





on the Brenta, Villa Contarini, and so on — were well-managed, and the estate
workers were generally well cared for by the standards of the day.

The city itself and urban life was also well regulated, by the most stable govern-
ment Europe has ever known, on which the American constitution was substantially
modelled. Urban scale was preserved by regulations on building height. Civic and
social life were accommodated in the public open spaces — campi — which came in
all sizes from the Piazza San Marco to the Piazetta dei Leoni, Campo Luca, Campo
Santo Stefano of middling size, and small ones like the Campo San Lio. There were
also internal courtyards. These spaces allowed light into the buildings and air circu-
lation, and they collected water in the central well. The markets were well run, and
civic administration was at a high level. Venice instituted the census, and main-
tained it for hundreds of years. Taxes were fair. It was a tolerant city; Venice never
burned a heretic. Its urban services were, and still are in many ways, a marvel of
adaptive talent. The taxis, the ambulance, the fire brigade, the police, all go by water.

It was, and still is, mostly a "hard" landscape, made of stone and water, although
there is a surprising number of private gardens full of greenery. (Magnolia grandiflora
is common, some huge old Wistaria sinensis are to be seen and roses do well, too).
Street trees are rare, although the zattere at Dorsoduro are lined with Russian Olive
and standard Oleander, almost trees, and years old. There is no cosmetic land-
scaping, and this is perhaps the most important design lesson Venice has to teach.
Get the functional relations right, the scale, the spaces, the proportions. They are
what create good urban landscape.

Today, it has nearly all gone wrong. The lagoon is heavily polluted and
eutrophic, the fishing is in decline, the city is eroding and decaying, the chestnut
forests have been felled, the Veneto is subject to a vast monoculture of maize, the sick
fields are suffering from an overdose of superphosphate, so the canals are clogged
with green algae, which decay and stink, the very underpinning of the city is under
attack, and that splendidly resilient civic pride has gone; all is now geared to the
tourists, who swarm like locusts. Mountains of their garbage in its hundreds of
thousands of plastic bags is carried out to sea and dumped daily, into that self-same
Aderiatic to which Venice once renewed her marriage vows yearly with a gold ring,
the marriage bed now a garbage dump.

There is adequate knowledge to understand most of these problems and to offer
solutions. The eutrophication is due to excessive use of superphosphate on the plains
of Lombardy. We have encountered similar problems in some of our estuaries, and
tackled them, and are on the way to solving them — in the Peel-Harvey Inlet, for
instance. I have explained to the Venetians that we are much better at solving the
problems of incompetent agriculture in Australia because we have been practising it
longer, while they took it up only after the last war.

Now the Venetians hardly know where to begin, because there is no political —
administrative system that corresponds to the Plains of Lombardy; an informal asso-
ciation began to emerge only last year, to tackle common problems. But even if it
were strong, there is no equivalent in Italy to the field officers of our Departments of
Agriculture, who can go the rounds and talk to each farmer. In any case, the current
form of agribusiness is itself the outcome of a political system, the EEC, which is
heavily protectionist.

The solution to the erosion is to close Porto Marghera or drastically to reduce
ship size, to fill in the deep channels, and probably also to re-excavate some of the
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filled land and to shorten the moles to allow some sediment to be carried in once
again by longshore drift. One could even dump sand from barges, but it is always
better to harness natural processes where that is feasible. Most Italian ports are
suffering from decline. As Europe has turned inwards, transport has moved to
heavy lorries, not a wise choice. As the environmental costs become more obvious,
there will surely be a new investment in rail-freighting; the passenger trains have
already had their renaissance. The ports too may revive one day, but there is no
sound future for Porto Marghera.

As for mass tourism — the answer is simple, if difficult to impose. Restrict entry,
as we now do to many National Parks, after determining their carrying capacity.
Yosemite is one; even Wilsons Promontory has a strict ration of camp sites other than
that of Tidal River, and would-be back-packers need to book long in advance to get
one of the seven sites at Roaring Meg, for instance. Venice is not the place for Pink
Floyd, or for Expo. Happily, she will now be spared the latter. One Pink Floyd was
enough.

Can we learn anything from Venice, or is it so special as to be irrelevant to our
circumstances? If we acknowledge that Venice is in itself a lesson in urban land-
scape, we can still ask "What is the lesson?" We are in part asking about pathways
and forces, in part about shared community values, in part about the way in which
a shared design framework evolved, to which many could contribute without that
restless striving for originality and the immediately distinctive that characterises so
much design today. The concentration on the central functional relations is probably
the key. Design marginalises itself if it is concerned primarily with palliatives, as it
so often is. Words like "screen” or "conceal” or "soften" all indicate this approach. We
would not need to "soften” buildings with trees, for example if we got the buildings
and the spaces right. Cities ought not strive to be gardens, or rather, they should
strive first to be cities.

Finally, our coastal cities might care to institute the office and the powers of the
Venetian Magistrate delle Acque. Listen to his edict:

Whereas the waters of the Venetian lagoon, its channels and marshes
and sandbars, are a natural defence to the city, as the moat and city walls
of less happy cities, any man who is found to damage them in any way
will be considered an enemy of the State, like one who destroys the city
walls elsewhere, and will be dealt with by the full severity of the law.

Inscription in bronze on the walls of the Arsenale, erected under the authority and
name of the Magistrate of the Waters.
Had Shakespeare read it ? Had, at least, John of Gaunt?

This precious stone set in a silver sea
Which serves it in the office of a wall
Or as a moat defensive to a house

Against the envy of less happy lands

Would that he were still empowered to deal with those who have transgressed his
edict — with the full severity of Venetian law, that of the Serenissima Republica di
Venezia. For Venice was a marvel to the world.
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VASSO KALAMARAS

Without end

Drinking wine from cups of ivy-wood

they smelt of resin, ah, the Satyrs

came in springing, glancing slyly

at the Bacchae. They stank of virility

with hair on their hips and with phalloi
tingling, lusciously breathing in

the naked breasts of the women

they were drunk already. Their eyes
glistened under the shadow

of the Ivy adorning them with wreaths,
golden wild hair entwined

in garlands around their bulging and curling
wooden goathorns, making them more beautiful.
The Maenads made a tumult shrieking

with the frenzy of their yearning.

Through their pungent bodies were surging
desires urging them on,

and their companions, who strained now

to glut them with Love, those demented
Maenads. The Satyrs tautened

their bodies like tendons, like cords

of bows with arrows poised

for whichever instant.

And for feasting Dionysus they strewed
fresh green twins as double beds.

He too adorned himself with crowns of Ivy
to take his part in the revelry, for already
their delirious pantings could be heard

as if all were in agony with this force

which God with open hands granted them all,
the unbearable pleasure, without end.

Translated by Khristos Nizamis 1992
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VASSO KALAMARAS

| Love

Dark green sorrowful youths without light
in your unworldly mythical beauty
every distant longing talks to the stars.
In the silence of the moorland

in the light

ragged joys

mourn what might have been.

They look at you Death

proudly opposing you.

In the very centre

the cypresses keep watch

dark cool upright figures.

Some lonely wooden crosses

by chance find hospitality in

the tight embrace of deep roots.

Translated by Vasso Kalamaras and June Kingdon
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ROS PESMAN

Some Australian Italies

Places aren't important but the idea of place is very important
indeed. Kate Grenville.

From the days of the first settlement, Australians have visited Italy in some version
or other of the grand tour.! The nineteenth-century colonists moved among the ruins
of Rome and the galleries of the Renaissance, bought up copies of paintings and
statues and objets d ‘art for the embellishment of the mansions that they were erecting
in capital cities and in rural pastures. They had their portraits painted and arranged
for their daughters to have music and language lessons in Rome and Florence. Sir
Redmond Barry, the Chief Justice of Victoria who presided over the trial of Ned
Kelly, filled three large exercise books with his account of his pilgrimage of self-
improvement through the galleries of Rome and wrote his own history of Italian art.?
In time the colonial elite were joined on their travels by the newly enriched bourge-
osie and their twentieth-century descendants and counterparts. And there have
always been those who tarried longer for work or pleasure.

Women artists were among the first Australian residents in Italy. The painter
Adelaide Ironside lived and worked in Rome in from 1856 until her death eleven
years later. Something of what Italy meant to Ironside can be gleaned from her
letters.? In the year that Ironside died, the Melbourne sculptor, Margaret Thomas
arrived in Rome where she spent the following three years. Thomas has left no
record of her time in Rome other than in her short story, The Story of a Photograph, in
which an Australian woman journeys to Rome to make a name for herself and to be
"a credit to Victoria". It was to Florence that another sculptor, the twenty-year-old
Theo Cowan, went to develop her art in 1889.° Louise Mack and Randolph Bedford
appear to have been the first Australian writers to dwell in Italy. Mack lived in Flor-
ence between 1904 and 1910 and was the editor for a time of the local English

1. R. Pesman Cooper, "Australian Visitors to Italy in the Nineteenth Century",Australia, The Australians and the Italian
Migration, ed., Gianfranco Cresciani, (Rome: 1983), 124-141; An Antipodean Connection. Australian Writers, Artists and
Travellers in Tuscany, eds., Gaetano Prampolini and Marie-Christine Hubert, Geneva, 1993.

2. Redmond Barry Papers, La Trobe Library, MSS 8380.

3. Many of Ironside's letters which are conserved in the Mitchell Library have been published in Jill Poulton, Adelaide
Ironside. The Pilgrim of Art, Sydney, 1987.

4.  Coo-ee. Tales of Australian Life by Australian Ladies, ed., Mrs Patchett Martin, (London: 1891), 257-267.

5. Kerry-Anne Cousins, "Theodora Cowan (1869 -1949). The Career of an Australian Sculptor”, B.A. Hons thesis, Aus-
tralian National University, 1989.
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language weekly, the Italian Gazette.® She was a prolific writer of romances which
usually included Italy as part of their setting. A villa at Bellosguardo on the outskirts
of Florence was Bedford's European base from 1903 to 1906 although his Italy
extended through his search for mining investments to the bleak Tuscan Maremma,
into the remote poverty-seared villages of the Appenines, to Sardina and to Lecce in
the south.”

The objectives of the Australian bourgeoisie in Italy were art, history, the relics
and sites of antiquity. Their images of Italy derived from English literature and
travel guides as did the widely, but not universally held assumption that Italians
were a people inferior to the British race, colonial as well as metropolitan. But the
northbound Australian pilgrims also knew that they approached Italy from a back-
ground different from that of their southbound British counterparts.® While Italy
was the graveyard of Roman civilisation, Britain had its share of ancient monuments
as enumerated by Henry James and thus possessed history and cultu»2. Australians
in Italy knew themselves as in the words of Ethel Turner a "crude, unhistoried"
people. ° From early days the opposition of Italy and Australia as the extremes of
history and non-history had been put in place, and a land with history was not only
the site of ancient ruins but also of stirring actions and famous deeds. But as the
Australian protagonists in Shirley Hazzard’s The Transit of Venus understood: "there
was nothing mythic at Sydney: momentous objects, beings, and events all occurred
abroad or in the elsewhere of books".!? Writer Doris Manners-Sutton who lived in
Italy in the 1930s and 1940s wrote that when she was young, coming from land with
no history, she felt a pang of jealousy "at those others, the lucky ones who live in
older, civilized lands who were busy with the making of their history".!! Caught up
in that history as a refugee in the Nazi-Fascist Republic of Salo, she was not so sure.
This was "lush" history, the product of those other associations of age — corruption
and decadence. If Italy was old, Australia young, then another — compensatory —
opposition was that of antiquity and modernity. As one tourist wrote on her arrival
in Brindisi in 1879: "Jack says we shall now be able to compare the effete civiliations
of the old world with the rapid progress of our own country".12 Four years later,
Thomas Shaw, a squatter from the Western district of Victoria gave his opinion on
Rome: "to make Rome a good modern city like Melbourne, half of the houses would
have to be pulled down".!3

While the English might have come to Italy in search of monuments more
ancient than their own, much of their response was to climate and terrain. Italy was
a world which basked in sun, warmth and light, gifts of nature often associated with
sensuality and passion. Encounter with such a world held out enticing promises of
liberation and adventure. Louise Mack constructed this experience for one of her
Mills and Boon English heroines arriving at Pietrasanta on the coast between
Tuscany and Liguria.

6. Nancy Phelan, The Romantic Lives of Louise Mack, (St Lucia: 1991).

7. Randolph Bedford, Explorations in Civilization, Sydney, 1914; R. Pesman Cooper, "Randolph Bedford in Italy", Over-
land, 120, 1990, 12-15.

