — a refining, which I find
disappointing, at worst, boring. I'm not saying the poetry’s no good, just the
range is disappointing. I used to be very fond of some extremely performance-
based work, as a poetry phenomenon it was terrific.

What directions do you see for yourself and work in future? Are the awards
going to make a big difference? The demands made on you by the external
world?

Yes, I was talking to Lauris Edmond (New Zealand Poet) about that British
Airways Commonwealth Prize that we both won and its effects. It was a terrific
pleasure to win an international prize and the reading tour of Britain but I
never felt I was a better poet than other regional winners; you can’t “beat”
books. I was asked in BBC interviews: “Do you think of yourself as an
Australian poet?” I said: “No, no, I see myself as a poet”™. I heard Peter Porter
saying . . . he believed along with Ashbery and others that they were poets
of the mind, the imagination. Their place was in language, the poem itself,
not country or interconnection of countries. Well, I'm very much like that.
Some Australian newspaper reports in my own state even wildly overstated
the award level and its interpretation. In the rest of Australia, I really don’t
know. Only two other newspapers that I know of in all of Australia, mentioned
it, so most people have never even heard that I won this award.

However, awards are good because they say: “Here I am; I'm a writer, too . . .”
- signposts: “Here’s another poet whose work is considered good by some kind
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of assessment”. But, the whole thing is fraught with complications,
interruptions, even delusions. And expectations on two bases: one that you
will write as well in your next work; the other: a lot of people may be willing
to cut your throat! So, awards put a lot of pressure on you as a writer. It’s
a compliment, a pleasure and a threat to an artist, that kind of publicity. I
think, now, it’s settled down. Lauris was saying similar things. But with her
in New Zealand — perhaps it’s the same in Canada — she was well received.
If it happened in Canada, I think it would be well noted.

So, expectations would probably be worse on her.

You've got another volume of poems completed now and a novel.

Yes, some poems in the next collection were written before Sky Poems, and
some are new; so again, it’s not what will be expected.

A good thing? If judged from a totally different point of view?

Well, I had found it very hard to get down to writing again. There’s a strange
limbo when a book is completed, I sort of hang around until it’s in print.
I had two manuscripts in the ABC Bicentennial Awards, both short-listed:
this next collection of poems and the novel. The novel is notr complete; so
all contributed to limbo. I’ve started — this last month — writing my latest
work, influenced by two things: one, that the style I developed in Sky Poems
is attractive to me; the other: in Britain, I heard black poets from Africa,
the Caribbean . . . the sound was more lyrical than Australian poetry —
rhythmically, musically, occasional repetitions. My poem: “The Stairs 1, 2,
3” — about Marilyn Monroe — has repetitions, cyclic, a more personal voice,
too. I'm, trying to get back a bit of the voice that empowered my first two
books. I'm very keen; I just want to immerse myself in it.

Before we end, is there anything that hasn't come up that you'd like to deal
with?

To emphasize language as a device to further make — or break — our worlds.
Sounds wonderfully tangled, endlessly creative.

A paradox: hugely complex, hugely simple. I found very interesting —
aboutThe Projectionist — your comment about the people; relationships.
That’s one thing | haven't done yet but probably will in this next work. Coming
late to poetry, 1 have some mistrust of art forms; it’s also delusive. There’s
an interesting story about Rumi, the Sufipoet . . . anencounter with his Green
Spirit who clutched a pile of Rumi’s manuscripts, held them over a well and
said: “Should I save these, or do you want to learn?” To learn, was to drop
them. Rumi said: “I want to learn”. The Green Spirit pulled them back;
(obviously, he hadn’t meant to drop them). Rumi thereafter said that poetry
was simply one level of reality, so there are reservations about it; I have
reservations. [ Laughs]

Thank you for the interview. I look forward to following more of what you
produce.

So do I! You write and finally think: “So that’s what [ was doing!™ Art’s full
of paradoxes; paradox is the only thing that really sums up reality effectively.
I have one line that says it: “wonder, itself, without any language, seems the
only/ thing to get us slightly less than wrong”. Wonder: a very child-like element
in us.
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PENELOPE LAYLAND

Old Home

When they took her away there

was no question of her ever coming back.
But she wasn’t dead not yet so

they left her things, cleaning only

the black mold from the dishes

of her last meal, pulling up the

tangled sheets still ripe with her

last incontinence. The rest caught

in the seconds between

one old-age activity and another.

They yelled at the kids who

jammed open the windows, mucked among
her things. They yelled “she’s not dead
yet you little rats”. As though it
mattered. As though the kids

could understand a thing like that.

Years afterwards the weatherboard

fitted the ground like a dead suit.

Once it had been painted the non-colour
green-grey of weatherboard houses,
another time dolly-pink.

They gave it the title “estate”

and a relative from the city arrived

and left, the last link, in a cheap suit.
There was talk of money under

the bed but exploration unearthed

only a water-swollen paperback,

a nest of morteined spiders,

a dusty doiley, a bill from the plumber.
That summer there blossomed weeds and
wild flowers and an ageless, creeping
geranium, rooted in the wood like a canker.
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PENELOPE LAYLAND

Common Birds

In ferry-wake the seagulls purl

and plain, taut and small-eyed. They
shuttle back through the breeze, riding
the slipstream a moment as they
scavenge dirty foam with their eyes.
Then forward again, or land to bob, their
feathers propping into tiny sails while
they watch each other with greedy eyes.
Back on the beach they arch necks

and beaks in frustration as the last cold
chip swings through the air. If they could
bomb, like magpies, they would, for
scraps. You never see a dead seagull. Or
perhaps they are gobbled by their mates
even as the last karking cry

escapes their querulous beaks
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CHRIS MANSELL

The daily mirror

who could have thought the luminescent flesh
the morse of words could have become

some sort of mirror a mission in green or amber
a soft quiet friend who holds pieces bits of life
in hands like an old country gentleman

once a young rowdy holding his felt hat
turning it slowly by the rim

next time you are out watch

the hands  the animals living nearest the face
the wild hand things the face tries to hide
the hand creeps up to stop the indiscretion

of the mouth suppress the secret

the smile  shade the eyes

each delivery tells the truth
that the words will not

the green bands of sentence
the hands denounce
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SARI'HOSIE

The Summer Before/The Seahorse

Dedicated to the memory of Linda Cotton Vatskalis, my sister in spirit.

The east wind blows.

A field of wheat stubble can seem noisy from a distance, the second daughter
thinks. Full of lines, criss-cross yellow wheat stalks, the brown-earth edges of rows,
the cloud-free sky, moistureless and pallid. But the flat horizon of the mallee country
with its stunted trees, its lonely salmon gums, the dull landscape seen quickly through
a moving pane of glass, can be mistaken for silence.

A story has many beginnings. The second daughter chooses one, since the
storyteller has fallen silent.

Iam the second daughter of a second daughter. I came early into a circle of women
and a matriliniage of storytellers continues. Traditionally, my father decides where
we are driving to and my mother explains why we're going there.

She has always told us the stories. The last story I remember her telling is the
story of the water babies. The hero, Tom the chimney sweep meets an Irish woman
who lives by the sea.

“And Tom asked her about the sea; and she told him how it rolled and roared
over the rocks in winter nights, and lay still in the bright summer days, for the children
to bathe and play in it; and many a story more, till Tom longed to go and see the
sea, and bathe in it likewise.”

My grandmother never learned to swim but in dreams, she told us, she would
often fly, doing the breast-stroke through her dream-sky.

Now we, landlocked, fly over the road to the other side of nowhere where Tom
the chimney sweep has been before us. We travel continually, arriving to tell our
impossible story to circles of women.

But — “I have lost my way” says Tom the little chimney sweep.

The story has many beginnings. I choose one.

The Second Beginning.

The summer before, we went on a family holiday.

On Sundays if the weather should be fine, we would walk down to the flat, calm
sea and watch the yachts with bright sails out on the water. Green and red and
yellow sails.

The summer before, my mother watched us swimming down at the beach. My
youngest sister played with a blow-up plastic duck. My mother, pregnant again and
beautiful, I remember, stood on the beach with her black hair and a yellow dress
that billowed in the afternoon wind.

My littlest sister’s toy was caught up by the waves and my mother the strong
swimmer dived, fully dressed, into the water to save her from crying. From a distance
1 see my mother floating buoyantly, bobbing up and down on the waves. She swims
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a long way out and I'm afraid. But she comes back, finally, with the toy in her hands.
The yellow dress is dripping and clinging and the five of us — her daughters —
are waiting on the seashore. We run, laughing, to meet her.

We all smile. Our father has taken us on a day-trip in the middle of the holiday.
We nag him to stop the car.

— Mum, tell him to stop.

It’s a field of flowers. We've never seen anything like it.

— Everlastings, my mother says from the roadside.

Dad takes our picture. The five of us, from eight to sixteen years, dressed in bright
t-shirts and hipster jeans.

We smile. I wear a purple t-shirt and a peace sign on a chain. My father arranges
us to his satisfaction in the field of flowers.

The summer before, the music stopped.

— A shame, my mother would sigh.

— On my next posting, our father would reply.

L used to love the curly s shape of the treble clef. I took Sylvie as my new elegant
name and the curly treble clef S as my insignia.

— Ivill haf to tell your father, threatens our Estonian music teacher.

— Darlink. I think you father maybe vaste his money on you. You zhust don't
mak the same proggress as your sisters.

At home on the old piano with the candelabra, I improvise tunes and sing opera.