8. Seealso R. Pesman Cooper, "Majestic Nature- squalid humanity: Naples and the Australian tourist 1870-1930", Trav-
ellers, Journeys, Tourists, Australian Cultural History, 10, 1991, 46-57.

9. Ethel Turner, Ports and Happy Havens, (London: 1912), 27.

10. Shirley Hazzard, The Transit of Venus, (Ringwood: 1981), 37.

11. Doris Gentile, fragments for novel, No Time for Love, Mitchell Library, Gentile papers, ML MSS 2897.

12. "The Australian Abroad. By a Victorian. IV. Italy", Argus, 17 February 1879.

13. Thomas Shaw, A Victorian in Europe by a Victorian from the Western District, (Geelong: 1883),135.
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How wonderful it is, that coming into Italy — coming from grey winter
cities into a land flooded far and wide with sunshine. To find the sun
again, glittering and radiant, and vivid blue in the heavens after the dark
skies of London and Paris, seems like a magic act to one who travels by
train direct from one country to another.'

For Mack's Australian characters, the experience was different.

Coming straight from Australia, country of plains and birds and flowers,
of lovely colourings, or golden sunlight, deep skies and vivid waters, if
dull in the green of its grass, Italy was not the exquisite world it might
be to one who comes to it from sober England.15

To be unimpressed by the climate was a common response of Australians whose first
encounter with Europe was Italy. Those who had already spent some time in the
north were more appreciative. For Lionel Lindsay, his move from England to Italy
and the sight of the sun "was like coming home".!® Other visitors noted similarities
between Italy and Australia. 17 In Livorno, Randolph Beford mused on "the softness
of a Sydney spring in the air". Thus one opposition that the Australians could not
adopt with ease from their English guides to and interpreters of Italy was that of
darkness and light. But they did take on board the associated metaphor of passage
from darkness into light, rebirth.

The journey is not only an event, it is also a metaphor, the most evocative — and
the most banal — of all metaphors. Journeys are both passages and rites of passage,
the passing from one state to another — in all senses of "state". Thus Louise Mack
wrote:

The Coming In To Cities...

These are the precious moments of travel, the times one wants to hoard,
and gloat over and never let go.

They come once, and only once....

Life is never the same again afterwards '8

One of the story-lines attached to travel is that of transformation, discovery or
construction of a new self or new apects of self. And we can meet our epiphany in
many places. Other roads besides that to Damascus are the sites of conversion; it was
the Acropolis that was a place of enlightenment for Sigmund Freud. But perhaps
nowhere in Europe carries so dense a cluster of myths and associations of rebirth as
does Italy, the site of the Renaissance.

It was at Rome, on the fifteenth of October, 1764, as I sat musing on the
Capitol, while the barefooted fryars were singing Vespers in the temple
of Jupiter, that the idea of writing the decline and fall of the City first
started to my mind."

14. Louise Mack, Theodora’s Husband, (London: 1909), 233.

15. Louise Mack, An Australian Girl in London, (London: 1902), 107.

16. Lionel Lindsay, A Comedy of Life, (Sydney: 1967), 206.

17. Pesman Cooper, "Australian Visitors", 138.

18. Mack, Children of the Sun, (London: 1906), 281.

19. The Autobiographies of Edward Gibbon, ed., John Murray, (London: 1897), 302.
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It was in a much less picturesque and romantic Roman space, the Piazza Esedra,
that in the 1920s another historian, Kathleen Fitzpatrick, experienced her moment of
enlightenment and new self knowledge. Significantly the day marked another rite-
of-passage, her twenty-first birthday. Pondering the proposition — coelum non
animum mutant qui trans mare currunt — she recognised that although the immutable
baggage we carry with us limits our capacity for development and change, travel
does confront us with alternatives, other ways of living, other values. In Piazza
Esedra looking towards Santa Maria degli Angeli, her private revelation was her
recognition of her affinity with the classical rather than the romantic, apprehended
in architecture but applying to all forms of culture and life, and symbolically repre-
senting earth-bound not sky-borne, stability not aspiration, "scenes made to the
measure of man and humanised by his long habitation of labour in them" 2
Martin Boyd described his rebirth in his 1939 autobiography A Single Flame:

In the autum of 1922 I went to Italy for the first time since I had slept on
the Spanish Steps at five months old. I saw the Tower of Pisa from the
train and got out there, though I had intended to go straight on to Flor-
ence. When I reached the Campo Santo the sun was setting and glowed
on the mellow wall of the lovely group of buildings, the tower, the cathe-
dral, and the baptistry. Beyond their faded golden marble were the
evening hills. I had an extraordinary sense of illumination. Their beauty
seemed to me to reveal something towards which I had been groping,
and gave me a sense of a homecoming of the spirit. The next day I had
the same feeling in Florence. I was like stout Cortez on the peak of
Darien.?!

Later he recreated the experience for Alice Langton in A Cardboard Crown when she
arrived at Pisa. 2

Another Australian who portrayed himself as reborn in Italy was Herbert
Michael Moran, cancer specialist, international rugby player and much underrated
writer. He lived in Rome in the 1930s where he used his time, energy and pen to
reconcile the English speaking world to Mussolini and his invasion of Abyssinia. In
his partly autobiographical novel, Beyond the Hills Lies China, Moran's protagonist, an
Australian doctor who like his creator found Italy in midde age, gave expression to
his conversion experience in Rome.

Yet after those months in Rome he could not ever be the same man again
who left Australia, disoriented, dreading the rancours of the coming
day. Into his being had passed something out of the spirit of the
place...Out of that long flat dull period of living he was now welcomin,
the florid opulence of light and colour even amid the present miseries:

Shirley Hazzard also portrayed herself as undergoing transformation when she
went to live in Naples in the 1950s; it was in Naples that she came to life as a writer
and a woman.

20. Kathleen Fitzpatrick, Solid Blue Foundations, (Melbourne: 1983), 196.
21. Martin Boyd, A Single Flame, (London: 1939), 167.

22. Martin Boyd, A Cardboard Crown, (London: 1952), 122-123.

23. H.M. Moran, Beyond the Hills Lies China, (Sydney: 1945), 227.
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It was a great revelation. It was like going to heaven. Bit by bit I began
to have this great companion, the city of Naples, and of course to learn
all sorts of things there — to change my way of looking at things, to
enlarge my way of thinking about things. The year passed with as much
interior development in me as the previous four or five years and
perhaps even more. For one thing I became joyful ... really for the first
time I knew what joy was. Itbecame part of my life, I understood at last
what that was ... I should have said, when we were talking about
changes that happened to me at Naples, I think perhaps the greatest
single thing was the feeling of being restored to life 2

It was on her return from Naples that Hazzard began her life as a writer. Her
second novel, The Bay of Noon, is set in Naples and the city is the real protagonist in
the novel. It is the story of a young English girl's encounter with Naples. Hazzard
denies that it is her story although she did draw on the facts of her life in Naples.
Both The Bay at Noon and Hazzard's earlier novel, The Evening of the Holiday are
stories where love does not conclude in permanence but where life goes on without
undue misery.?> The underlying message is that one should seize the pleasure of the
hour. This was something that Hazzard claims she really learnt in Naples.

Despite the earlier Italian sojourns of Louise Mack and Randolph Bedford, it is
only since the second world war that Australia has to any extent become home,
setting, subject, myth for Australian writers, that Australia has produced its counter-
part of the North American generation of Henry James. This literary discovery of
Italy followed in the wake of the decentring of Britain in the Australian imagination
and the shaking off of dependence on English ciceroni in Italy.

Denis Porter, with a backward look to Freud, has suggested that there is a sense
in which a foreign country constitutes a giant Rorschach test, that we pro ject on to
places perhaps even more strongly than we project on to other people.?® David
Malouf's Ovid in An Imaginary Life makes the same observation.

How can I give you any notion — you who know only landscapes that
have been shaped for centuries to the idea we all carry in our souls of
that ideal scene against which our lives should be played out — of what
earth was in its original bleakness, before we brought to it the order of
industry, the terraces, fields, orchards, pastures.

Do you think of Italy — or whatever land it is you now inhabit — asa
place given you by the gods, ready-made in all its placed beauty? It is
not. Itis a created place. If the gods are with you there, glowing out of
a tree in some pasture or shaking their spirit over the pebbles of a brook
in clear sunlight, in wells, in springs, in a store that marks the edge of
your legal right over a hillside; if the gods are there, it is because you
have discovered them there, drawn them up out of your soul's need for
them and dreamed them into the landscape to make it shine. They are
with you, sure enough.?’

24. "The Transit of Hazzard. Jan Garrett interviews Shirley Hazzard", Look and Listen, November 1984, 39; Giovanna
Capone, "Shirley Hazzard and the Bay of Noon", Australian Literary Studies, 13, 2, 1987, 172-184. On Hazzard and
Italy, see also Laurie Hergenhan, "The T of the Beholder: Tuscany in Contemporary Australian Literature", An An-
tipoden Connection, 33-50. It is worth noting that on another occasion, Hazzard stated that "it was in Tuscany that I
became a writer". Shirley Hazzard, "The Tuscan in Each of Us", Ibid., 81.

25. Shirley Hazzard, The Bay of Noon, London,1970; The Evening of the Holiday, London, 1966.

26. Dennis Porter, Haunted Journeys. Desire and Transgression in European Travel Writing, Princeton, 1991, 13.

27. Quoted in Laurie Herghenhan, "Mapped But Not Known", Australia and Italy. Contributions to Intellectual Life, (Ra-
venna: 1989), 101-106.
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What longings have Australian writers projected onto Italy, what gods have been
discovered there? What has been selected out from the vast repertoire of images and
myths that cluster around Italy? Some that might be briefly noted are the oppositions
of centre/periphery, belonging/exile, harmony/disharmony, between nature and
civilization. There are many others.

If Australia lies on the far edge of the Eurocentric construct of the world, then
Italy — Rome — occupies the very centre. For Martin Boyd:

Rome is the centre of our civilisation the spiritual capital of every civi-
lised European whatever his belief ... there we are all, in a sense, at
home?’

In Letter From Rome, A.D. Hope compares his pilgrimage to Rome to that of Bede.

Bede came to Rome and offered his Te Deum.
Fresh from a land as barborous as mine3°

Later on in the same text he refers to his homeland as:

Those dim regions
Where Dante planted Hell's Back Door,...

The first English translation of the entire text of The Divine Comedy coincided with the
departure of England's rejected people and their gaolers for the Inferno/Paradiso of
Botany Bay. They knew themselves to be exiles, and exile has been a continuing
theme in Australian writing as it was in ancient and medieval Italian life and litera-
ture. Thus in his poem At Ravenna, David Malouf reminds us that:

We are all of us exiles of one place or another — even those
who never leave home

and that:

We all die
under alien skies at a place called Ravenna whether the
new atlas calls it
that, or Sydney,
or Katsangari formerly Stanleyville.3!

It is worth recalling that the narrator in Malouf's first novel, Johnno, is called Dante,
and that when he first arrives in Italy feels that his universe begins to make sense for
the first time. The historical figure Dante appears in Malouf's poem set in Florence,
The Elements of Geometry.

28. For other discussions of images of Italy in Australian writing, Laurie Hergenhan, "The 'T' of the Beholder", Richard
White, "Passing Through: Tuscany and the Australian Tourist", The Antipodean Connection, 159-172.

29. Much Else in Italy, London, 1958, p.136. See also Outbreak of Love, London, 1957, 102.

30. A.D.Hope, "Letter from Rome", Collected Poems, 1930-1970, London, 1960, 131.

31. David Malouf, Johnno, Short Stories, Poems, Essays and an Interview, ed. James Tulip, St Lucia, 1990, 48.
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How curious Dante, that our lines
of life should intersect
In this narrow street, you going
Your way to exile's tomb, I seeking
mine.

Malouf's novel An Imaginary Life takes as its hero another exile figure from the Italian
peninsula, the Roman poet Ovid, banished beyond the edges of the Roman world.
The parallel, if not explicit, is obvious. Similarly, Peter Porter has sought out images
of exile in Italy. Giotto's portrait of Dante in the Barégello in Florence told him that
"we never get home but are buried in eternal exile".?

Those in exile at the end of the earth seek to return to their source; in the words
of A.D. Hope:

When the divided ghost within us groans
It must return to find its avator

and in those of David Malouf in Eternal City:

Always coming here
is like coming back home34
Nicholas Jose has suggested that it is this desire or necessity to mend some "lost
primordial link" that contibutes to the attraction and importance of Italy for
Australian writers perpetually in exile.3> And beyond the Australian specificity lie
all the myths of expulsion and return, the journeying of the people of Israel, Paradise
Lost and Paradise Regained, the wanderings of Ulysses, the return to the Golden
Age, to Eden, to Ithaka, to the womb, to the union of animus and anima.