— You will make a great soprano, my grandmother says, passing.

The summer before, the treat at the end of the holiday was a visit to an oceanarium.
We see fish in a tank but I love the Seahorse. A curly S shape — a treble clef —
sailing up and down the tiny lines of an invisible music sheet.

The summer before, I wanted to be kissed by a boy.

Sometimes at night Elaine and I escaped the holiday house.

— Fishing, we would say. Our mother would smile slowly and say, Yes.

We walked up and down the mile-long jetty. Two boys followed us once.

He stroked my back as we leant against the jetty rail. The strength of my pleasure
took me by surprise. I turned, as he tried to put his arms around me, and ran —
as fast as I could — all the way back along the jetty with him running after me
saying

— She’s a fast runner, and Elaine following behind, furious.

The Third Beginning.

The summer before, we baked ourselves golden brown on the sand. We would
g0 to the new town with the best tan. If it could be called a town. Wheatbin, pub,
shop, school. Pale blue weatherboard school-house on the edge of town. Unfriendly
people.

— You can’t burn off at this time of year mate, a tall man in a hat tells our father.
Not in this wind.

Later someone else came. There’s a curse on the town. The white folk laugh but
an elder comes to tell our father the school master. They respect him. He is gentle
with their children. They warn him. Then one Saturday the entire aboriginal
population packs up and leaves. They never return.

Later the stories filter back. The man caught under a tractor. The boy who misfired
a gun. The man whose daughter drowned.

The town has very little water.

On the new school bus the driver tells us to be quiet. I'm telling the story of our
last town. The swimming pool. The shops. It’s a mistake.

— Why doncha go back there then? someone snickers.
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At midnight, Elaine, Jill and I explore the town dam. We swim, naked, in the
freezing water under a pale moon. The town dam has white clay sides, a blue
perimeter and a grey-green centre. Someone sees us.

— Do you realize, our father frowns, you've been swimming in the town water
supply?

I pour a glass of chlorinated water from the tap.

I imagine I'm a treble clef-seahorse, two inches long, swimming in the drinking
water. I hold the glass up to Jill and we try not to laugh.

The summer before the new town we swam. The swimming instructor taught
us everything he knew about the techniques of lifesaving. How to rescue a struggling
person. How to rescue someone who is drowning. I store up courage in readiness
for rescues.

One day I find the other dam, hidden by bush. The dam is large and covered
in rusty sheets of corrugated iron. I stand back. One sheet of iron has fallen away.
The water beneath is black and deep. No-one ever tells me why the dam is covered.
I can’t ask. My youngest sister just turned eight, would love to walk over the tin.
I catch her, all the time, shinning up too-high drain-pipes after things that are lost.
I want to warn her about the dam but if I tell her, I know she'll go there specially.

I am saved. Our father says — Kids, don't poke around that old dam, will you?
If you fell in, you'd drown. No-one would hear you. There’s no way you could get
out.

The tin sheets form a roof over the water. If you fell in . .. You'd be under a
tunnel. You'd be going into a deep dark tunnel . . .

The summer before, I dream that I am the one who dies. I am caught under
the black, brackish water of the hidden dam. I sink. I try to swim up through the
darkness, knowing that 1 must breathe soon. There's nothing to hold onto but I
swim, finally, into consciousness. Somehow at the last moment I am saved.

The Fourth Beginning.

We stop at a pub near a wheatbin. In the ladies’ lounge, my father drinks a glass
of beer and my mother feeds the baby with the baby's shawl draped over her breasts.
We are given pink lemonade and striped straws. I take out the paper straw and
hold the pink lemonade up to the light.

I'll never wear it again, says my mother, looking down at the yellow dress. She
wore it to the funeral and we were left at home. A kind lady put her hands on
our shoulders one by one and said Only God can help you now.

My mother gave birth to a son.

She keeps her silence to hold in the story of the east wind, the drive to the hospital,
the journey too far.

We wake to death.

— She’s gone, says our father.

We drive. Without my mother to explain why. Her arms stretch wide to hold
us all. She doesn't know why.

The world spins fast/slow.

The car wheels turn but

I am still as a crane standing on one leg

with one webbed foot on the floor of the sea.

I am a fish inside a tank,

a boat without a sail,

I am a diver in a waterglass who can't tell where the sky is.

— She doesn’t suffer, says my father, behind the woodshed. He cuts the wood
and there’s a certain trick to it. You have to cut the mallee roots along their swirly
lines. They make wonderful firewood. They burn 1o a fine white ash.
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The Fifth Beginning.

The summer before, Sylvie wanted to be kissed by a boy.

— I’ll have no one to play with, says the second littlest sister.

Her pyjamas are still in the wash.

No-one speaks her name.

Can I drink this pink lemonade?

Sh-sh! If we're good, maybe nothing else will happen.

Only GOD can help you now.

The summer before we saw a Seahorse. The summer before we walked down
to the sea, the summer before . . .

We drive on to the next town with selves we no longer recognize.

We are cranes standing one-legged on the floor of the sea.

We are Seahorses gliding slowly between the lines of the invisible music sheet,

We are everlastings hung upside down to dry.

We are yellow ducks bobbing up and down on the waves,

We are divers in a waterglass who cannot find the sky.

* Several lines are taken from Charles Kingsley's “The Water Babies”.
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ANNE CASEY

Moet & Chandon

Champagne Charlie was my name,
Champagne drinking gain'd my fame,
So as of old when on the spree

Moet & Chandon’s the one for me.”
(George Leybourne, 1869)

Jane Hogan lives six blocks from my house, an uphill walk most of the way. We
live in a quiet neighbourhood, at least, the houses appear quiet with their drawn
curtains and shadowy gardens. 1 am told it is safe to walk the streets at night. I
often do, and so do others I know.

I stand at the gate of Jane’s house, holding a bottle of Moet & Chandon, the
very last of my birthday collection.

Twice I have passed Jane’s house and returned. I stand at the gate concealed in
the shadow of the hedge. The verandah light is on. Does Jane expect a visitor? Does
she think the light will keep her safe?

There is nothing to fear, I tell myself.

I enter the garden, and stand under a huge palm tree rustling with hidden birds.
I lean against the rough trunk, feeling the diamond pattern of the bark. The tree
feels strong and massive. My other hand holds the cool bottle, securely grasped by
the neck.

I force myself to cross to the front door where 1 knock very softly.

Jane is surprised to see me. 1 give no explanation but she makes me welcome.
We walk down the long corridor to the kitchen. Already I begin to feel detached,
as if I am playing a role we have rehearsed.

Jane Hogan is pale with long dark hair that splits and curls half-way down her
back. Her voice is soft and clear as a bell. She moves with consideration for objects,
and for living things around her.

I am covered in bruises from table corners and doorways. Bruised legs are common
in my family. Most of the time, we have no idea where the bruises come from.

Comparison is pointless.

“Do you feel like a drink, Jane?” I wave the Moet casually.

“Yes,” she says. “I'd like that.”

I stand to open the bottle, precise as a waiter. Jane brings me two unmatched
wine glasses. At home, I drink from crystal flutes which break one by one in the
washing-up. I set down the champagne, placing the cork on the table next to the
bottle.

I watch Jane stirring a saucepan of milk on the stove. She sets out two mugs,
and puts four tea-spoons of Milo in each one. I pour the champagne, watching the
bubbles rise and subside in the glasses.
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Jane puts the mugs on a tray with a plate of chocolate biscuits. She leaves the
room, and I hear the stairs creak under her feet. I picture her daughters in flannel
nightgowns. Are they watching T.V. or drawing with coloured pencils? Perhaps they
are playing with Barbie dolls or having a Cabbage Patch tea-party. I decide they
are having a Cabbage Patch tea-party with dolls wearing home-made dresses.

Waiting for Jane, I sip my drink with great control. I contemplate the seductive
properties of Moet & Chandon.

The Moet & Chandon vineyards face south-east, warmed by the morning sun.
The topsoil is shallow, and the sun’s warmth is absorbed by the underlying chalk.
The chalk reflects the rays of the sun back into the foliage of the vines, giving them
a second helping of sunshine. The sun and the soil create a private warm climate
which lasts through the evening and into the night.

Jane returns and we lift our glasses.

“What are we drinking to?” she says.

“The ecstasy of St. Theresa,” I say.

“If you like.” Jane laughs, a tinkle of Swiss bells.

I can't bear to be taken lightly.

Jane and I discuss her daughters. One of them is addicted to reading. As long
as she is awake, she is reading.

“I was like that,” I say. “I still am.”

Jane looks doubtful.

On my second glass, I begin to tell Jane a roundabout story . . .

“You haven’t seen my kitchen since I painted it. The walls are the colour of Van
Gogh’s sunflowers. I painted pink and grey bands around the stained-glass window
frames; I used a half-inch brush. First I had to wash the walls — they were filthy.

“I wanted to make it beautiful, to make a beautiful home . . .”

Jane and 1 light cigarettes. I know I am staring at her. Her eyes are the exact
blue of the eyes of the man I love. Deep ocean blue, I used to call it.

Jane waits without comment for me to continue.

“I'd just started washing the walls when Lisa appeared at the door looking pale
and shaky. I was a bit suspicious, you know, because I hardly ever see her these
days.”

I look at Jane meaningfully, and she nods.

“Lisa wouldn’t tell me why she’d come. Just said she felt depressed. I knew she’d
come to tell me she was in love with Robert. So I made her help me wash the walls.”

I feel tears of self-pity rising in my eyes.

Jane looks disturbed. She pushes back her chair, and goes to the kitchen bench
where she stands with her back to me. I study her body. She looks small and slender.
Although we are the same height, I feel much bigger.

[ want to tackle her physically, to throw her to the ground and vanquish her.

She asks me if Id like to hear some music, and I nod dumbly.

Jane puts on Some Girls. How long has she liked the Rolling Stones? I can’t keep
the sneer from my face.

I am drinking faster than Jane, which is a good thing. Every drop is precious.
I empty the heavy green bottle into our fragile glasses.

Jane returns from the living room, and resumes her place at the table. Neither
of us refer to the story I had been telling. For some reason, I want to talk about
my birthday party. I want Jane to know what a fast and glamorous crowd we made.
My sentences become rapid and nervous — I am thinking of Blanche du Bois.

“Robert told me about it.” Jane stuns me into silence. “It sounded great. Lots
of people and music. Great fun,” she repeats, leaning back in her chair.
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I am fixed by her eyes, and by the shadows around them. Her skin is pale and
has a waxy surface, like a water-lily. Her skin makes strong contrast to her hair
which is almost black. She makes no effort to disguise what grey there is.

Not a vain woman, obviously.

I repress the desire to laugh, and take a slow sip from my glass. The bubbles
rise to the back of my nose. Moet & Chandon is good champagne.

I don’t believe Jane could tell vintage from non-vintage. But she knows how to
make a man feel at home.

Time is running out.

“Jane, did Robert come to visit you the night of my birthday?”

Jane sighs. “He came for a while,” she says. “We watched T.V. I think he was
feeling a bit tired.”

“So you see him quite often, do you?” I say. I feel menace in the air. Jane doesn’t
appear to notice.

In fact, she laughs. “Oh, he comes around sometimes. He’s a good friend, and
he likes the children.”

Jane draws a strand of hair back behind her ear. She reveals the side of her neck,
pale and shadowy. I imagine I can smell her skin; it is warm, musky.

“I heard he was in love with you.”

Jane shifts her eyes. Her voice has a jokey tone. “Where did you hear that?”

I take a deep breath. “I just heard it . . .”

I raise my glass, encouraged by her shy posture, her hair falling darkly around
her face.

“...and I had to know if it was true.” I want to add “Forgive me” but pride
will not allow it.

Jane gets up from the table, breaking the tension of our physical closeness. Once
again, she moves to the sink, arranging the dishes that are waiting to be washed.
Her hands move lightly.

“Robert hasn’t said anything to me.” Jane says with a little laugh.

I appreciate her repetition.

“. .. He just comes round to visit, to relax . . . And I'm glad he does. We're good
friends.”

I sip the last of my drink, feeling warm. I decide to leave, having heard what
I came to hear.

Jane drifts around the kitchen.

[ am fixed in my chair.

The Moet & Chandon is empty. I know this but I tip the bottle automatically.
Two more drops. I study my hand holding the stem of the glass. My hand is blanched
of colour. The nails need filing. This neglect of grooming reminds me that I am
wearing a faded Rolling Stones tee-shirt.

I feel the weight of my head in the palm of my hand. The pattern on the tablecloth
begins to creep.

“Are you all right?” Jane says.

“I'm sorry,” I tell her. “I should go.”

The doorbell rings, a piercing sound. I look at Jane. She is looking at me. Her
eyes are dilated, her body tensed up as if she were going to spring.

I watch her leaving the room, smoothing her hands down over her hips.

I see myself standing at the blind end of an alley with my back to a wall. The
tall figure of a man comes toward me. The sun is behind him, casting a shadow
that covers me. There are no colours. I see it all in black and white.

I hear the tread of boots coming down the hall. Jane comes into the room, her
laughter dying away.
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I face Robert. He leans against the frame of the doorway, tall and casual, taking
in the situation. I have to admire his stance.

“Celebrating?” he says. “Moet & Chandon! You have been cclebrating.”

Jane and I respond with Southern Belle laughter.

I watch Jane go to the fridge and take two bottles of Crown Lager from a six-
pack. Jane doesn’t drink beer, and neither do 1.

Robert sits at the head of the table, relaxed, talkative. Everything I say is automatic
and unheard by my own ears. | am a camera, silently taking pictures of Jane. Of
Robert’s mouth, his hands, his mouth. Without looking, I know the exact colour
of his eyes.

Robert’s hands are pale with raised blue veins. The veins run like twin rivers
dividing again at the knuckles. Two white scars run from the base of his thumb
round to the side of his wrist. I picture his hand going through glass in an act of
violence.

When 1 look into his eyes, I am shocked by their depth and colour. I know this
feeling well: the feeling of falling into ocean darkness.

I stand abruptly. Robert continues to talk. He is describing two classic cars, one
complete and one in pieces in cardboard boxes. The cars are to be sold together.

“Goodbye,” I say. “I’'m going.” I do not move.

Jane turns to me. She murmurs regret. Twice she thanks me for the champagne
which she calls “beautiful”.

“Keep the bottle as a trophy,” I tell her. Her dark eyes widen.

Robert hastens to my side. He assists me into my red winter coat with jolly
solicitude. He walks with his arm around me down the long corridor. He opens
the door. I feel the fresh cold of the night, and turn to him.

He folds me against his chest, and I lean on him briefly.

“Goodnight.” He bends to kiss my dry lips. “Take care of yourself.”

I run from the circle of light into the shadows. Too fast to hear the door close.
Out on the street, it is all I can do not to vomit. I crouch in the shadows for some
time.

When I can walk, I reel home carelessly, bruising myself on this and that.
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JANET SHAW

Breathing up to heaven

No garden, clean windows, a nice place. They’d given me a key and it fitted smooth
as oil in the first lock, but I pressed the intercom button just to be sure she wasn't
home. She wasn’t.

The carpet in the passage was smoky grey and clean, even up the stairs. There
was no one about. At the top on the landing were three doors with neat gold numbers
on them, and twelve was the far one. That lock was smooth too, and I shut the
door behind me and dumped my bag on the couch.

A mess of course, and I might have known. I poked around a bit. A dinner party,
apparently — big sticky roast pan in the kitchenette, and dishes and more dishes,
and empty champagne bottles. I could see she wasn’t used to being tidy.

Under a cushion in the loungeroom was a dress, and there was underwear. Then
I found the diary. When I picked it up it opened at the last entry.

Ross says he can’t help himself — I say he doesn’t try.

Not that I mind, of course, and he is rather inventive.

But must he go on about his money and how happy he could
make me? I'm not saying a word — let him wait.

Ho hum, I thought. Only two of them, making this much mess.

It was all going to take me more than the two hours, at any rate, and I started
on the kitchenette. I could see out the window the postie dropping mail into the
boxes, and I wondered if this Ross would be writing to her.

By the time I was in the loungroom holding her underpants up, wondering what
on earth I was supposed to do with them, the phone rang. I just ignored it of course,
thinking it couldn’t be for me. Then I started thinking, what if it’s the agency, checking
to see if I'm really here? So I grabbed it, just when I was sure it was about to stop
ringing.

“Hello,” I said, and 1 whipped the work card out of my apron for a look. “Sylvia
Hoyle’s residence.”

There was a pause, then “Betty?”

“Who's that?” I said, but I knew. It was my sister. “That you, Sarah?”

“Yea.”

“What are you doing, ringing me at work? Where’d you get this number? The
agency?”

“Yes.”

“I’m at someone’s house. You can’t ring me here.”

“It’s an emergency.”

“Sarah, I can’t talk on the phone. What’s wrong?”

“There’s ants all over everything. I think you'd better come home now. They’re
everywhere.”
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“Now look,” I said, “have a nap. You know where the tablets are. Hop back into
bed.”

“But my bed’s full of ants. And I drank some in my juice. I think they poisoned
me. I feel sick.”

“Nonsense. There’s no ants, and I have to do my work. I'll see you later.” And
hung up.

A week later I looked at the loungeroom and said, so, Sylvia Hoyle’s had another
wild night. There was her underwear, and there were all the dirty dishes, and there
was me, starting to clean the whole thing up.

I found the diary on top of the fridge.

Dear Ross cried when I said 1 had to think about it. He hardly looked at
the roast lamb, just told me he couldn’t bear not knowing. I know he’s an
important person and all that, but I couldn’t help teasing him just a little when
he said, was it because I had someone else? Of course it ended in the usual
way, with me quite overcome in the middle of dinner. He’s very persuasive.

I nearly didn’t answer the phone when it rang, because I thought it’s only Sarah
again. She’s got some silly idea and she wants to bother me. But of course I started
imagining it was the agency, and that woman would be saying “She’s not there —
we can’t have this”, and I snatched the phone up.

“Betty I'm frightened.”

I sighed. “Why are you frightened, Sarah?”

“It’s the man again, and he’s got a dog.”

“Is the front door locked?”

“Yes, but I think he got in.”

“Sarah, if you didn’t let him in, and the door’s locked, then he couldn’t be inside,
could he?”

“But I could hear the dog sniffing. I had to hide in the laundry and I got so scared
I panted and panted and then I got dizzy and I thought I was floating up to heaven.
I don’t know what he did to me.”

“Nothing. There’s no one there, Sarah. Hop back into bed and turn the telly on,
OK? Have something to eat. You know where the biscuits are. There’s no one there,
you’ll be fine. Don’t ring me again.” I put the phone down, and in a minute I picked
it up again. When I heard the dial tone 1 left the receiver off the hook and got on
with my work.