Defining themselves as exiles, as denizens of the margins of European civilisa-
tion, writers who find images in Italy also portray Australians as latecomers to the
civilised world. Thus David Malouf begins his poem, Among the Ruins.

A late arrival on the scene, I stood in
'59 in the shadow of Titus.®

In more prolix language, journalist, traveller and writer Nina Murdoch expressed
the same feelings in the 1930s on entering the Vatican museums.

From then on, I remember only the feeling of being magnificently
winged, of treading the air, of making contact at last with the things that
really mattered... Any European, any Asiastic even, has grown up
within the sight of architecture, tapestries, jewellery, sculpture, paint-
ings, pottery created by the hand of genius before the Industrial Era and
the Age of Speed had banished beauty from everyday life. But we here,
what have we, who were born too late to share the heritage of older
worlds. We must go abroad if we have a lust for beauty 3’

32. Malouf, 241.

33. Quoted in Bruce Bennett, Spirit in Exile. Peter Porter and his Poetry, ( Melbourne: 1991), 167.
34. First Things Last. Poems by David Malouf, (St Lucia: 1980), 30.

35. Nicholas Jose, "Nuovo Mondo", Age Monthly Review, April 1982.

36. David Malouf, "Among the Ruins", First Things Last, 30-31.

37. Nina Murdoch, Seventh Heaven, (Sydney: 1930), 66.
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Murdoch's elaboration of her feelings also belongs to the narrative of modern travel

as a flight from modernity, a story line which in more subtle fashion informs the
writing of so many travellers in the Mediterranean.

Brian Kiernan has suggested that what links and distinguishes much of
Australian literature is a shared awareness of the failure of white Australians to
create, develop or realise relationships between society and nature.3®  And
Australian writing on Italy often revolves around the interplay of alienation and
belonging. As aliens in their own land, white Australians live awkwardly —
uneasily — in a place that they have conquered but not possessed. Italy, in contrast,
is identified with belonging and thus has surrogate value for the people from
nowhere. What Australians have constructed in Italy is the image of a place where
millennia of human occupation have created a harmony between civilization and
nature. This is a constant theme in the writing of traveller and travel writer Shirley
Deane who lived in Italy in the 1950s.

Here, in southern Italy, the landscape is grand and vast, with its rocky
crags, ravines and precipices, but on all sides traces of the hand of man
are visible. For hundreds of years man has struggled with it, and
conquered it. His handiwork is everywhere — every rocky crag, every
pocket of earth, has its terraces of vines or olive trees, stretching wher-
ever the eye can see into incredible, improbable places. By sheer length
of centuries and weight of toil man has triumphed here, so one is at ease
in the midst of grandeur. The landscape is humanized — not alien and
untouched. Between man and the land there is mutual recognition and
respect. Here, one is welcomed by the land as well as by the people

David Martin wrote of the Tuscany in which he lived for a time:

This is a wine growing region that has been closely cultivated for more
than a thousand years, so that every brid‘%e and gate leads to some
memorial of man's energy and imagination.

This same theme also informs the Tuscany of poet Peter Porter.

Here man is the measure of beauty, and here, despite despotism and, of
recent years, reaching for easy commercial success, people and land-
scapes remain in agreement. In Australia, we have hope, Protestant
mercantile optimism, and the despair which comes from fighting Nature

and losing. In Tuscany a peculiar truce still remains.*!

What the Australian writers ultimately appear to find in Italy is a people who are at
home in their place, who have lived in harmony with the land from generation to
generation and who thus belong. For David Malouf who spends part of each year in
the village of Campagnatico in Tuscany, the daily age-old rituals of Italian rural life

38. Brian Kiernan, Images of Society and Nature: Seven Essays on Australian Novels. (Melbourne: 1981), 180-181.

39. Shirley Deane, Rocks and Olives, 13. See also Shirley Deane, Expectant Mariner, (London: 1975), 104.

40. David Martin, "To Ceylon", Festival and Other Stories, ed. Brian Buckley and Jim Hamilton, (Melbourne: 1974), 101-
106.

41. Quoted in Bennett, 168-169.
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provide a sacramental existence. Thus the terrorist narrator in his Italian novel,
Child’s Play, visits his father on his farm:

He is a believer in deep continuities, my father, in the shaping influence
of scenes and objects on the inner life; these, and the seasonal routines
of the farm. To draw me back into them occasionally, into the rituals of
my earliest childhood, is he feels to re-inforce for me the clear line of my
movement through space and time, even if it has been a movement
away.

I am not so sure. But the place itself, and the slow pace of our lives
there, in which even our walking is determined by the slope of a field or
the roughness of a path on which rain has exposed all the original rocks,
the dependence of our diet on the capacity of the land itself to produce
in its various seasons this crop, that vegetable — broadbeans, runner-
beans, artichokes, tomatoes, zucchini — imposes its own pattern, and
releases us, since it is the pattern of an earlier existence, from what is
merely "modern”. Or seems to.*2

What the denizens of Italy enjoy is the consolation of time and history. Poet Rob
Johnson encapsulates the same sense in his poem A Trip to St Peter’s centred on the
64 bus route across Rome. He feels himself to be a dilettante experiencing for the
moment what the people around him "have always in their mouths", "the flow
beneath history”. What time and long history offered from the point of view of
newcomers both in their own land and to civilization was the gift of endurance. In
J.A.R. MacKellar's 1931 poem Oxford Street Five Ways, set in Sydney, a glimpse of an
Italian boy riding in a cart sets him musing about the boy's remote ancestors, the
Sabines and the sights that their descendents have seen. The outcome of his musing
was consolation.

And thus, I thought, when my sick grief is done,
Another's glance will meet him in the sun,
Returning home from market; then will rise

A Latin mist before another's eyes,

Shrouding the present with a veil of years,
Heavy with sadness, too remote for tears.
Another then will weigh his present pain

Beside the fall of Rome, and breathe again,
Strangely content to be with things that pass,
Suns into shadow, fevered flesh to grass.43

The pastoral image of an Italy of harmony and serenity sits uneasily with the modern
Italy of rapid industrialisation and urbanisation, of appalling slum housing on the
outskirts of the cities, of nasty get rich quick coastal development. The protagonist
in Jessica Anderson's novel The Impersonators, was overwhelmed by her encounter
with Italy.

42. David Malouf, Child’s Play, (London: 1982), 68-69.
43. ].A.R. MacKellar, Twenty Six, (Sydney: 1931), 65.
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In Rome she was too impressed to speak. She could only shake her head.
She almost cried. She had read about, yet she had not expected, the
impact of all those visible layers of history.#

Eventually planning to live in Rome, she makes a return visit to Australia where she
is reminded that Europe — Italy — has its concrete, its suburbia, its discontinuities.
She agrees, but — "there you do have the consolation of the old". This connection
with time immemorial and hence with eternity haunts even the most contemporary
of Australian images of Italy.

A jet of petrol

from a plastic can

to an empty tank

held in the teeming street
by a man

with a live cigarette
balanced between
ancient lips.*>

44. Jessica Anderson, The Impersonators, (Melbourne: 1980), 222.
45. Helen Carmichael, "Naples", Quadrant, July-August 1990, 11.
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PHILIP SALOM

Last night, not unusually, was hot and still and me a bit snoozy from the poor sleep

the night before —

preparing to go
came these
which jolted
which is not
shuffle and
fireworks.

ritual I don't
blasting away
most

display. I
everything
windows —
blue green fire
oranges and
streaking
impressive

I've seen for a
this weird
sound, the
apartments

after the colour
up, wishing
seen it. What
want to be the
you, I want to
to trail lights
you, flame like
every atom  of
was the  body
flashing,

ganglia — or
distance apart,
Rome, stuffed
Juvenal's day —
traffic jam,
traffic lights,
collapsing. In
reminded me
Sacks'

the care and

THE WARM AQUARIUM

Holidays and half the steel roller doors

are rattled down to ward off summer.

Shop windows are the warm aquarium

of wine and olive oil, finger-thick shells

of ravioli, tortellini and heavy on the shelves

the fat brown bells of new prosciutto.

The shoplight at evening on the pavement
like a sheet of pasta or the white apron

Rico wears when he stands for gossip

at the waterfront of his tabacchi,

his one customer wet-eyed behind lank hair

sits like the afternoon reducing under drinks

some essential level essential no more

as she stands and walks with a lean one
metre from the wall, the gale invisible she
everyday is nearly blown over by.

Rico smiles but who believes him, when

he says it will rain on the twenty ninth?

and as I was
to bed, there
odd explosions
the building,
good  bedtime
story! It were
Marking  some
know of,
at midnight in
spectacular
could see
from my east
brilliant bursts of
with reds,
highly unusual
angles, the most
light  discharge
long time, and
delay with
bang hitting the
several seconds
burst. I stayed
you could have
wonderful... I
fireworks for
explode in you,
down through
fireworlds in
you. The sky
with meridians
nerve-beats and
considering our
and Rome being
with traffic since
then a sky full of
brake lights and
nerves

an odd way it has
of Oliver
comments about
cure of patients
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with
disruption: the
most needed,

success, are those
doctors so easily
no faith in, namely
art, music, the
community  and
Hardly surprising
makes him
perhaps obvious, is
the case-studies so
field into fleshed
character and
no mere (awful)
things with facts as
power and the
force therefore.
the user. But who

He breathes out, breathes in. And stares.
I sweat in the air like wax. And think
odd mental pranks: everyone under 30,
over 50, begins to look the same; cultural
imperatives are the scooter not the petrol;

the heart is used up by its isolation...

Like a beachfront pavilion in mid-winter.

Summer. Chiuso per Ferie on every door.

neurological

treatments often
most crucial for
same old things

forget, or have
loving attention,
sense of
belonging.

really, but what
different, if

his desire to turn
often used in his
out narratives,
situation pieces,
cold and thin
the dominant
dehumanising

The text leads
wants to follow

outinto the cold written there. The world has its own silence and odd way of alien-
ating any of us, but when sick, off-centre, fancy the bends come of clinical decom-
pression. The places we find ourselves in.
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PHILIP SALOM

Changes

When I left, the news was all corruption,

with mafioso nuovo: government and big business.

The atmosphere won't rinse. Daily now I think
of Perth with all its blue light calm and gung ho
crimes, and the Asian summer air of Sydney...
as sundown thickens smog in Classic Rome.

The city moves me like strings and drums,

all night the inner drum is brash and drives
up di Trastevere with tricks for tourist cash,
searches for a deal not yet done on Rome's
black market. And any deal worth doing's
waiting to be done, someone will invent it
under bureaucrats who keep the word corrupt
hugged close: veni vedi vici: vendi vendi...

Ambulances beat like circus instruments:

loud and brassy, overdone but on and on

the illness scary and the danger somehow

in burlesque, which makes it all the worse...
Old people cross themselves, and curse.

All day the Polizia, the trains, the trams,

and from apartments the crazy locked-up dogs
that rarely find the streets, howl like Goths
returning. Evening pinks to the whine of buses.

I see swallows drop like loneliness

down the pit of the stomach, in the distance

rise in tiny strings against the light. This smoky,
pale light. Italian light, pink as the sides

of apartments, pink as flamingos made of concrete.

Days, nights: are drum rolled between dreamers,
the rhythm-taking changes, tumbling the old self
by surfaces, while the nervous system counts
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by ones... It takes accumulated change

to know inside you what is constant. Knowing
accumulation, noise, I stay watching where
language keeps me thin, and these six months
away from her attempt an old corruption.

The trouble's all my own. Like drumming I

feel the syncopation of her absence in the air.
Flats have chimney stacks, rigging-like antennae.
The nights sail on, silently, above the streets.

The Festival of Perth and the Fremantie Arts Centre
present the

1995 PERTH WRITERS FESTIVAL
MARCH 3rd - 6th

at the FREMANTLE ARTS CENTRE
1 Finnerty St Fremantle

A four day festival celebrating the craft of writing

Workshops, and sessions by many leading international, national,
and local authors, including:
Caryl Phillips, Alison Lurie, Timothy Findley, Helen Garner,
Eric Rolls, Fotini Epanomitis, Nicholas Hasluck, Mudrooroo and many more.