I was a bit early the next week, and I looked for the diary straight away. Finally
I found it under the bed, well hidden.

Letter today. He’s making a mistake. I know he really loves me.

Of course, 1 had to find that letter, and there it was, folded into the back cover
of the diary. It was funny looking at a letter he'd actually written. I realised then
I’d been thinking this Ross didn’t exist.

Sorry Sylvia,
But [ won’t have time to drop around tonight. I'm off interstate tomorrow
and have a bit to do — thanks for asking me, though. Thought I'd take a
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bit of a holiday while I'm away. Fact is, I'll probably be gone a while, but
I’ll be in touch when I get back.
Ross.

This was the bloke who couldn’t resist her. I chuckled. [ couldn’t help it.

I knew it would only take me half the time that day. It seemed Miss Sylvia had
been much more restrained lately -— no champagne, no roast, and not a piece of
underwear in sight. I went into the kitchenette and stacked up what dishes there
were. That was when 1 saw a trail of little black ants coming up from the floor
and along the bench. I watched them for a while, watched them tap their feelers
together, run along the column and tap their feelers. Then 1 squashed a few, and
hunted out the spray.

It’s funny, I thought, when I stood looking at her bedroom, she’s really been very
neat this week. I poked around a bit, and when the phone began to ring, I let it:
it would only be Sarah. I counted sixteen rings while I looked through the drawers
for the second time that day. By the time the ringing stopped I had decided that
Miss Holyle had left to look for Ross.

I straightened the room up and lay on the bed. Pretty soon | was wondering what
Sarah had wanted, and 1 just couldn’t make up my mind whether to ring her back
or not.

I didn’t have to worry — she rang again, and this time it was some panic about
the electricity going wrong and paralysing her, or something. 1 don’t know.

I slipped into the flat and checked. Just as I thought — Sylvia hadn’t been back
all week. I pulled my suitcases in from the hall. It had been hard to get them past
Sarah. She wouldn’t stop talking, acted suspicious. In the end 1 tricked her. “That
dog’s in the backyard again,” | said, and when she ran out to look I grabbed my
cases from my room and left.

I made myself a cup of coffee, took the phone off the hook, and then sat in the
loungroom watching television. The reception was good, and I thought to myself
“fine.” When I was tired of that I pulled my suitcases into the bedroom and unpacked.
I cleared out some drawers and put her things under the bed.

It was a comfortable bed and 1 was tempted to have a nap right away. But no,
I had a few things to do. I took my bag of groceries from the suitcase into the
kitchenette and put the champagne into the fridge. She had recipe books, thank
goodness, so it was no trouble to make the stuffing, and I put the chicken in the
oven on low. After [ had prepared the vegetables I put the eggs, the chocolate and
the beater on the bench and set about making mousse.

When it was setting in the fridge and the chicken was cooking in the oven, I took
a bottle of champagne and a glass into the loungeroom.

“Here’s to you, Betty,” I said, and 1 raised my glass and I had to laugh.

The picture was on with no sound. There was a bloke in the movie — so handsome,
and looking at me. | was touching myself. Gently, and looking at that handsome
bloke and him looking at me and slipping undone my clothes and slipping inside
my underwear, her best soft underwear . . .

I brought out the second bottle of champagne with the mousse and pushed aside
the plate with bones on it. “Cheers, Betty my love,” and one hand slipping and
squeezing all over me I laughed out loud. Oh, I laughed out loud.
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I did feel a bit sick, a bit unsteady, when I woke up. The loungeroom was in
the same old mess — empty bottles, dirty plates, clothes and underwear scattered.

I turned the television picture off. It was someone jumping around inside a costume
made to look like a big cat. Oh dear, I thought.

In the kitchenette the ants had come back. There was a trail from a different
hole straight to the mousse bowl. I went and had a shower.

The flat was clean and beautiful. I watched from the kitchenette window as the
postie dropped letters into all the slots. I was sure there was something for number
twelve so I got my key and went downstairs.

There were three letters, and 1 brought them back up, sat on the couch and opened
them with a little knife.

A letter from the council about a parking ticket, a leaflet from a health club, and
a card from ‘Aunty Joy’ — “Dear Sylvia” etc, with a bit about the weather and
a dying dog.

Nothing from young Ross, not that 1 expected anything. | wondered if she had
found him yet, but I doubted it somehow. I knew he would make himself pretty
hard for her to find.

I pulled the diary out and sat at the desk.

Ross was rather taken with dinner and [ was rather taken with Ross. He poured
me champagne until, I'm afraid to say, between the chicken and the mousse,
I couldn’t hold myself back any longer. I panted so hard I was breathing up
to heaven, floating away . . .he wants me so badly — how long can I keep
him waiting? I'll have to decide soon.

I watched a movie on television straight after lunch, then I nicked out for some
shopping. When I got back I cleared the bench, but as I picked up the toaster to
move it 1 got a hot charge up my arm, and dropped it. The thing was faulty, it
must have been, but no real harm done. 1 began working on a pavlova, listening
to the radio, and my arm ached a little.

I did wonder about Sarah, I did think of ringing her.

I also wondered about Ross. Perhaps I would hear from him tomorrow. Perhaps
he would be back in town soon, and he’d come around here, not knowing Sylvia
had gone after him. I chuckled. I supposed he’d be surprised to see me.

It was veal with special sauce that night, and 1 was getting up a good collection
of dirty saucepans and dished when I noticed the ants blackening the bowl I'd mixed
the pavlova in. Some of them were dead, drowned themselves in it. The rest died
when | sprayed and sprayed and sprayed.

There was another man on the movie that night, watching me. The hand sliding
up my thigh, slipping under my panties, softly pressing and sliding, and Ross kissing
me and whispering, and then on the floor slowly pushing and me sighing and
breathing. Ross.

Ross could hardly wait last night, licking the pavlova cream off his
fingers, off mine, licking me. It’s almost quaint how much he wants me.
Begged me to marry him again. What can I do?

I closed the diary and put it away. The flat was spick and span. I'd cleaned the
dishes, wiped away the dead ants, watched for the postie. Only one letter. “Dear
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Ms Hoyle, thankyou for your interest in our superannuation package.” Not a word
from Ross.

I was lying on the bed wondering what to cook for dinner, feeling my arm still
ache a little from the wretched toasted, when I heard the front door open. A man
said “Got the cartons? We’ll pack the books first, then take the shelf, let’s see, couch,
telly. Alrighty?”

Another man said “Yep”, and 1 lay and listened to them packing the books into
boxes. Every so often there was a thump and I thought they would be dumping
the full boxes by the front door.

When they said “Righty-ho, let’s get the shelf,” I got out of bed and began to
pack my suitcases. | would leave what food there was in the kitchen, I would leave
my toothbrush in the bathroom.

I slipped out the front door of the flats while the men were sliding the shelf into
their truck outside. One of them looked up at me as I came through the gate and
said “Morning.” | smiled at him and walked away from the flat. I rang Sarah from
a phone box to tell her I was coming, and was halfway home when I realised I had
forgotten my diary. It was too late to go back for it now.

STEPHEN HALL

Bartering

Having lost her to water
I think of her arms
rising easily in the heave
of tide and the liquor
of her eyes diluted into
miles of shifting sea.

Some man’s lost canoe,
outrigger snapped by storm,
meanders to this beach,

I think she passed a few
yards from it, cracking

her lips around a cry.

The hollow knock of my
knuckle on the wood, is
the moment of his finger
stroking a blistered line
upon her cheek, foreign
waves drawing over legs.

We exchange gifts; his
long, smooth boat, tooth-
marked by the hatchet; my
lover, carved from the
grain of my life, hair
knotted in the black sand.
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ANDREW LANSDOWN

Chook and Children

It never recovered from motherhood, the black hen.
It went clucky, hoarded eggs, hatched chickens

and turned vicious. Months later and still

it fluffs to a fury and hurls itself at our legs.

A plump, feathered lance, it draws blood

from our fatted calves. The children are afraid
to collect the eggs. Terror roams the chook-run.
Today, it hurtled at my son as he reached

into the feed-bin. He fended it off with the lid,
held like a shield at his shins, until I arrived

with a tomato stake to beat it back. It baulked,
squawked and flapped a swift retreat. The children

rejoice. Oh-ho, father with justice in his fist!

Ah-ha, the chicken-livered chook! Under the apple
tree the fowl fluffs up, shakes off its fright.

Looking on, my daughter says, ‘Deserves him right!’
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MARGARET PACKHAM-HARGRAVE

The Chiffonier

Tad stood in the dark room, his feet close to the place where the old, proud cedar
of the chiffonier met the linoleum mat. Mother had arranged it so that the damp
could not creep up from the concrete and weaken and mustify this last relic of the
comfortable life Dargans were said to have lived before the Depression.

He felt the darkness as his pale fingertips extended towards the carved face of
the drawer and the deep mystery of the never-opened doors. His fingers made contact
with the polished smoothness of the wood and he gently moved them to and fro
and it seemed that the scent of beeswax lifted and wafted and overcame the cabbagey
airlessness of the room. He moved his fingertips down the bosom of the wood until
they reached the brass keyhole and the shape of the brass key which was never moved
because Mother trusted in her fearful stories.

His small fingers touched the key and he pressed its shaft against his thumb. Only
this. Inside the chiffonier the dread pterodactyl shuddered its wings and opened and
shut its mouth on rows and rows of triangular teeth.

Tad dropped his hand to his side. He walked over to the docrway and sharply
pulled down the light cord. When Mother came in, panting from the heat of the
wood copper, he was kneeling in front of the bookcase.

— Remember, Tad, th2t we are lucky to have Aunt Jenny’s books. Although
the house.

She hovered.

— Read this one. Jessica’s First Prayer. It’s a lovely story. A Jew becomes
convinced.

He ran his forefinger slowly over the spines of the books. Doctor Adrian, Henry
Esmond in red binding, a spongy, puffy black book called Tennyson and a maroon
Mrs Browning and a sea-green Shelley. Books dark and old as the room. The edges
of the pages were brown and the paper cracked when a page was turned.

Mother sighed again.

— I've got to get the washing out.

Tad pulled down the light cord and left the books to another reader. The
pterodactyl folded its wings and shut its mouth.

When Tad was tired of looking over the fence to next door, watching the Ashton
twins building their tree house, he came inside and watched as Mother smoothed
the cream tablecloth and put out the sherry.

— Where’s your father? One of the twins had leered up at him.

— We're not allowed to play with you, the other one chanted smugly.

— Father Leary, Mother explained.

The lamb needed basting. Mother wiped her face and wrenched open the oven
door.

Father Leary wiped the gravy from his dark-stubbled chin and sighed.
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— Well, Mrs Dargan. Well, well! “Tis hard t’ find m’self a reliable altar boy these
days.

Tad chewed carefully. The lamb was stringy. A fibre caught in a back tooth. He
poked a finger into his mouth and tried to push his nail between the teeth and return
his mouth to a state of comfort. Mother looked at him.

Tad followed Father Leary into the heavy air of the sacristy. In a little closet was
a wardrobe of delicately laced cottas and tiny albs in the seasonal colours of the
Church, and for festivals and funerals — white, red, green, purple, black. Tad
touched the soft, lacy fabric of the cotta Father handed to him.

— Y’r mother always keeps these beautiful, he said.

— Y’can polish the sanctus bells, me boy, but the Chalice is holy.

Tad looked at the Chalice. Just a chink of silver was visible under the white linen
folds. It was kept in a dark, holy place. Waiting for the Lord to come. And for Father
Leary’s lips, which touched lovingly.

Tad carefully wriggled into the red alb stiffened slightly and smelling of Mother’s
chalky starch. He looked at himself in the sacristy’s long mirror and checked that
no fold or crease was wrongly placed. Then he reached up for the cotta, still slightly
warm from the iron, and carefully slid it from its hanger. Slowly, and with great
care, he put his arms into the wide sleeves and lifted the garment so that it was
upon him without the disturbance of a hair. Slowly, he turned in front of the mirror
and the beauty of his appearance surprised him. His thick features seemed to have
become finer. The purity, the delicacy, the grace of the garments had transformed
him. He followed Father Leary and his shoes were not heavy as they crossed into
the sanctuary.

Christ was born and betrayed and died and rose, and the Church wore green
through the long season after Trinity. Mother puffed over the fuel copper. She asked
Tad if he had heard the clothes prop man coming down the street. On the shelf,
Jessica’s prayer put on a grey coat and the pterodactyl shuffled in the cupboard
once more.

The Ashton twins were hiding under the pine trees and flicking stones over the
fence. Tad kicked at the scruffy remnants of Mother’s pansies. He sidled over to
the fat trunk of the palm tree and he picked up a sharp lump of gravel. Something
the Ashtons had thrown yesterday.

He drew his arm back as far as he could and he curved himself into the shape
of a famous fast bowler who had had his picture on the back page of The Sun.
He threw the stone.

There was a crash and a tinkle as the front sunroom opened. A fern was felled.
Tad put his back up against the palm tree and drew his legs up tightly. He was
a ball ready to roll down a steep hill.

He heard Mrs Ashton’s high heels on the path. He heard her loud voice and a
funny gasp from Mother.

— The boy needs a father's discipline, Mrs Dargan.

The angry heels went past again and the gate climped to. Tad sat quietly for awhile.
When he arose, it was dusk and Mother was shelling peas. She opened her face
brightly.

— A chop and a sausage tonight, Tad.

Tad said nothing. He walked into the dark sitting-room and stood in front of
the chiffonier. He stood up very close to it and listened for the pterodactyl to scratch
with its horrible claws and to bite at the air with its rows of teeth. There wasn’t
even a rattle.
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Tad reached out and touched the key. It was cold. He quickly twisted it. There
was a grinding and a click and he pulled at the key and the door eased open.

There was no pterodactyl. There was a brown box.

Tad knelt in front of the open door and he took the box out of its dark hole.
There was a smell of paper and of age, but there was no dust. The box was as clean
as if it had been put there yesterday.

Tad balanced the box upon his folded knees and he opened it. He drew the top
carefully upwards and set it down on the floor.

Inside the box there was a wrapping of fine white tissue paper and there was
something soft and white underneath. Tad gently put aside the tissue paper and
it was as if he were opening a curtain on a miracle.

The fabric was crisp with lace and there were yards of white smooth-shiny stuff
that Tad’s hungry fingers caressed with a harsh swiftness. He pulled the stuff out
of the box in a haste that made the whiteness tumble in a foam across the floor.
There was another piece of fabric, filmy, translucent, and he pulled that out, too,
wondering. He did not bother with the little bundle of paper, or with the little brooch.

He laid the fabric out and saw that it had a shape.

He lifted the folds of the garment. Slowly, and with great care, he tried to struggle
into it so that nothing was spoilt or disarranged. The sleeves were long and narrow
and he could not tell which was the front and which was the back and the yards
of fabric tangled around his feet. He tried to arrange the yards in a graceful surge
but his feet were too inexperienced and soon there was a long tear, and a dark stain
of mud his shoe had collected under the palm tree gashed across the lace.

He heard Mother pull sharply on the light cord and he heard the button at the
end of the cord slapping hard against the wall. His hands could not resist. He outlined
the smooth tracings of the lace-edged sleeves. He followed the outline of his satin
ribs and waist.

He heard Mother walk away and he heard the colander and the peas hitting the
kitchen sink, heard the colander bounce tinnily on the floor, heard a hailstorm of
peas.

Mother returned and stood and made little bubbling sounds. Again she pulled
the light cord very hard. She left Tad standing in the dark.
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DEREK WRIGHT

At Akroteri

Hammer-heads still peer from pumice,
ready for stone or ship;

the cracked walls gathered, put back,
but the bags stayed packed.

Frescoed figures leap from the block,

eyes over shoulders, too quick for

the earth’s camera, black ash hoods that blur
human negatives in rock.

No creatures caught in love or envy
or what they were ever about to say;
no apocalyptic apathy

postured in lava here. Not Pompeii.

But deserted places hoard their own hollowness;
their absence from their deaths the main event,

their almost instinct disappointment;

as if sad they had waited all their lives for this,

then missed it; had rehearsed and left before the play
and might have run anywhere except away.
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ASA LE TOURNEAU

The Lodger

You have let your hair run riot

for the sheer joy of watching it grow

It is left to sprawl like an unkept

garden, to shape itself and take possession
of whatever it chooses, an ear, a chin,

an eye or two.

Besides, looking respectable is a vanity

you gave up long ago

That perished with the coming of relations

and especially curious friends

Those long, drawn out afternoons

spent blubbering into the laps of the many

while the pattering rain spoke of even greater farces
How could they begin to understand

the prisoner who threw away the key.

You require little in the still air

of your present abode

Hermetically sealed from the outside world
you revel in your own suffocation

It is more than a state of mind

It is the gentle touch of an undemanding friend
naive to your secret and dumb to the world.
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REVIEWS

Margaret Barbalet, Sara Dowse, Suzanne
Edgar, Marian Eldridge, Marion Halligan,
Dorothy Horsfield, Dorothy Johnston,
Canberra Tales, Penguin Books, $12.99.

Husbands and wives who live together for a
long time eventually grow to look alike, so they
say. Perhaps groups of writers, especially those
who live in a cloistered environment like
Canberra, undergo the same homogenizing
process and begin to sound alike. With one or
two exceptions and in spite of what the
anonymous (collective?) voice in the Afterword
may claim, the voices of the women in Canberra
Tales are disconcertingly similar. Or is it because
of the repetitiousness of the subject matter —
Canberra? Whether low life in places like
“Belladonna Gardens” (Marion Halligan) —
‘There were beer cans and chip packets and
plastic bags and faded wads of free advertising,
and a number of condoms . . . Her foot pushed
a tall tufted clump of dead weeds aside. There
were two syringes, complete with needles.’, or the
high life — “Volumptuous Ladies” (Suzanne
Edgar) — ‘The singer placed herself astride
Colin’s lap and supple as a dancer folded
glittering silver legs around his shoulders. From
his foolish smile, Colin might have received a
trophy. Peacock feather hooked a slender wrist
behind his neck, the other held the mike.” —
there is a consistency about background, tone
and style. Recurrent images dominate the stories
as they do the landscape, whether natural (the
Brindabellas), man-made (the new Parliament
House or the High Court) or an artificial
combination of the two (Lake Burley Griffin).
After a while the effect becomes slightly
claustrophobic. Perhaps this is the whole point.