Programme available from January 20th

For full details phone Simon Ambrose on 386 7977 or 335 8244
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GAETANO RANDO

The Bush and the Outback
Through Italian Eyes

Most Italians who came to Australia after 1947 ultimately settled in urban areas.
Among the very few who have written creatively about their experiences even fewer
have displayed interest in themes related to the bush and the outback. However five
narrative writers — Giovanni Andreoni, Giuseppe Abiuso, Emilio Gabbrielli, Ennio
Monese and Franko Leoni — have written about non-urban Australia.

Giovanni Andreoni's novel Martin Pescatore ![King Fisher] is the story of a young
middle-class Italian bank employee who, tired of the restricting and claustrophobic
aspects of life in Italy, emigrates to Australia in search of a new and liberating expe-
rience, finding an existentialist raison d’'étre in a spiritual relationship with the
Australian bush, a Rousseau-like idealisation which is also found in Raffaello
Carboni's Italian works.?

Anna Fochi claims that in the first part of the novel, set mainly in Rome, the
urban background produces a sense of incommunicability, alienation and schizo-
phrenia. I would suggest rather than schizophrenia a strong sense of claustrophobia.
Martin feels "shut in" by a routine existence limited by life at home with his younger
sister and widowed mother, his secure but humdrum and subservient job at the
bank, the occasional outings with friends, and is often driven to drink in an attempt
to blot out his anguish. Although Martin has all the attributes necessary for success
he feels that his is an unsatisfying and frustrating life and that he is unable to form
any real relationships. His only meaningful relationship has been with his father, a
"strong" and "real" man who used to take him hunting. In a manner vaguely remi-
niscent of Ayn Rand's characters, Martin argues that European social conventions
stifle the individual, making it impossible to establish a direct rapport with nature.
He longs for a new country where "the life of a man depends on his ability to conquer

1. Giovanni Andreoni, Martin Pescatore, (Milan: Ippocampo, 1967). Andreoni is also one of the few Italian Australian
writers to be included in The Oxford Companion to Australian Literature which emphasises how in Martin Pescatore
(erroneously translated as "Martin Fisherman") the West Australian outback has made a "considerable impact on the
protagonist’s literary development” (26-27).

2. Gaetano Rando, "L'esperienza australiana di Raffaello Carbini" in Romano Ugolini, ed., Italia-Australia 1788-1988
Atti del Convegno di Studio (Roma, Castel S. Angelo, 23-27 maggio 1988 (Roma: Edizioni dell-Ateneo, 1991), 59-79, 75-
77; see Raffaello Carboni, Gilburnia Pantomima in otto quadri con prologo e morale per gran ballo antartico, translated and
annotated by Tony Pagliaro, (Dalesford: Jim Crow Press, 1993); see also his The Eureka Stockade The Consequence of
some Pirates wanting on Quarterdeck a Rebellion (Melbourne: J.P. Atkinson & Co., 1855).
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the whims of nature"® and, despite the dismay and disbelief of family and friends,
decides to emigrate to Australia.

Upon arrival in Melbourne the distance which separates him from his mother,
the mundane concern with his economic future and the realisation that Melbourne,
too, is an imprisoning city give rise to feelings of fear and isolation. He moves to
Tasmania, "a beautiful but somewhat savage isle"(95), and it is there that Martin
comes into contact with the bush. He joins a group of logging contractors in a life of
hard living and dangerous work, driving large laden trucks along steep and narrow
forest tracks. The solidarity necessary for survival imposes an unwritten law that no
one should drive in such a manner as to endanger the others. A tall strong Polish
driver continually transgresses the law and the others wreck his truck and give him
a beating, much to Martin's consternation and dismay at the ruthlessness and deter-
mination of his fellow workers. At the end of the season he leaves and takes up a
more bourgeois type of employment as a language teacher at the Christian Brothers
College, Prospect.

While the relationship between man in his social context (the group of workers)
and nature is seen in terms of man's struggle to survive in a hostile environment, the
rapport between the individual (Martin) and nature is presented in quite different
terms. In rejecting the pioneers' elemental code Martin rejects the conflictual
confrontation with nature. His search for a meaningful rapport with nature, which
is also seen as an element crucial to the eventual resolution of Martin's questioning
of the meaning of life, takes a different direction. Fochi claims that the only example
of description in the novel is to be found in the passage about Whitmore Wood.
However, in the "European” chapters there are very brief, impressionistic descrip-
tions and, after Martin's arrival in Australia, there are further impressionistic
descriptions of the Australian setting — for example, the description of Launceston
(93), Martin's reflections on contemplating the green hills and the sea (99) and that of
the forest as a living entity in which a primeval and continual struggle for survival
takes place (102).

Whitmore (128-129), however, is certainly the longest and one of the very few
naturalistic descriptions in the novel. It marks the beginning of Martin's personal
rapport with nature. He sees the bush for the first time with "European” eyes, but it
is also a place cut off from the outside world, a place of proving and initiation. It is
here, after six months of weekend effort, that Martin proves himself by killing the big
black rabbit whose cunning had defeated all the other hunters. This "victory" marks
Martin's entry into the primeval natural cycle while the weekend hunting forays are
in contrast to the weekday world and his society-oriented work as a teacher. At the
end of the school year Martin decides to visit the West Australian desert rather than
go back to Europe to see family and friends.

In some of the briefer descriptions of the bush there is an interaction between the
setting and the protagonist who becomes part of nature. This occurs after Martin
begins to delve into Aboriginal culture by reading their myths. The first one is read
when Martin begins work with the loggers. Maira the wind is angered by his friend
Bibba's request that he see his face and turns into a storm, causing Bibba to seek
refuge in a hole in the ground and become a sand mouse. The story both parallels

3. Andreoni, Martin Pescatore, 69. All passages translated from the Italian.
4. Fochi, 46.
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and contrasts with the following episode, which describes the punishment meted
out to the Polish truck driver. Martin's reaction to the violence is to seek a mystical
union with nature, thus isolating himself from man and society. Perhaps it is an
attempt by Andreoni to conceptualise the Aboriginal Dreamtime. Certainly there is
a timeless quality about the relationship with the bush, time and wind being the all-
powerful elements which paradoxically create and destroy in a natural pattern
which is both eternal and cyclic. Humans in their intellectual and social develop-
ment have shifted from living nature into a non-life, and it is only by going back to
the bush that he can find renewal.

The theme of the bush and the outback is also central to Andreoni's short stories.
This collection, together with Cenere, is the subject of a brief but interesting paper by
Helen Andreoni,® which argues that in giving literary expression to the experience
of the Italian immigrant in Australia Andreoni presents the complexities of the
Italian-Australian community and in effect counteracts Australian-perceived stereo-
types of the Italian immigrant, an element which is also found in other Italian
Australian writers. The paper, however, does not point out that Andreoni substan-
tially deals with the experience of the Italian immigrant in the rural setting.

With respect to Martin Pescatore the concept of the bush appears to be different.
The brief but poetical story "Australia"” explores a changed metaphysical relation-
ship with the bush and the desert, alien places which refuse to reveal the secrets of
their vast emptiness to the immigrant. They reject him yet paradoxically hold him
prisoner, thwarting his thoughts of return to his native land. Gone is the mystical
communion, the oneness with nature, the bush as a place to learn to love, to regain
one's humanity. At a societal level the bush is a place where man reverts to his
primeval bestiality, as in "Jimmy Smith"®, which relates the hunting and wanton
shooting of a suspected murderer (probably Aboriginal) by the good white people
of a small country town. The bush also contains insidious dangers for those who
work in it and is a place of struggle for survival both against nature and against men
who transgress the solidarity of their fellows. Its delicate ecosystem has been
destroyed by the white man in the extraction of mineral and other riches, leaving in
his wake rotting carcasses, flies, stench, and dispossessed Aborigines.!?

The bush can also be the last bastion of Australian conservatism where class
distinctions are quite marked. No subscriber to the Australian myth of egalitari-
anism, Andreoni presents the New England graziers in "La giornataccia di Monte-
fiore" [A Hard Day for Montefiore]'! as jealous guardians of privilege and tradition
who exclude all those outside their caste, especially if they are of non-Anglo-Saxon
origin. Consequently Italian farmers are relegated to the lowest rungs of the socio-
economic ladder engaging in backbreaking work for very little material or sp1r1tua1
satisfaction.!? In Cenere this theme is developed through the argument that it is the

5

5. Giovanni Andreoni, La Lingua degli Italiani d’ Australia e altri racconti, (Rome: Il Veltro Editrice, 1978).

6. Helen Andreoni, "From Giovanni to Gio: Fighting the Stereotype" in Millicent E. Poole et al, eds., Australia in Tran-
sition: culture and life possibilities (Sydney: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1985), 168-170.

7. Andreoni, La Lingua degli Italiani d’ Australia e altri racconti, 66-68.

8. These aspects, however, are retained in Andreoni's poetic writings and a symbiosis between the bush mystique, the
hunt and native culture is presented in one of the short stories in the collection, "Totara", which, however, is set in
New Zealand.

9.  Andreoni, La Lingua, 15-23.

10. See "Australian Felix", Andreoni, La Lingua degli Italini d’Australia e altri racconti, 69-76.

11. Andreoni, La Lingua, 50-57.

12. See "La Farma" and "Tabacco", Andreoni, La Lingua 28-33, 82-90.
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dominant economic and political system which exploits the immigrant farmer, thus
shattering the expectations which have caused him to leave his native land.

Although Giuseppe Abiuso's main interest as a creative writer lies in community
and socially related themes, the bush and the outback are featured in some of his
works. The short fiction "Diary of an Italian Australian School Boy"!3 concludes with
central character Mario Carlesani planning to drop out of Fitzroy state secondary
school and to go to look for work in the Northern Territory, the last genuine
Australian frontier where he will join class mate Geoffrey's bi§ brother in the top
end’s "silent nights all surrounded by those white ghost gums".!* Mario chooses this
method of continuing his investigation of the Australian spirit, a search both initi-
ated and inspired by his sometimes Paul Hogan-like reflections on the nature of
being Australian:

The real Australians are those blokes who hide in the big bush country
waiting in the sweltering heat for a bushfire to start so they can put it out
in a couple of minutes. The real Australians sit near the Murrumbidgee,
killing a few blow flies, waiting for the river to flood, so they can put up
banks of sugar bags full of sand, and control the flood and save all the
crops of the man on the land.!®

And the migrant man on the land is the subject of Abiuso's play L’Amaro della
canna [Bitter Cane] set in the North Queensland cane fields, which depicts the cane
cutters' and the farmers' struggle against nature as well as the economic struggle
among the various interests in the sugar industry.

Three brief short stories, "Cuore d'Australia"*®, relate the experiences of
Giovanni Binetti, Merv and Michael (white Australians) and Jack (an old Aboriginal
chief) in the Northern Territory, a place known to few Italian immigrants but which
the title itself suggests is the "true heart" of Australia. In this Abiuso seems to pick
up where the Diary left off, although the characters and the situation are quite
different. The men are partners in the illegal supply of opium to the Aborigines of
Alice Springs and of Aboriginal women to the white miners east of Alice Springs.
However when Michael beats Bombah, Jack's cousin, causing his death, Jack feels
called by the ancestral spirits of the Arunta to defend the honour of his tribe and
raise it from the degradation caused by the white men. He stalks the other three in
the black of the night but since he has only two spears he has to make a choice and
kills Michael and Merv. Giovanni is spared because he can speak the Aborigines'
language, and has accompanied Jack on walkabout in the MacDonnell ranges. In fact
while Merv loathes the Territory and the Aborigines and Michael is there only for
the money, Giovanni has developed a rapport with the land. His dual Italian-
Australian nature, a sort of split personality, is in a sense placated by the vast empti-
ness of the outback to the point that he may never be able to go back to live in the
southern cities.

A first person account of a strange, mysterious and threatening experience in the

n16

13. Joe Abiuso, "Diary of an Italian Australian School Boy" in The Male Model and Other Stories (Adelaide: Dezsery Ethnic
Publications, 1984), 100-160.