There are some good stories in this collection;
some very well crafted stories, although their
well-craftedness sometimes edges towards
contrivance; the compulsion for metaphor; for
symbols; for frames in which to slot the
narrative. Those more spontaneously told have
the urgency of gossip: not malicious, but
knowledge to be shared. Families split by death
or desertion; the loneliness of a partner who
remains, sometimes alone, sometimes with the
additional pressures of children to care for.
Some of these stories may be intended as
cautionary tales (“Perilous Seas”™) others read
like case histories (“Dog Bones” and “The

Division of Love”), though imagination lifts
them beyond the files of the social worker or the
police report.

Five stories stand out for special reasons.
Dorothy Johnston in “The New Parliament
House” probes beneath the superficial glitter/
squalor of our nation’s capital to expose the
dilemma of the woman who opts to climb the
male-dominated ladder to success — (if you are
ambitious, it is possible also to have integrity?
And anyway, where does it get you in the end?).
Her more conservative sister sticks with
marriage and children, and those particular
tensions. This story confronts issues that are
concerned with power — from maintaining the
balance of power in the home to the equally
disturbing shifts in the power struggles of the
Press Gallery. The dichotomy of the roles each
sister plays is nicely balanced and you feel that
Johnston is a writer who allows her characters
to BE. The result is more satisfying than if she
had simply written ABOUT them.

Marion Halligans “Most Mortal Enemy” is
the compelling story of Mikelis, the once
dispossessed Balt who now climbs his pole to
photograph progress on the new Parliament
House building. But the story is top heavy with
symbols — the camera, the pole, the pieces of
amber. Like Mikelis, stranded up his pole when
the ladder falls, the story is also endangered. In
spite of this, it is a complex story, a cerebral
story, playing with the idea of power and lost
opportunity, and has enough (just) emotional
pull to make you feel for Mikelis, trapped as he
is.

Marian Eldridge’s readable and pacey
“Capital Gains” reveals how family life can be
fractured by the pressure imposed (or self-
imposed) by life as a public servant, but the story
is linear rather than lateral. The Skerrits, wide-
eyed visitors to the city, seem to re-affirm the
values of the average slightly ocker family, yet
the tone is uncertain. How are we to react to the
work-obsessed Richard Potter who takes
himself so seriously? And is Ray and Joan
Skerritt’s naivety unfortunate or a saving grace?
This slight ambiguity reinforces the vision of
Canberra glimpsed against a mountain
backdrop as a kind of Eden but leaves you
wondering whether the city itself is the worm in
the apple.

Sara Dowse’s “My Cousin Paola” examines
issues at the heart of Australian society, and
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Canberra, logically, is the setting. In her story
there is less preoccupation with details of the
place — Simonetta’s home could just as easily
be in Noranda or a similar suburb in Sydney or
Melbourne where European migrants who have
made lots of money choose to live. Lisa, who
tells this story of her cousin, offers some startling
insights. She remembers her father saying, ‘In
Bologna you could be a worker, an artisan and
still be a cultured man,* and how he discovered
after coming to Australia that to be educated and
a worker were two different things. Lisa, herself
a student of chemistry, looking at an electron
through a microscope (the microscope image
may not be original, but it works quite well)
discovers that ‘you need the stain to see them [the
cells] clearly differentiated’. The voice in this
story is strong, the control of narrative
impressive and the theme challenging, but the
outcome is rather too predictable.

Hidden among all the social realism in this
collection of stories is a short piece by Dorothy
Johnston — “The Boatman of Lake Burley
Griffin” — that lingers on in the mind with its
perplexing images of water and the boatman.
The unanswered questions are what make this
story special and its resonances suggest a longing
for things to return to the way they were — ‘his
mouth yawned open; as if to swallow the water
and return the valley to its former shape’. There
is an eerie, surreal quality about this story that
demands more than one reading.

Overall I felt that the women who wrote these
stories were onlookers, sharply observant,
sometimes compassionate but only rarely able to
tear at the bone and fibre of their characters. On
the whole too nice, rather too well behaved —
but perhaps this is the effect of living in a place
like Canberra.

Julie Lewis

Les A Murray, The Daylight Moon, Angus &
Robertson, 1987, $12.95.

“The Dream of Wearing Shorts Forever” is
the poem that captures the mood of Les
Murray’s new volume The Daylight Moon. Pure
escapism? Not entirely. It is a meditative,
polemical poem, revealing important truths
about shorts, scunge, bloomers and other such

unmentionables. Shorts turn out to be the mode
of dress most suitable for a poet who has decided
to drop out, or rather, drop back, to the central
north coast of N.S.W. of his childhood. Murray
says in his epistolary poem, “Extract from a
Verse Letter to Dennis Haskell” it was “get out
of Yuppie City or go mad”. In “The Dream”,
Murray, like a latter day hippy, or perhaps, more
anciently and respectably, an Arcadian
pastoralist, rediscovers the value of an
alternative life style:

Scunge, which is real negligee

housework in a swim suit, pyjamas worn all day,
is holiday, is freedom from ambition.

Scunge makes you invisible

to the world and yourself.

While there may perhaps be difficulties in
envisaging Les A. Murray rendered invisible by
any garb, let alone “scunge”, the poet claims that
there is a spirituality to be gained from such
“freedom from ambition”. This is refreshing in
these days dominated by calls for increased
competitiveness and something called “current
economic circumstances”™

shorts and their plain like

are an angelic nudity,

spirituality with pockets!

A double updraft as you drop from branch to pool.

In such musings, there is a feeling of space, of
capacity. In The Daylight Moon, there is, above
all, a sense of temporal spread, of a time to
contemplate, and come to terms with, the
passing of time. There is depth in the pockets
of Les Murray’s spirituality as he explores
fragments of the past of his own family (as one
would expect from Les Murray), but more
characteristically of this volume, there is a
narrative concern to uncover the poetic
significance of some aspects of the history of the
northern rivers community, and thus celebrate
a sense of community that city life has largely
lost.

“Federation Style in the Northern Rivers”, for
example, takes a piece of local folklore and
proceeds with an understated, country style of

wry comment. The poem deftly controls the
reporting of vernacular speech and precision of
description in a taut and dramatic narrative line.
A store owner, one J. Cornwall, turns out to be
the local larrikin-hero. Using someone else’s new
Vauxhall, which is described with all the love of
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a vintage car buff, he takes a visiting auditor —
the aptly named Stickney — for a ride. Literally.
It is the szyle, of Stickney’s distraction that
occupies the narrative’s attention. But Cornwall
deserves his folk-hero status because he saves the
district’s debtor population from ruin by ruining
himself. The preoccupation with “style” turns
out to be heroic because it is the facade that
conceals the community’s life and death struggle
for survival. This only becomes apparent near
the end. The consequences of Cornwall’s actions
are briefly outlined:

As the town declines through the mulberry years
Cornwall will receive odd grateful sovereigns.
The rebuilt store will be kept by a Hogan.

The poem is reminiscent of a Henry Lawson
yarn. Yet there is an economy of description, and
a richness of phrase that makes “Federation
Style” distinctly poetry. Indeed, the poem has a
sort of style to which the epithet “Federation”
is totally appropriate. In this poem, the image
of the vintage Vauxhall, the sense of something
that already seems older than itself when it was
new, decorates even as it intrinsically
characterises the mentality of the actors and the
atmosphere of the time and place.

Not all historical poems work quite as well.
Sometimes, it is as if Murray has become too
carried away with the superficial decorativeness
of the Federation Style and laboured over a
gargoyle while forgetting the poetic house it
would adorn. “The Megaethon: 1850, 1906-29”
is an instance. This poem, which celebrates an
early Hunter Valley prototype of the modern
Tank, is as lugubrious as the machine it
commemorates. Murray has taken to heart,
perhaps, too much the role of poet laureate of
the Northern Rivers and has stumbled into the
trap of bathos that has proved the bane of many
other laureates: he has been carried away by the
sense of his occasion at the expense of its actual
spiritual, or poetic, equivalent. The poem
claims, truly enough, that the Megaethon is
“slow as workaday, available for metaphor™. But
the metaphor is made too available. As a
metaphor for patience, the reader’s is tested a
little too closely, while the poem’s subject never
gets as “mega” as its title might suggest.

But The Daylight Moon is not simply an
ethnic curiosity about eccentric mid-north-
coasters, nor is it a mere narrative celebration

of the good old days. While it does move with
a sense of a more gracious time for living, it is
also about the passing of time as it makes the
present. For me, the most successful poem in the
book, if not one of the most interesting Murray
poems | have read, is “1980 in a Street of
Federation Houses”, where certain years of
personal and public history float through the
mind of a man waiting for his children on his
access day, in a “suburban street that leads to
the past”. Among other interesting thoughts, he
contemplates the proposition “To reproduce
yourself is to admit defeat™. Then there is the
definition of the post-war era as the one in which

The Bomb and the Club Mediteranee had to lie
down together . . .

These modern equivalents of the lion and the
lamb express with a nice irony a modern view
of the cultural determination of Blake’s ideal
equivalents. In this way, the poem cleverly gets
into the consciousness of its persona, perhaps a
60’s “radical” intellectual, someone corrupted by
the Balmain Push, who is so advanced as to have
taken methadrine, been divorced and learned to
shake off a country background and laugh at the
wood choppers at the show. Evidently this
persona has been profoundly rocked by the
A.L.P-D.L.P. split of 1955, a year which is
reconsidered as

an obsolete year
and the whole Labor Movement
shifts and re-levels in his mind
like mercury, needing new calibrations.

[t is as a realisation of amind and an era needing
“new calibrations” that this poem is successful.
Yet it has a lightness of touch, as if “wearing a
feather”, like the women that emerge from the
surf at the end of the poem.

“1980 in a Street of Federation Houses” has
authority in the way it registers the interaction
of public and private history. It fulfils the
description of a poetic philosophy outlined
abstractly and polemically in “Poetry and
Religion™.

Religions are poems. They concert

our daylight and dreaming mind, our
emotions, instinct, breath and native gesture

into the only whole thinking: poetry.
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“Whole thinking™ public and private, emotional

and intellectual, city and country. It is the term
that neatly characterises the tone of The
Daylight Moon. The title of the book, itself,
concerts “our daylight and dreaming mind”.
Taken from a short lyric, “The Sleepout”, the
wholeness of recalled impressions of a child that
“sleeps in a verandah room” is rendered. The
surprising paradox revealed at the end of the
poem is that it is darkness that kindles such
impressions into light:

And out there, to kindle wherever
dark found it, hung the daylight moon.

The religious function of Murray’s poetry is to
make stand out the illuminations hidden in our
day-to-daylight world. It is the ability to bring
out the moon in a wide variety of experience
vividly, wittily, in a manner distinctly, but never
offensively, Australian, that characterises Les
Murray’s new achievement.

In The Daylight Moon, there is a hidden
tautness and a bite that speaks of a genuine
maturity. Among these pastorals are knots of
thought, experience and feeling that I find more
consistently satisfying than in earlier Murray
volumes. This volume is “fuller’ and more relaxed
in its mastery than previous work. It’s a good
book to take on holidays. In a deckchair, lolling
in my scungies, The Daylight Moon kept the sun
nicely out of my eyes.

Alan Urquhart

Carolyn Polizzotto, Approaching Elise,
Fremantle Arts Centre Press, $15.99.

Carolyn Polizzotto’s book Approaching Elise
is a remarkable book. The cover is stunning. The
use of one of Elise Blumen’s paintings, Summer
Nude, with the brush-stroked Elise of the title,
and the sense of strong colour and light,
promises the reader an experience that will be
powerful and quite special. The ambiguity of the
word APPROACHING and the fact that the
face itself is in shadow hint at a certain subtlety
about the way the material will be presented.
The text of Approaching Elise is spare; pared
down; yet it is sharp in its imagery. Levi-Strauss
in The Savage Mind said that ‘the vast majority
of works of art are small scale . . . and the effect

on the reader is a broader grasp of the subject
because the interpretation is more concentrated’.

At the same time, paradoxically, the narrative
is remarkably dense, because of repetition:
because of the texture of its fabric. One version
of the story is overlain upon another and another
and another. It’s like looking at a multi-faceted
mirror, where you get a series of fragmented
glimpses — tantalising because the whole
picture is never clear, never complete at any one
time. It shimmers and shifts, in and out of focus.

Instead of indulging in ballooning detail,
Carolyn Polizzotto concentrates, as Lytton
Strachey once recommended, ‘on pure essentials,
a vivid image on a page or two, without
explanations, transitions, commentaries or
padding’.

There is an overlap of the two art forms, as
writer and painter combine their talents. Carolyn
Polizzotto, the writer who has an awareness of
colour and form prefaces one of her interviews
with Elise with a painterly fragment,
impressionistic, yet sharply real —

In a garden, seated on wooden benches at a
wooden table. The garden is in a clearing,
house behind. Stark square pillars are stained
with iron from the reticulation. A low autumn
sun, but hot nevertheless, striking on my back
through the trees. On my left some scrub, a
road, an outhouse and the river. An old, old
woman wearing a tie-dyed purple top over
black jersey trousers. Pale pink suede sandals
in a very contemporary style. Petite and erect,
hands in lap or sometimes on the table, she
is beautiful, her hair drawn up. It’s light and
golden, where she is, especially in that garden
in the autumn light.

I feel huge and ungainly beside her, sprawled
uncomfortably, getting a crick in my beck
from turning to face her as she stares straight
ahead, gazing at the river, recounting her
stories. Her face is alive with the energy and
expressions of the small girl she is describing.

And Elise Blumen, the painter, in one of her
diary entries reveals herself as an artist with
words as well as paint as she describes her first
visit to Italy.

I've only seen Turin and yet, | believe, I've
experienced Italy. The grandezza of the
streets, the lightness, the royalty and this rich
tranquillity. Squares and palaces and, next to
them, the houses of the poor, beautiful too
because of their construction — or decorative
because of the dirt, perhaps! Richness in the
hand-carved grids and railings of the
balconies, the different window shutters. The
signori’s palazzo itself: | walk down the stairs
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and soft Persian carpets silence my steps, the
smooth railing accompanies me, and high
above me the ceiling curves. Black eyes drink
me, curved lips talk in foreign tones and
foreign sounds echo from my mouth. The
sound of a violin glides through the house,
lonely; there’s just the violin and me.

Approaching Elise is an important work for
at least three reasons. It adds to that list of
women painters chronicled by Germain Greer in
The Obstacle Race. And it adds to the body of
work by feminist writers offering new
perceptions on things that are important for
women. Finally it breaks new ground as far as
the writing of biography is concerned.

Too often women artists have been judged by
male standards of excellence and have been seen
as ‘modestly talented’ or ‘dabblers’. Elise Blumen
for many years saw herself this way. Yet she
fought very hard, not only against societal
pressures, but her own estimation of her work.
Quite early in her student days she was told by
a teacher after quickly drawing three roses, ‘Ah,
it is because you are gifted that you can do it
like that’. It was the first time anyone had
suggested she was gifted. Even so, years later, she
still regarded herself as modestly talented. This
book reassesses the value systems that define
talent and genius; it attempts to place these
things in the context of a whole life, rather than
merely in terms of a public life.

For the feminist reader Elise Blumen’s
dilemma of needing space for herself, yet unable
totally to free herself from the responsibilities she
feels towards her husband is poignant. She
reveals this is a passage from her diary, written
in 1954 when she had left Arnold and her sons
in Australia to return to Germany for several
years.

Arnold remains my responsibility. 1 love him
maybe more dearly than before, because I
know his weaknesses and limits now. Before,
I loved his opportunities. I might be able to
help him! If he could live without me, I would
be free, but only then. Well, now we should
be able to find out, because in fact we are
living separately. | don’t know. I'd szill give
up part of my personality if I thought I could
help Arnold that way, but I don’t believe in
it any more. | think you have to do it by
yourself.

Carolyn Polizzotto has devoted time and care
to this work. Thinking about it, about the way
it should be shaped. About the process. About

what biography should be doing. And the result
is rewarding. As you read, you are not only
aware of Elise, whose presence is strong, her
powerful voice resonating through the diaries,
but you are also aware of Carolyn Polizzotto —
not obtrusively or self-consciously, but as a force
in her own right. A warm and honest presence;
one who lets Elise speak, yet is herself there, so
that subject and narrator are exposed to the
reader’s scrutiny which makes them at once,
both vulnerable and human.

‘... Poor Carolyn,” says Elise at one of their
interviews. ‘How can you not be confused? I
jump around so. But you must make it like this,
too; you must hop as I do because there are
logical links between each point. You will pick
and choose.’

The words illuminate the process and it
becomes increasingly clear that Carolyn
Polizzotto sees Elise Blumen’s life as a metaphor
for her own. She admits this tentatively,
engagingly, at the end of the first section
Remembering Elise . . .“What I remembered —
who knows? — may pertain more to my life than
hers.’

It is this metaphorical aspect of Approaching
Elise that makes it such an exciting break
through in the writing of biography. Carolyn
Polizzotto combines the immediacy of the oral
record, the veracity of the diary entry with the
truth of fiction. It seems to me that the
imaginative power behind this work is as
challenging as the most adventurous works of
contemporary fiction.

Julie Lewis

Slipping Through the Spaces: Not Being
Miriam, Marion Campbell, Fremantle Arts
Centre Press, Fremantle, 1988, 192 pp., $14.99.

Those who read Marion Campbell’s first
novel Lines of Flight will no doubt be eager to
see her second work. While Not Being Miriam
does not have the density or cohesion of the first,
it is very good. In fact its tendency to
fragmentation, or at least a brittleness or
delicacy of structure, might make it more
accessible than was Lines of Flight.

Not Being Miriam tells the story of a number
of women. The stories of Bess the drama teacher
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(what we might have once called the central
character), her sister Cassandra, Lydia, Else,
and Aunt Mamie, are brought together in a way
which reveals the implications of the social on
the problematised self. In Lines of Flight,
Campbell explores aspects of selfness such as the
fraught nature, if one accepts that ‘I’ is founded
on division and unequal power relations, of
making art, and of any move from ‘I’ to ‘We’ (in
fact of conjugation), and the problematising of
a woman’s subjectivity on bearing a child. In Not
Being Miriam these ideas are further developed
by the interweaving of fictions and myths, and
by the drawing together of disparate characters
from specific social backgrounds. Dark pasts, of
childhood and history, and the equally murky
present, are explored with clarity and
intelligence.

The main informing myth is that of Ariadne,
though more recent mythologies are involved.
At least two Alfred Hichcock movies are
referred to, The Birds and more particularly
Rebecca, both from Daphne du Maurier
stories). The social and the mythological are
brought together in a setting which has a suburb
fortuitously named Palmyra, but which also
includes, “the Rottenest Island”, Esperance
(“when the French called this place Esperance,
they were being sarcastic” p. 93,4), Kalgoorlie,
Fremantle, Gilderton and obliquely, St. George’s
Terrace (a place which has recently given us
another reading of the Ariadne myth). To write
specifically about places in a small town runs the
risk of fetishizing them, but while John Curtin
High School might start getting phone calls for
Bess Valentine, Black and White taxis will search
in vain for 66 Demeter Street, Palmyra.