14. Abiuso, The Male Model, 160.

15. Abiuso, The Male Model, 128.

16. G.L. Abinso, M. Giglio and V. Borghese, eds., Voci nostre antologia italo-australiana di novelle, commedie, poesie e ricordi,
scritta da emigrati italo-australiana, (Melbourne: Tusculum, 1979).
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outback is narrated in a short story by Emilio Gabbrielli "Incident at Ayers Rock".
Rosa B., the Australian-born daughter of Italian immigrants who works as a secre-
tary with a Melbourne engineering firm, goes on a first time visit to Uluru. Fatigue
and heat are already taking their toll when during the journey from Alice Springs the
driver decides to pick up an odd-looking, malodorous and taciturn hitchhiker who
appears in the middle of the desert and sits in the seat next to Rosa, much to her
chagrin. The next day, when Rosa climbs the rock, the heat, her tiredness, the effort
and tension of climbing up the slippery surface of the monolith, cause her to sit and
rest for over an hour at the top in a state of drowsiness. There, as if in a dream, she
sees the strange hitchhiker slowly pass by her, suddenly lose his footing and catapult
out into space. She descends the Rock in a state of hysteria, and tells the others. Yet
although they search at the base of the rock where the stranger should have fallen,
there is no trace of him. The others think Rosa may have experienced an hallucina-
tion caused by the intense heat and Rosa herself is unsure whether what she thought
she saw really happened, but as the months go by these thoughts become obsessive
and lead to recurrent nightmares for which she decides to seek psychiatric help.

Somewhat reminiscent of Joan Lindsay's Picnic at Hanging Rock,'8 the story is a
minutely related account of the protagonist's ambiguous relationship to the alien
environment of the outback. For the majority of immigrants and their children
Australia is the cities of the coastal areas. They have little or no knowledge of the
interior, apart from knowing that it exists, and no interest in its environment. More
than on description Gabbrielli concentrates on the protagonist's physical and
psychological reactions to her outback experience. Rosa's adventure gets off to a bad
start because of the fatigue, the heat and the appearance of the mysterious yet repug-
nant stranger, a symbol of the wanderer in the outback. Her most intense and posi-
tive appreciation of the environment occurs in the few passages where she is able to
view the monolith and the surrounding landscape alone. Whereas her admiration of
Mt Connor, viewed while travelling in the minibus, is a matter of few words, her
contemplation of the colour and majesty of Uluru at dawn, seen so many times in
photographs and postcards yet so unexpectedly different in its reality, is a more
intense experience. Uluru produces mixed feelings in the protagonist: awe and a
sense of magic at its colour and majesty, at the complex processes of nature which
have constructed the monolith, at its delicate ecosystem. The presence of man, repre-
sented by the ramshackle motel and the tourist complex under construction, is felt to
be a profane element. However, the Rock also generates feelings of fear and appre-
hension, of some hidden and unspecified menace in the vast surrounding emptiness,
the steep climb and its smooth slippery surface with the ever-present threat of
sending the unwary tourist hurtling to his death.' It is these latter feelings which
become predominant, and is an implication that the hitchhiker's fall is in part willed
by the protagonist, because of her hatred for the stranger, a "dreaming” which is
made to happen through the magical aura which pervades the area. The resultant
effect is Rosa's rejection of Uluru and hence the outback.

17. Gaetano Rando, Italo-Australian Prose in the 80’s (Dept. of Languages: University of Wollongong, 1988), 196-210.

18. However in the preface Gabbrielli suggests that there are parallels with Camus' L’Etranger and Pasolini's Teorema as
well.

19. This sense of the city dweller who feels threatened by the vast majestic grandeur of the bush and the outback is also
found in contemporary Anglo-Australian writing. See, for example, Michael Wilding, "I am Monarch of All I Sur-
vey", in Don Anderson, ed., Transgressions: Australian Writing Now, (Ringwood, Penguin, 1986), 157-164.
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Although most Italian immigrants have settled in urban areas and consequently
have had no direct experience of the bush or the desert, many, at least initially, were
employed in farming and construction projects in the country and sometimes in
remote areas. Even those who settled immediately in urban areas had a fleeting
contact with the bush during their stay at Bonegilla in the first months after arrival.
When immigrants speak about their experiences at Bonegilla they invariably
mention (as well as the terrible food) the bleakness and desolation of this God-
forsaken place near Albury-Wodonga.

Bonegilla and the surrounding countryside provide the setting for Ennio
Monese's short story "Essere Australiano” [To Be Austrahan]20 which relates the
experiences of a group of seven young men who have been in Australia for a month.
Desperate to get out of the camp and start earning money they decide to consider a
proposal by Mr Lockward, a local landowner of German origin who wants them to
clear forest land in order to cultivate tomatoes. The view from Bonegilla is, however,
certainly not one to encourage optimism for what lies ahead, and they reject his
proposal when Lockward takes the group to look at the land, since the atmosphere
in the bush is dank and menacing with signs of an approaching storm, certainly
different from the type of bush they were used to back in Italy.

Only one member of the group, Giacomo, has a further experience in the bush.
When he is punched and insulted by a "typical" country town ocker at Wodonga he
is helped by the Aboriginal, Tolo, who takes him back to the Lockward property
where he is living temporarily in a makeshift hut. While nature vents its fury over
the head of the injured Giacomo who has already been soaked by the rain, the two
men get to know each other. Tolo is a nomadic hunter who retains a meaningful rela-
tionship with the bush. He seems to have formed a constructive cultural compro-
mise between a traditional Aboriginal life, and the presence of the white man.
However, Giacomo seems to learn nothing from the experience, since when Tolo
asks him why he came to Australia and whether he likes the country Giacomo's
reply, "one comes to Australia . . . to find one's humanity", 21 vaguely reminiscent of
Andreoni's Martin Pescatore, makes Tolo smile.

Judging by the conclusion "Essere Australiano" seems to consist of a choice
between Melbourne or the bush, with an unequivocal preference for the former, a
conclusion which is diametrically opposed to that of Andreoni. Most of the charac-
ters vote with their feet by departing immediately for Melbourne, and Bebe's suicide
provides a tragic ending for one of the group. Unlike Anderson and Abiuso, there is
in Monese no admiration for Australian nature, which is described solely through
European referents.

A more positive conclusion, for Australia if not for the protagonist, is presented
in Franco Leoni's "La memorabile biografia di Carlo di Priamo, vignaio da Poggi-
bonsi" [The memorable biography of Carlo di Priamo, wine maker from Poggi-
bon31] It is a whimsical and well told tale of an Italian revolutionary who, during
a clandestine visit to London, falls foul of British law and is transported to Australia
in 1842. During the voyage out he is befriended by a Dr Lindeman and is conse-
quently assigned to the good doctor on arrival to the colony. The two settle on a farm

20. Abiuso et.al., Voci nostre antologia, 156-167.

21. Abiuso et.al., 166.

22. Gaetano Rando, Italian Writers in Australia: essays and texts, (Dept. of European Languages: University of Wollon-
gong, 1983), 232-238.
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in the Hunter valley and Carlo decides to make an Australian chianti. He eventually
gives the doctor the recipe for making the wine and leaves him to enjoy the financial
benefits, settling in Botany Bay. The story presents the theme of Italian farming
success in Australia although it does constitute a departure from historical reality
since German immigrants, not Italians were the founders of the Australian wine
industry.

As the Brisbane-Sydney express slowly traverses the Hunter Valley, a stranger
(obviously Italian) enters the compartment and tells the story to the bored and heat-
stricken passengers, offering them a drink of cool Lindemans white wine. The initial
part of the story describes quite graphically the heat and the deafening chorus of the
cicadas. As in Gabbrielli's story the heat provides a blurring of the distinction
between reality and fantasy and it is in this atmosphere that the mysterious stranger
begins to tell his story, overcoming even the resistance of one of the passengers, a
truck driver, who is convinced that the contribution of Italian immigrants to the
development of Australia is insignificant. When he finishes the stranger leaves as
abruptly as he had come but this interlude has brought about a change in that the
passengers are able to view the countryside through which the train is passing with
a new and deeper meaning.

By comparison with the works written by Italian immigrants to Australia
already discussed, the outback is presented as a key element of a universal order in
the narrative of Stanislao Nievo, one of Italy's leadin% contemporary narrative
writers and the only one to have dealt with these themes.?3

In the short story Il tempo del sogno [Dreamtime],? the protagonist, Santino, a
Sicilian who has emigrated to Western Australia and was taught to converse with
volcanos by his Aboriginal wife, undertakes a journey to the Bungle Bungle hills in
the Kimberley desert which constitute a contact point with the world beyond the
material one. The purpose of the journey is to contact his recently dead wife,
Wandina, with the help of Kuneg Oondon, a friend who speaks with the dead and
has promised to be his interpreter. Nievo concentrates less on physical description
than on the magic nature of the place and its people, since they provide a key to one
of the great mysteries of life and a connecting link with worlds beyond apparent
reality. The Aborigines are a people without volcanos, but they come from that time,
they read the wind, write with sand, listen to the mountains, they fit in everywhere
since they have kept in touch with the earth. The Bungle Bungle hills have the ability
to travel over the ground, propelled by a magnetic force that moves them all together
on a surface no one has ever seen. These unique properties make them ambassadors
of the Dreamtime, a place of origin for some creatures where men and nature speak
to each other. Through their fascinating hypnotic dance the hills tell Santino that he
is to travel to Mt Etna in Sicily where he will be able to meet Wandina once more.

The outback thus provides a vital link in Santino's quest for communication with

23. Italian fiction works set in Australia have been few and far between: Il Continente misterioso (1903) by Emilio Salgari
is a Kipling-like adventure yarn about three white men who bravely conquer the dangers of the Australian outback,
complete with hostile natives, in the successful accomplishment of a mission; In Australia con mio nonno (1947) by
Luigi Santucci is a fanciful tale of the strange animals and even stranger cannibals who inhabit the Australian jungle;
Filippo Sacchi's La Casa in Oceania (1932) is a story of Italian immigrants in the North Queensland sugar belt and
presents some striking descriptions of the environment. Of these three writers only Sacchi had actually visited Aus-
tralia.

24. Stanislao Nievo, "Dreamtime" [trans. from the Italian by Gaetano Rando] in Manfred Jurgensen, ed., Riding: Out New
Writing from Around the World, (Brisbane: Outrider/Phoenix Publications, 1994), 403-420.
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his dead wife which is also a quest for an ideal state where barriers do not exist and
all beings can talk freely to each other. It is the hypothesis of a utopian state related
to a post-scientific context and achieved not by technical means but through the
warm flux that pulses in the heart of all creation. Even the Bungle Bungle hills in the
Australian desert and Mt Etna, the Italian volcano have this ability since "beyond the
... geological data something more alive, something bigger and more important,
exalted him. It was to do with the childhood of the world, a time common to all crea-
tures when men, animals and things talked to each other, whispering in secret
moments to those who listen". %

The Northern New South Wales bush provides the setting for some of the chap-
ters of Le Isole del paradiso [Islands of Paradise] 26 The first part of the novel is set in
Melanesia in the 1880s and relates the ill-fated attempt to found the colony of Nouv-
elle France at Port Breton in New Ireland which brought to Australia the immigrants
who were to found the rural settlement of New Italy in 1882. Although only a few
chapters are set in this country, Australia is an important element in the novel since
it is the Australian bush which provides the immigrants with a second chance,
allowing them to achieve their dream which was that of establishing farms of their
own and enabling them to shake off that state of dissatisfaction which had led them
to leave their native land in an attempt to seek elsewhere the resolution to the ques-
tions of life and destiny.

Nievo's postmodern vision of the Australian bush and outback as a place of spir-
itual discovery and renewal is unique among Italian writers although some parallels
can be found in Andreoni. Abiuso, on the other hand, considers the bush and the
outback as deposit of Australianness and it is there that the immigrant must direct
his search for a sense of belonging to the new land. For Gabbrielli and Monese the
bush and outback are places which instil fear in the individual, leading him or her to
seek refuge in the urban environment. Leoni's fanciful story of the founding of the
Australian wine industry is the only one to parallel the real life experience of Italian
farming success in Australia (in places such as North Queensland and the Riverina)
which have constituted a highly visible aspect of the history of Italian immigration
to this country. Despite these examples, few Italian-Australian writers have written
about the bush and the outback. Perhaps this is due to the lack of direct experience
most writers have had with this environment or perhaps because they do not
consider such material worthy of the narrative art.

25. Nievo, "Dreamtime", 406.
26. Stanislao Nievo, Le Isole del paradiso, (Milan: Mondadori, 1987).
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FAY ZWICKY

Letter from Claudia in the Midi

I used to shoot in Kenya.
You'd never think I started life as Muriel,
forty head a day, a hundred cartridges:

zebra, wildebeest, marabou,
jackal, wild boar, leopard,
the largest birds alive.

I know you don't approve,
stuck in that boring place,
all that sand and miles of sky,

missing your indifferent kids.
Still writing poems are you,
way above my head?

You were a weirdo back in school,
your nose forever in a book. You tried
to ape my nerve but even when you jumped

the moving tram, fell off. You didn't
even wince at those trite Colombian candlesticks
I sent you when you married.

Or the witchy card, "Congratulations!
It's a Baby!" on your first. We can't
all make the team.

The blackbird's song's seductive
and my voice has dropped an octave,
Gérard says. "Tu deviens homme.
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I'm off to Paris for a week."
"Get lost!" I say. My handyman
takes pot-shots at the olive trees.

His sons are savages and want their lunch.
I scream abuse and burn their traps
laid near the kitchen tiles.

The cats are watching me. Gérard's
a swine. Mushrooms sprout around the oaks,
those little yellow flutes push up

the moist dark soil, pink hoods are rising
under the umbrella pines. There's singing
from the valley, the yearly féte, and

open trucks piled high with glistening grapes
are trundling past. The countryside is rank
with harvest's sweet sour smell.

I drive to Grimaud every day, car open
to the wind and pass Alain the handyman
rearing like Ben Hur behind his truck wheel

"Ca va?" he shouts, "Ca va?"
and I shout back, my deep cracked voice
vanishing in the wind.

Neither of us cares. Sometimes I drive
to Beauvallon, a sickle-shaped white beach,
cool off in water swept clean by Mistral,

small yachts offshore, sails billowing
down in slats. I'm hardly visible these days
in 50's bathing gear. If some hulk's eyes

hover round my way, they settle on some
plumpish poule or anorexic pout left over
from the tourist season, topless on the sand.

Pig-tailed blond, piquant brunette,
not here to swim. The passing men will turn
and smile, even with wives in tow.

Midday, and they all clear off. What bliss
to be alone with all one's ugly thoughts:
how old and despicable one has become
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compared with Frangoise, Eliane, or Rosie
(Gérard's latest). Beach-bored I wander
barefoot to the car, relieved my hair has

bleached without peroxide even if the poor
old skin has lost its sheen, no longer golden,
with a pouch or two. But you're above

such things, writing your life away
under that clear blue sky. Ilike your letters
better than yourself. You say you welcome mine.

We both have tigers in the blood. I shoot
at mine and miss while you put yours to sleep.
Death's toughening, softening us for dust;

you shocked by me and I laid waste by you
is kid stuff to his watchfulness, the biggest
tiger of them all. Back home, the table's laid.

Pain de campagne, butter, great hunks of Gruyere,
tomatoes straight out of the garden. I'll start on
Chateau Neuf du Pape 1964, the year they tied my tubes.

How delicious it will taste when drunk alone.
Wrrite soon. Can't promise to reply but then

I never could keep promises.

Your ever-unreliable
and charming friend

Claudia
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HAL COLEBATCH

Galilee Guesthouse

Coffee and leather armchairs, candlelit,
card-playing in corners, glassware, jumping flames
in open fireplaces. Drinks to hand we sit

watching the beards and spectacles at games.

Mount Carmel wine. The candlelight

in gold and silver points on polished glasses.
Wall ornaments, china, tableware

the keepers of the passes.

Comfort. Mozart somewhere. A warm room
in a pleasant club-land scene.

The candle-flame jumps before the faces

of the card-players dressed in green.

A click of cards, a murmuring of voices,

a certain heightened feeling in this place.

Cold wind outside. Here, well warmed and tended,
we watch each player's face.

A snowy wind from hills of stone and mud.
We chatter with liqueurs, lingering thereon.
The candles flicker to the distant thud

of guns in Lebanon.

No ambiguities, no ounce of doubt
in this Now at least, this moment pinned.
Gold and silver bubbles, thin bands of steel

with candles in the wind.
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GRAEME HETHERINGTON

Van Diemen's Land Remembered in Crete

@

Emerging from the dunes the queers
Flash cocks at men who walk alone.
Why not, I wonder, on my way,

Bored stiff and womanless for months,
To swim among and perv upon

The inaccessible Greek girls

And topless tourists round the bay,
Have random, casual sex and get
The dirty water off my chest?

No need can rout my fear of men

Descended from Hell's Gate's old lags

With threepence in one hand and string
Fluttering undone from their flies,

Their whiskered wet red drunkards' mouths,
My father calling the police.

@)

Assembled on a playing field

We looked into the morning sun

While 'Slide’, the Head, a rowing man,
Said crabs were caught from toilet seats,

That masturbation sent you blind

And shamed your mother's holy name.

Through half-shut eyes the whole school watched
His injured, stiff forefinger wag,
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Froth fleck his old man's purple lips
As on he raved about God's wrath.
I raised my hand to shield and see
A white tower rising from the trees

Beneath which tiny people move,
Its stone-hard length tumescent in
Pulsating light before it blows
Like Moby Dick and disappears.

®)

I've seldom liked the island’s males,
Tamed bullies from our prison-past
Turned surly sport-champs with a grudge,
Who as remittance-men and pimps,

Touts, forger-artists, larrikins

Too sickly for a life as Ned

Became the crippled hanging judge,
The sneaky, safely sensitive

Rich Menzies-voting poet-type,
Their women formed by alcohol,
Hulks, convictism, poverty

And church into cringe-ridden mates

As nasal as a bad violin,

Gauche, strapping lasses hard as nails,
As wooden as the cross and sour

As vinegar to take to bed.

(4)

A stunning dark blue, soul-wide day,
The ineffable Aegean

Will not stay so for long. Grey clouds
Inevitably shadow-stain

A scene too beautiful for me.

A man snarls at a crippled dog

That cringes, whines, curls up and begs
Deep down inside, like me, for death.
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IGOR MAVER

The Mediterranean in Mind:
Bert Pribac, a Slovene Poet in Australia

The Slovene part of the Mediterranean coast on the Adriatic Sea can perhaps best be
described by means of a metaphor: it extends to where olive trees can be found, it is
an atmosphere, un parfum.! Bert Pribac, a Slovene poet who migrated to Australia in
the fifties, testifies to this fact. His fine lyrical poems are populated by olive trees, as
well as cypresses and eucalypts. Pribac unites the two worlds, Slovenia and
Australia, in his writing.

Bert Pribac was born in 1933 in the village Sergasi in the Slovene part of Istra,
south of Trieste on the Adriatic Sea. He studied comparative literature in Ljubljana
and in 1959 — for a number of different reasons® — passed through various refugee
camps in Europe, and arrived in Australia with his young family. The beginnings
were tough. He worked as a cleaner, an Australian mail clerk and a librarian. He
later acquired an M.A. degree in librarianship and worked for the documentary
service of the Australian Health Ministry in Canberra, where he has lived most of the
time since coming to Australia. He has also prepared Slovene radio broadcasts and
is very active in the Slovene Cultural Society in Canberra.

Pribac sees himself as a divided person. In his interviews he refers constantly to
his "spiritual split", which in his view is the result of a feeling of "two homelands",
Slovenia and Australia (hence the title of his latest collection of verse, The Beautiful
Vida and Other Poems from Two Homelands, Canberra: The Lapwing Private Press,
1987): "When the Slovenes shut themselves into their Slovene homesickness, they
become a nation apart, as they are no longer in Australia. They are somewhat split;
a national schizophrenia, I would say, you are half Slovene, half Australian." Bert
Pribac began to publish his poems in the fifties, prior to his migration to Australia,
in the Slovene magazines Mlada pota, Most and Meddobje. Some of these will be
discussed first in order to be able to follow Pribac's poetic development in Australia.

On4e of the first published poems by the then twenty-year-old Pribac is "In Istra"
(1953):

Cf. F. Braudel, ed., La Méditerranée: Les hommes et L'héritage. (Paris: Flammarion, 1986).

An interview with Bert Pribac, Obzornik Presernove druzbe, (Ljubljana, January 1989), 40-49.

An interview with Bert Pribac, "Doma je lepo, v Avstraliji pa ne dosli slabse” ("It is Great at Home and in Australia
not Much Worse"). Knjizevni listi, Delo, Ljubljana.

4.  Bert Pribac, "V Istri" ("In Istria"), Mlada pota 11, no 6,1953-54, 17-18. Translated by Igor Maver.
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With us here in Istra

The autumn is beautiful:
The vineyard on the slope
Is clad in golden yellow
And sweet red

Seethes in the pitchers

In our homes.

Cypresses and olive trees
In which the southerly wind is caught,
Are always green

And the leaf of a palm tree
Never withers by the sea.

Although written in simple poetic language this extract shows certain recurring
qualities that are present in all of Pribac's work. The poet is, for example, extremely
susceptible to colour impressions and hues in the natural landscape; thematically he
often deals with his native Istra, the peninsula jutting into the Adriatic Sea in its
northern part, while the characteristic elements of his verse seem to be a cypress, an
olive tree and a vineyard. Similar Impressionist-Romantic poems Eublished in
Mladina and Bori are "The Song of Autumn" and "A Spring Morning".

The poem "Complaint'’ again features the poet’s sensitivity to colour, while the
speaker of the poem is identified with a lonely sea-gull, which reveals a silent
yearning for far-away places that indeed came true for the poet, who only four years
later arrived in Australia:

In the clear blue autumn

Swam into the waves

A lonely sea-gull...

Has not my happiness gone with it?
Far, from far away is the blue gull!

In 1962 the Slovene Club in Melbourne published the first Slovene book in
Australia, Pert Pribac's collection of poems Bronasti tolkac (The Bronze Knocker). The
introductory poem "Desetnika” ("The Tenth Daughter and Son") thematically and
symbolically opens this book. According to old Slovene beliefs and folk-tales, in the
patriarchal society daughters were considered a burden for their parents; in addition
in feudal times peasants had to give one tenth of their annual produce to their land-
lord. By analogy, the tenth daughter (or son) had to leave home. Pribac likens this
sad fate to that of the migrant who is expelled from his homeland. In this case the
bride and bridegroom are both tenth children; when married they soon realise that
their migrant life will be full of hardships and sorrow, although they hoped for "the
sun in the nadir":

5. Bert Pribac, "Hesenska" ("The Song of Autumn"), Mladina XIV, no 20, 21.5.1956. All the extracts from Pribac's poems
are translated into English in this article by its author.

Bert Pribac, "Pomladno Jutro” ("A Spring Morning"), Nori 1, no 2, 1955, 76.

Bert Pribac, "Tozba" ("Complaint"), Mlada pota 1V, no 7, 1955-56, 354.

Bert Pribac, Bronasti tolkac (The Bronze Knocker), (Melbourne: The Slovene Club, 1962), 13.
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The tenth daughter and son got married,
both used to dusty carts

and sticky thirst

for heated ways.

Pribac's habit of using motifs from Slovene ballads and folk-songs is also visible
in the next poem "Tri breze" ("Three Birch Trees"), which with its repetitions, direct
narrative stance and "leaping and lingering" narration introduces a balladesque
tone. Three birches growing by themselves in the middle of the meadow, are one day
felled for no reason, so that three young men with their three (folk-number) brides
can find no shade. Parallels between the felled birches and migrants with their "cut
roots" are obvious. This poem was written bilingually.

Another well-known Slovene folk ballad "Lepa Vida" ("The Beautiful Vide"),
which appears in several versions, deals with the supposed kidnapping of the
young, beautiful Slovene girl Vida, who had lived on the shores of the Northern
Adriatic Sea. She is taken as a kind of love-prisoner of a black (Arab) seaman to an
overseas land, where far away from home she deplores her fate and her vain hopes
to return to her native country. In his reinterpretation of this Slovene folk ballad
Vida, metaphorically stands for Slovene emigrants, and the speaker expresses his
hope for another metaphor — the sail that "drowns in the waves of her yearning".
The sunken ship with the sail thus represents the vain hope to return home, which
is reduced to dreams:

The sail is gone,

to carry her

beyond the distant, warm horizons,
from where only dreams

of the sad homestead come.

In another the poem "Daljna, hladna morja" ("Distant, cold seas") the poet feels
like a shipwrecked person, symbolically also a "drift outcast" of the nation.
Emigrants, like tenth children forced to abandon their homeland, appear metaphor-
ically as "uprooted trunks of trees" and ardently long for their native soil, which is
depicted by the poet perhaps a little too nostalgically and melancholically with the
typical elements: chestnuts, pines, buckwheat and wheat fields and vineyards.

Bert Pribac often uses in his poems the images of Karstic (the Karst: the limestone
area in the Slovene Littoral region) stones that seem to him less cruel than those in
the "harsh" Australian landscape, although they are blunt, heated by the warm sun
in the Karst, for they are "kinder than these lands without warm eyes" in "Se kamni
doma", ("Even stones at home")?, olive trees which cannot be found in the Australian
landscape "grow" in the poet's heart and thus point to his state of mind, which he
himself describes as "bitter fatigue". There is, however, a notable difference between
Pribac's early attitudes to home ("Where are the distant, cold seas/of chestnut trees,
and pine woods,/ patches of buckwheat and cornfields,/vineyards built in terraces/
lying below the native village?") and the later, growing acceptance of his adopted
country.