Not Being Miriam suggests ways in which
women might make use of mythology. If the idea
of the Labyrinth provides the structure for the
novel, it is a Labyrinth turned inside out. It is
not so much a matter of following a thread, as
of slipping between selves, of seeking the spaces
through which one can travel to encounter other
selves.

Three of the figures associated with the
character Lydia might serve to clarify this. These
are the window, the gazebo and the game of
Scrabble. As metaphors of connection, exit or
freedom, these are ambiguous. As the German
mathematician Lydia knows, books and people
may be flung from windows. The gazebo (a word
Lydia makes in Scrabble from gaze), is both a

private space for retirement in open air, and as
Lydia’s husband Harry considers, a prison for
public display:

Could tell them about the bloke on the Costa
Brava who built seven gazeboes onto his own
place, one hexagonal turret for each of his
daughters. In that case, for display? Seven
daughters embroidering their complaints
through the latticed stars, their dark limbs
aglow. (pp.52-53)

The Scrabble game, though apparently a nice
metaphor for interlinking words, for meshing of
endless possibilities, is itself a lie, as anyone who
has been stuck in a game with seven vowels
knows.

Any metaphor relying on a notion of meshing
is already mixed. A net contains and traps as
it suggest ramifications, (networks, branches,
links), interstices, gaps and holes to slip through.
It is the holes that provide the means of support
for this novel. One can see what a tricky business
this all is. The negativity in the title makes a
space, or establishes a need for a story to be told,
but that story makes other spaces. The problem
is in finding a language to talk about this.

If there is an “I” in this novel it is Lydia’s, and
it is Lydia’s mother who suggests the windows:

Learning is for connecting with other selves,
other worlds. Learning is for making
windows into other spaces, other times.Only
then we can create. (p.111)

Though this passage introduces Lydia as a
magician, it is not mere fancy. It suggests that
the concerns of those who would escape the rise
of Nazism are imaginative concerns. This is
further stressed in those of the Lydia stories
which deal with the Nazis of other times, which
discuss repression and cruelty, in particular of
women. These women are the “paper witches”,
because they are unable to authorise their own
existence. That they are written and read by
others is fundamental to the designation of their
crimes. They include Johannes Kepler’s mother
Katerina and Lindy Chamberlain.

It is in these stories that the main device of
the novel is emphasised. “Connecting” with
another self, Katerina Kepler, Lydia remembers:
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Later he said, when [ was in trouble: Mother,
what if the second focus of the ellipse is
empty, even of the idea of God? Johannes,
I told him, Johannes, the sums you are
playing with are holed. Accept it. Accept it
and let me travel through. Who wills it
escapes. (p.124)

It may be that what is being suggested here
is the possibility of a feminine alternative to the
phallus as a symbol of transcendance, that while
the cross, the sword, the rocket, tall buildings
and so forth might serve a particular symbolic
order, another is being proposed. While there
are dangers in willed mysteriousness, in
preserving the feminine as enigmatic, these
dangers are already inherent in any celebration
of the phallus (as one sees in the “Paper Witch”
chapters). By contrast what is offered is
generosity of metaphor, and in consequence, of
imaginative action. Such involves creation
mythology, not just about beginnings, but about
making and remaking of selves in social
interaction, in metamorphosis.

In the use made of Ariadne’s story the
emphasis is on her abandonment (itself a
ambiguous word), and it is this, at the conclusion
of the novel, which provides the starting point
for women’s remaking of myth:

She shakes her head: waters roaring, she
jubilates in this reverse thirst, these oceans
pouring out, she spits: sluicing sand, beaches,
dunes. Her mother is a huge head on the
beach, a shape chalked out on the kitchen
floor. Sightless out of some piety the gods of
visibility called feminine. She gives them a
gaze learned from blindness, new, tactile,
intimate. Slow. Beach mother sways: light in
waves, rolling dunes, eddying air. Kitchen
mother rises, draws her shape: passageway,
porch, suburbs, freeways fanning out . . .

In the wet sand at the cave entrance, Ariadne
sees that the sun has made her dark. She is
black in fact. She is ready. (p.187)

What I see to be a problem in the novel is its
treatment of Bess as a victim. One of its strengths
is the way in which it offers explanations as to
where people come from and where they go, but
the distribution of powerlessness between
characters like Bess, Else, Lydia and others is
false. If Bess, multilingual actor, would-be
Antigone, is to become unhinged, it is self-
indulgent to involve Else, unless it is being
suggested that the two are already implicated in
each other’s break-down. My concern is not that
characters don’t behave as [ would wish, but that

this book might in places celebrate phony
defiance, or offer a misleading picture of a
victim. The writing in of typical bigoted and
clichéd criticisms of someone like Bess might
eclipse some of what I have attempted to outline
as more encouraging developments in the novel.

Campbell has talked about the tyranny of
theory, of the anxiety that one’s colleagues will
be assessing one’s writing for theoretical
soundness, especially in discussions of the “self”.
(I will leave others to speculate on Campbell’s
choice of the name Miriam, the Hebrew version
of her own Christian name.) None of this anxiety
is apparent in Miriam, which far from being
merely a French Pasticherie, is original and
productive. Campbell has established for herself
a place from which to write which is neither in
the margins nor in the authorised canon of
cringeworthy tales of growing up in Australia.

Pippa Tandy
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ANDREW BURKE — has worked in Perth in radio and as an advertising copywriter. He has
published a number of collections of poems.

ANNE CASEY — writes poetry and short stories, and works as a reference librarian. Her most recent
work is an annotated bibliography of the life and works of Dorothy Hewett which will be published
by LAA in January.

CHIN WOON PING — born in Malaysia, currently teaches at Haverford College, Pennsylvania.
A poet and translator of Indonesian/ Malaysian poetry she has published articles on aspects of East-
West Comparative Literature, and the Asian influence on American literature.

SARAH DAY — lives and works in Hobart. She is the author of a collection of poems called 4
Hunger to be Less Serious, published by Angus & Robertson.

ADRIANA ELLIS — was born in Perth and has had stories published in various magazines. This
story was written whilst on a grant from the W.A. State Department of the Arts.

STEPHEN HALL — was born in England and has completed a law degree at the University of
Western Australia.

SARI HOSIE — teaches in a Perth College of TAFE, and is writing a collection of short fiction
as part of a Postgraduate Diploma in English at Curtin University of Technology.

DIANA KAN — lives in Melbourne and works as a graphic artist. Her illustrated books of poetry
are Happy Families and Other Poems (1973) and The Birdman (1984).

JEAN KENT — is a student counsellor. Her poems and stories have been published in Australian
literary magazines and broadcast on the ABC and SUV.

LEE KNOWLES — has published two collections of poetry, the most recent of which, Dial Marina,
won the 1986 Western Australian Week Poetry Prize.

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

PENELOPE LAYLAND — is a journalist and has spent most of her life in Canberra.
ASA LE TOURNEAU — lives in Perth and is studying English Honours at the University of Western
Australia.

JULIE LEWIS — writes short fiction and biography and edits the book pages of Fremantle Arts
Review. Her latest biography, Jimmy Woods: Flying Pioneer will be published by Fremantle Arts
Centre Press in 1989.

CHRIS MANSELL’s third book of poems, Redshift/ Blueshift, was recently published by Five Island
Press. Shining like a jinx will be published by the U.S. small press Amelia early in 1989.

CHRIS McLEOD — won the Donald Stuart Short Story Award (1987) and was runner-up in the
Randolph Stow Literary Award (1987). He is at present writing under a grant from the W.A.
Department for the Arts.

SHELLEY O’REILLY — is 23 and lives in Hobart. Next year she will begin a PhD on Pre-Raphaelite
poetry at the University of Tasmania. This is her first published story.

MARGARET PACKHAM-HARGRAVE — grew up in Sydney and now teaches secondary English
at Hurstville. Has published poetry and short fiction, and dreams of writing full-time and completing
a novel.

GEORGE SEDDON — has just taken up a position as Professorial Associate of the Centre for Studies
in Australian Literature at UWA.

JANET SHAW — is a Melbourne writer who has won several awards including the 1987 Judah Waten
Prize. She has also had a children’s book published by Angus & Robertson.
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MICHAEL SPINDLER — lives in Perth and teaches American Literature at UWA. His short stories
have been broadcast by the BBC and he has had short fiction and poems published in various journals.
NICOLETTE STASKO — is originally from America and lived in Perth for ten years before moving
to Canberra where she now writes, teaches and edits.

DOREEN SULLIVAN — has had stories published in Westerly and other magazines, won a Victorian
FAW Story Award, and has produced a radio play.

PIPPA TANDY — is a Masters student in the English Department at UWA. Co-author with Marnie
O’Neill of More Than Just Talk (Sydney, McGraw-Hill, 1985) an English text for year 11 students.
ALAN URQUHART — currently teaches at East Sydney College of TAFE, taking an interest in
Modernist and Post-Modernist literature and theory.

BARBARA WILLIAMS — British-born, Canadian poet, has been columnist on Australian poetry
for Poetry Canada Review (Toronto) since 1984.

GRAEME WILSON — was born in London and lives in Devon, England. He has published a number
of translations in Westerly.
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Here’s what they are
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“... an eye-catching package.”
DLB Yearbook 1987 (USA)
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