9.  Bert Pribac, Brontasi tolkac, (The Bronze Knocker), p.16.
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I shall go back

one day

between motionless olive trees
in summer heat...

This sea of long distances

has killed my soul

to a bitter fatigue —

In his study of the poetry of Australian Slovenes, Mirko Jurak stresses the
importance of guilt for having left the native country, which is noticeable in the
poems by Bert Pribac: "Immigrants are compared to unconscious stones, which were
taken by a storm to the middle of the ocean, to an encircled place, similar to the one
made by children when playing games. Immigrants are like vine twigs easily moved
by the wind, sometimes transplanted into foreign soil. Such similes, which appear
very frequently in Pribac’s poetry, are often accompanied by the image of the wind,
symbolising since Shelley's time the changes which take place in three worlds: that
of nature, society and within the poet himself."!? Such yearning to return home is
expressed in the poem "Listje v vetru" ("Leaves in the wind"),!! in which the speaker
of the poem feels guilty for having "given away his peace/to the winds/blowing
over barren fields".

Particularly suggestive is "Samote, samote" ("Solitudes, solitudes") from the
second part of The Bronze Knocker, for it opens up a new dimension of Pribac's exis-
tential loneliness and alienation as an immigrant. Comparisons of heat and cold are
symbolic; the cold atmosphere, usually negative, reminds the poet of home; grass
scorched by frost, snow, bora and cold foggy days. Despite the fact that the poet has
been living in Australia for a number of years, the odour of its "warm winds" still
does not make him feel at home and the scented juniper trees announce the forth-
coming spring. It is significant to note that immigrant poets often use the image of a
beggar, a vagabond or tramp who wanders aimlessly around the world (cf. the poem
"Pepel moje podobe", "The ashes of my image"). As a native of Istra, Pribac is
extremely susceptible to climatic conditions; heat and cold clearly trigger off his
reminiscences of home or Australia, respectively:

I have been left all alone

with an empty bundle over the shoulder
and I have lain under

damp oaks...

to be greeted in murky mornings

by cold fog instead of warm dawns.

Certain explicit parallels exist between the poetry of Bert Pribac and that of T.S.
Eliot. For example in the poem "Dezevne ceste" ("Rainy roads")!? a beggar asks for
alms, for "a handful of goodness" or "Eno zajemalko casa" ("A ladle of time"), a clear

10. Mirko Jurak, "Types of Imagery from the Old and the New Country", Australian Papers, ed. M. Jurak, (Ljubljana:
University of Ljubljana, 1982), 60. Cf. also Mirko Jurak "Pesnisko ustvarjanje slovenskih izseljencev v Avstraliji"
("The Poetic Creativity of Australian Slovenes”), Knjizevni listi, Delo, 14 October, 1982.

11. Bert Pribac, The Bronze Knocker, 19.

12. Bert Pribac, V kljuna golobice (In the Beak of a Dove), (Canberra: The Lapwing Private Press, 1973), 40.
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reference to Eliot's line "I have measured out my life with coffee spoons" in "The
Love Song of J Alfred Prufrock”. The world is seen by Pribac as fragmented,
composed of "a heap of burnt potsherds", reminiscent of Eliot's vision of the world
as "a heap of broken images". Water in Pribac's poems symbolises both purification
and destruction, because the waters of the Monaro plains have brought into the
valleys the ashes of the Aborigines, thus also linking the immigrants with the
Australian soil. Mirko Jurak described the image taken from T.S. Eliot's poem "The
Waste Land" (The Fire Sermon, III, 11. 182-3) and used by Pribac in the poem "Waters
of the Monaro Plains"; one thematically linked with Eliot's thought about a dying
civilisation.!3

By the river of Murrumbidgee I stood
and listened to the murmuring of the waters...

Particularly illustrative of Bert Pribac's views of Sloveneness and its emigrant
fate is the poem "Ljudje zatohlih palub” ("People of stifling decks")!* in which the
poet expresses his deeply felt pity for the nation of "tenth children", scattered around
the world, either dying under "the weight of eucalypt trees" or because of viper bites
"in the estuaries of the Amazon" (a reference to the Slovene diaspora in South
America), everywhere the Slovenes have been driven in their Virgilian exile. The
necessity to leave home is depicted by Pribac as an integral part of the history of "a
small, downtrodden nation" or, as a result of the then difficult economic and political
situation in Slovenia.

At home Man

sells his soul for a slice of bread,
which is stuck in his gullet

as a knot...

Bert Pribac's second collection of verse V kljunu globice (In the Beak of a Dove),
reflects the significance of natural elements in a Whitmanesque transcendental
sense, elements that reappear in his poems: wind on the Karst, grass, cypresses,
olive-trees, rain, soil, and so on. Images from his native Istra are numerous again
(vine, olive-trees), although in comparison with the first collection, The Bronze
Knocker, there is a noticeable difference. The poet is no longer merely depressive and
schizophrenic about his immigrant fate, for he is convinced that his children will
take roots in this new land to "win" it. This is exemplified by amassing images from
the "old" country Slovenia and the "new", adopted country, Australia. These poems
deal with general ontological questions of Man's existence and position in the
universe, which are masterfully interwoven with the theme of an immigrant "exile".
Such is, for example, the poem "Spomin na vietnamsko vjno" ("A Memory of the
Vietnam War") in which the title of the collection is explained: the poet has put his
"restlessness into the beak of a dove", thus "run away into the unknown on the
pointed wind". Immigrants are compared to shipwrecked persons on the ocean,
who, to his mind, do not need clear indications for the future, because their natures
are restless and adventurous leading them on a constant search for the unknown:

13. Mirko Jurak, "Types of Imagery from the Old and the New Country", Australian Papers, Ljubljana, 1982, 60.
14. Bert Pribac, V kljunu golobice, 43.
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Therefore do not light candles to the shipwrecked
people on the ocean

for they will not be able to find their way

into the wonderful constellations of the stars

and although the tempest ruffles the waves,

their ship was not broken on the dark crags:

In their dreams is captured the entire universe,
and there are no crags or lights in it.

Bert Pribac's poetic development thus leads us to believe that after having lived
in the country for ten years as an immigrant, he started to consider Australia as a
kind of new, adopted homeland, which of course cannot replace his native home-
land, but which inspires him with a hope that generations to come will accept
Australia as their native home. It is significant that in interviews between 1963 and
1983 Pribac describes the influence of Pushkin and the Slovene "Impressionist” poet
Srecko Kosovel. He further admits to starting to feel the "new homeland" as part of
his identity, for "both languages are mixed, countries and people, eucalypts and oaks
or cypresses'. In a lengthy published talk (1989), Pribac described the state of poetic
creativity of Slovene immigrants in Australia, as well as his recent verse collection,
published both in English and Slovene, Lepa Vida in druge pesmi iz dveh domovin; The
Beautiful Vide and Other Poems from Two Homelands .1 The poet asserts that he no
longer feels the urge to write the kind of poetry that would express a yearning for
the "old" country and that his verse is no longer as nostalgic as it was in the early
years after his arrival in Australia. The Bronze Knocker is certainly characterised by a
pathetic, nostalgic and even elegiac tone, which is gradually replaced by reality as it
is for other Australian Slovene poets:

The poetry of the Australian Slovenes is no longer merely nostalgic, for
it introduces the acceptance of the new world, just as Askerc dealt with
the Orient and Zupancic with Paris, etc. We are a part of the world,
which we are experiencing in a typically Slovene manner.1®

Many poems by Bert Pribac have been published in Slovenia by the Slovene Immi-
grant Centre in Ljubljana in the two Anthologies of Australian Slovenes (1985, 1988) and
the anthology Lipa sumi med evkalipti (The Lime-tree Rustles among the Eucalypts).'”

Among the poems that describe the poet's creative vocation and/or the defini-
tion of poetry ("Dreaming to be a Poet", "The Essence of Words"), "Travel Diary" is
especially interesting for its satirical poise in depicting the poet's visit to Piran, a
small, old town on the Adriatic coast, situated near Bert Pribac's native village
Sergasi. Coming back after many years he feels alienated; he is neither a native nor
a tourist and generally feels estranged from Istra altogether. The image is an Impres-
sionist one, with an intriguing, subtle irony implied:

15. Franc Horvat, "Jodra scra plovejo domov", Rodna gruda, 30, no 10, 1983, 15-16, also in Obzornik Preseranove druzbe,
1989.

16. Horvat, 15-16.

17. Lipa sumi med evkalipti (The Lime-tree Rustles among the Eucalypts). (Ljubljana: Slovene Emigration Centre, 1990).
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After having lived twenty five years
under the southern cross,

and now being a tourist myself,

[ feel estranged and I wonder

if [ am really still one of them.

Pribac's poems feature intimate memories of his native Istra by the Adriatic
coast. Istra is sometimes merely the background of events described and in these
instances becomes a clichéd image, although most of the poems are characterised by
an ambiguous combination of poetic images from Slovenia and Australia. This study
reveals the fact that the poet's early works are still very much coloured by a pathetic
nostalgia for the abandoned homeland, while from the seventies onwards he feels
attached to both "homelands”, without any "geographic schizophrenia". If the early
poems of Bert Pribac still bear elements of the baroque and nostalgia, the more recent
ones are mature,18 written in an original and concise poetic diction. Thus they
belong in any contemporary anthology of Slovene lyrical poetry, regardless of the
fact that they were created on Australian ground.

18. Bert Pribac, Prozorni Ljadje (Translated People), (Ljubljana: MK, 1991), a selection of his best verse.
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ANTONIO CASELLA

The Flowering Broombush

I am now at liberty to tell you where Dan del Monte lived: turn left from Toodyay
Road into Nankita, then left again down a dirt track at the end of which you'll come
to a rusty sign above an old pipe-and-wire gate warning that "TRESPASSERS WILL
BE PROSECUTED". The sign proclaiming Dan's unfulfilled wish for the world to let
him be.

We met back in '66 when we were both working in Wittenoom. No, not in the
mine, at least not me. No way you'd get me down that rabbit warren. Dan, he was
different. Every day, he made his way down to the entrails of the hill, worked his
shift, came back dusty and exhausted, and never complained.

"The bloke's a natural,” said the men.

He was without doubt the best scraper in the business, able to shift some 30 cubic
metres of dirt a day, no problem. He made more money than the bosses, nearly as
much as Guido Fini, the legendary driller.

Dan was unashamedly a loner, sometimes he disappeared for a couple of days.
Nobody knew where to. I expected he had a woman somewhere, Hedland perhaps.

People felt ambivalent about Dan. Though they respected his ability to work
hard, he was also disliked with an intensity that defied logic. At a work party held
in the pub Jim O'Byrne, the Irishman everybody kept clear of when he drank, started
picking on him.

"Why 'r you always keepin' to yerself! Aint we good enough fer ye, hey?"

Dan took his glass to the other side of the bar. Later Jim followed him out to the
toilet and got stuck into him. It was painful to watch. Dan hardly reacted, as if he
wanted to get done. He ran back to the barracks, panting in wheezy spurts. Isat by
him as he slowly settled, feeling more embarrassed than sorry. His passiveness was
too close to cowardice for me. However, I became less inclined to damn him after I
heard his story.

Dan was born Carmine del Monte in a mountain town of the Sicilian interior that had
changed little since feudal times. In '41 his father had been called up to fight the war
and Carmine must have been a parting gift, or burden, to his young bride before he
set off to meet his death somewhere in Russia.
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His mother did not fare much better. Several weeks before Carmine was due, a
violent duststorm hit the town. China rattled in the credenzas, trees were uprooted,
old houses unroofed, the bronze church bells tossed in the wind. His mother lay in
bed listening to the persian shutters hammer against the wall, heralding the pangs
within her.

The midwife rustled through the door in her taffeta shawl, rubbed the dust out
of her eyes with the tips of her middle fingers, took one look and saw that this was a
doctor's job. Someone ran for him, hurricane lamp in hand, banged on his heavy,
green-painted door, calling up to his bedroom balcony. He came begrudgingly,
crossed the piazza with its monument of a bayoneted soldier, descended a steep-
staired embankment that led to an underworld of dark alleys, holding a handker-
chief to his nose and grumbling all the way that a doctor should be entitled to a
night's sleep like any ordinary being. He arrived at the house just in time to save the
baby. Pity about the mother.

Carmine was left in the care of spinster Aunt Domenica, or Za' Mimma as he
came to call her. Everyone drew a sigh of relief that a good home had been found
for the "miracle baby". Death and miracles were not so rare in San Luca. In the early
part of the century a landslide tore away some one third of the town and carried the
rubble down to the lower folds of the mountain.

Surviving an impossible birth was the first of several extraordinary occurrences
that marked Carmine’s life. When he was barely ten months old he was left unat-
tended; Za' Mimma swore that she had strapped him in but could not explain how
he managed to fall into the brazier of burning ash. For some days it was feared for
his life, or at least his sight. Za' Mimma made a vow to San Benedetto, the Patron
Saint of the town, that if the child was saved, she would dress him in monk's habit
'till he started school. In fact the infant survived, and with perfect vision. Naturally
Za' Mimma kept her vow and Carmine spent the first five years of his life dressed in
a monk's cassock. And that's how he came to be nicknamed "U Santuzzu': the Little
Saint.

Za' Mimma had a small subsistence holding some one hour's distance on foot down
an impossibly steep track. Autumn bore the fruit that the summer sun had nurtured,
and two or three times a week Za' Mimma made the trip down to the orchard to
stock up.

First she picked the prickly pears, using a bamboo cane with a tin can tied to the
top end. This she positioned over the fruit, gave the cane a twist to release the pear
off the cactus. While Carmine brushed off the prickles with a clump of reeds, Za'
Mimma went ahead and got the figs and the grapes, then she packed them into the
cane basket. She made a soft bed at the bottom with vine leaves for the prickly pears;
placed more leaves to separate these from the grapes and finally another layer for the
figs.

& Then Za' Mimma folded her head scarf diagonally, twisted it, twirled it into a
coil, sat it on top of her head on which she balanced the basket. Up the stony path
she trekked talking animately with people she met along the way, her back straight,
the basket as if glued to her head.

At the end of the steepest climb, the track reached a comparatively flat stretch.
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This was a point of rest. Within living memory a natural spring gushed out of a gash
in the rock viscous with algae. After the landslide it dried up. Now all there was left
was a massive ginestra, a broombush, for that reason the spot was called La Ginestra.
She put down the basket on the stone wall and heaved a great sigh.

"Madonna mia che fatica."”

Carmine kept a look-out for the occasional lizard to appear through the crevices,
watch furtively, and slither away. He was a dreamer, oftentimes dawdling behind,
distracted by a bird or an ant's nest or spider's web.

"Hurry up Carmine," people teased him, "Za' Mimma will give it to you, if you
make her wait too long."

Sometimes he was given a ride on a mule or a donkey. Everyone felt protective
toward L Urfaneddu’, the little orphan.

One night in summer Za' Mimma sat on the step of her terrazzo stairs with a
couple of women, enjoying the cool. Neighbourhood children hurled stones into the
dusk and the bats, mistaking them for giant moths, gave them chase. Suddenly an
unexpected commotion.

"Zia! Za' Mimma!" cried Carmine as he ran to bury his head in her lap.

Thinking that a stone must have hit him, the women turned on the other kids.

"We didn't do anything," they protested.

Carmine pointed towards the orchard wall where the land fell sharply into a
ravine no longer visible in the dusk.

"Look ... the light."

"What light?"

"Over there ... a man with a lamp, running."

And because they were all staring at him: black, inscrutable, judging faces in the
dark, Carmine started to cry.

"There was a man there. Isaw him."

Za' Mimma took him to her and rubbed the back of his head soothingly.

The news spread with the sunlight the next morning. Saverio Labbado known
as Lu Zoppu had been murdered at La Ginestra. What gave this news added spice
was Carmine’s "vision". Had the boy really seen something? Quite possibly, quite
possibly. People started to whisper. Definitely something strange about that boy.

The next time they were at La Ginestra, while Za' Mimma hurried past crossing
herself several times out of respect for the soul of the murdered man, Carmine
stopped and there, in the dust, he saw blood stains like tiny grape bunches. After that
he never called past La Ginestra without depositing a flower on the spot.

That year it was a particularly warm autumn. Luminous days under a powder-
blue sky. On the second of November, the day of all Souls, Za' Mimma, like
everyone, set forth for the cemetery with a bunch of white chrysanthemums.
Carmine too laid flowers at his mother's grave, but retained one single stem in his
hand saying,

"I want to take this to La Ginestra."

"No, Carmine, not today."

"Why?" he whined.

"It's too far, and I am tired."

"Iwantto..."

His tantrum was attracting attention. Za' Mimma was embarrassed. This fetish
seemed to her like an unnatural and frightening obsession. Then again, the boy was
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merely asking to pay respects to a dead person, so she gave in.

The next morning the first travellers to reach La Ginestra were treated to an
extraordinary sight. The broombush had burst forth in a great spray of yellow, out
of season.

People came from all the surrounding villages, brought along their children, sick
aunts, grandparents to witness the miracle of the flowering broombush. The parish
priest gave an impromptu sermon:

"There are miracles surrounding us everywhere, only we have
lost the ability to see them, our sins impede us like a blindfold...."

At this point the Priest saw Za' Mimma appear up the track with Carmine in tow.

" ... it takes the little innocents,” he proceeded significantly, "to alert us to the
Lord's miracles... "

And suddenly everyone's eyes were on Carmine. It was the focus that the
congregation, desperate for saints and miracles, needed. Barely-restrained excite-
ment gusted through the crowd. Carmine refused to proceed. From the crowd, a
woman holding a sick child in her arms yelled what was in everyone's mind.

"Vardate ... vardate ... U Santuzzu!"

As the people advanced in a wave towards him, Carmine turned and fled.

He went and hid in the sacristy. There he sat by the window watching kids kick
a soccer ball on the piazzale in front of the church, when three figures emerged from
a sidestreet: two tall men flanking a short figure wearing, what looked like, a long
garment.

At first he thought it was a large woman, attended by her sons, on a pilgrimage
to the church to beg a grace at the holy relic of San Benedetto. But it turned out to be
two "carabinier™, escorting a handcuffed man to the police station. He was a stocky
man wearing a cap and a rug of yellow and red checks.

"I froze as his eyes fell directly on me. They were dark, untamed and cynical.
Somehow the soccer ball had come into my hands and the kids were calling for it. I
held on to it, for security, wavering between fear and fascination. He didn't look
anything like I thought a murderer should. He didn't look guilty, or vicious, or
bitter. Just defiant, like it was him against the whole world. And for some perverse
reason I was on his side. I knew this was the man I had seen running at dusk. Ireal-
ised too that the flowers I had been laying at La Ginestra were meant for him, the
murderer.”

How Carmine came to migrate, he didn't say, and I suppose it doesn't matter. Nor
did he explain why he decided to change his name to Dan. I can only surmise that
he wanted to leave "Carmine” behind.

In 1967 the Wittenoom mine finally closed and we parted company. Back to the
city I decided to go and study full time. In the subsequent years I put myself through
law school, married, had a family.

All this time I had no idea what happened to Dan and frankly I was too busy
getting on to care. When his telephone call came I had all but forgotten him.

"Syd Lacey?"
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"Yes."

"Dan ... Del Monte ... Remember? Wittenoom Gorge?..."

Pause, as the sad face of the man I knew more than fifteen years before came into
focus.

"Dan, 'course I remember." I sounded more enthusiastic than I felt; something
about his tone warned me off.

"Listen, I need legal advice."

"Isee..." I was pleased that he knew I was a lawyer, "what's the problem?"

"Well, you won't believe this ... "

Over the telephone he spun some weird story about being harassed by a local
sect.

"They'd been camping out by the stream off and on for a few months; then one
time I went away for the weekend, Monday morning I came back to find them in my
loungeroom."

"That must have been a nice surprise for you. What did you do?"

"What could I do? There was a dozen of them ... they said they were holding a
prayer meeting."

"In your house!"

"They reckon it's got subliminal consciousness, whatever that means."

"I bet you were pleased to know that ... "

I laughed but I could tell that Dan was in no mood for my sarcasm or humour.

" ... did they take any stuff?"

"None that I've missed. They just left the place in a mess. Since then they keep
coming back. They've been around twice this month already."

As a lawyer I'm used to people contacting me with unlikely stories. So I took it
all with a pinch of salt. Besides, if he was telling the truth, it wasn't a lawyer he
needed.

"Have you contacted the police?"

Pause, I could hear him mull this one over for a moment, then, "T'll think about
it," and hung up.

It all sounded bizarre. I sensed that there was more to the story than he had told.

It wasn't particularly surprising when he didn't get back to me. It happens
frequently enough. Ithought no more about it until I read in the newspaper:

MAN FOUND DEAD IN FARMHOUSE

A man living alone on a Gingin farm was found dead. His name was Carmine
del Monte, otherwise known as Dan ... police are investigating ...

Over the next few days I looked out for a follow-up report on the case. Nothing.

I am not an obsessive person, but this was one case that niggled at me. Was he
murdered? Suicide? The following weekend I decided to drive to Gingin.

From the front it looked like any old, run-down weatherboard farmhouse. I
nearly turned back then, on a hunch, I decided to investigate. At the back of the
house, tucked away from view I discovered a Mediterranean orchard: a couple of
olive trees, fig tree, vines, a vegetable patch invaded by weeds. And then, further up
the slope, just below a large protruding boulder a magnificent shrub of broombush
in bloom and not a person in sight.

134 WESTERLY, No. 4, SUMMER 1994



ROSANNE DINGLI

The Summer Man

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I have seen Maria. The saltpans are dry.
Whenever they are dry I think of Maria and her long-handled spade; how she would
shovel salt without bending, how her hair would fly in spite of bands and pins and
flicker about her face and neck as she worked up to her ankles in salt.

I sit here and look out towards the black road which leads to the pans. I can just
see the top of the tarred barn where we store sacks and sacks of salt. I would stack
them. Carmine kept bringing them in the barrow as Maria filled sack after sack.
There was a young boy or girl from the village who would sew the tops, sitting on a
stone wall not far from Maria, so they could talk. Shovel and talk. Talk and sew.

Their hats wobbled in the sun on necks like stalks. They were beige mushrooms,
if you came round the road and caught them like that. Beige or gold mushrooms
moving slightly in the middle of all that white. Like snow it was. The pans had been
there for ever. No one on the islands remembered when they were not there. There
had always been pans hewn out of the ancient rock, it seemed. The limestone divi-
sions between pan and pan were smooth, worn by the weather. No sign of tool on
any part of the stone. Rounded and smoothed by the sun, rain and seawater which
rushed in over the divisions in the winter, levelling the whole place under brine.
After about May, the rain would stop. The heat would begin in earnest and no more
seawater entered through the mouth from the bay. So the pans held warm sea; then
hot brine, then plates of salt would appear and the shallow pans would gradually
turn white with crystals shining in the sun. The blinding white was visible from the
road. From the tarred barn it was almost impossible to look towards the centre of the
pan field without protecting the eyes.

Inside the barn, the smell was overpowering. Fresh salt does not smell good
when it is newly sacked. It stinks of seaweed, dead organisms invisible to the naked
eye, debris caught between the crystals and annihilated by the potent properties of
sea salt. It stinks of dead sea creatures, stagnancy. But we no longer smelt it
ourselves. I stacked sacks all day, knowing passers by on the road would hold their
breath until they passed the ancient black barn. We were called Is-Salini because of
what we did, what our family had done since time immemorial. We were the salt
family and no one remembered a time when we were not. No one knew who had
built the barn or carved the pans out of the rock except that it had been one of us
Salini, centuries ago.
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Maria knew some stories. She could relate myths passed mother to child, anec-
dotes about the salt pans, legends concerning Salini of other times. I guessed it was
what she spoke about with the child who came in to sew the bags.

Maria also knew what happened to the sacks after they left the barn because she
had once ridden on a big truck laden with them. I remember her tiny form. She sat
on top of the sacks in the back of the truck, holding on to the hessian ears of one of
them. Although she must have been afraid of the movement of the vehicle, she
smiled. She smiled in excitement and fear of an unknown destination. She had never
been further than the barn, or the white house where we all lived, until then. What
could she have been — five, six? All I remember was her little red face under the
enormous straw hat and that tentative smile.

When she came back she was full of stories and descriptions, but what tumbled
out of her mouth first was disappointment at seeing the sacks torn open and emptied
onto a large mound, an ever growing mound of salt.

"After all that filling, sewing and carrying and stacking,” she said, her little
worried frown making us all smile in sympathy. "After all the work we all did. They
undid it faster than you can think. Faster than it took us to do!" But then she
described the factory in her simple words, and how the people were kind to her and
gave her cold lemonade in a real glass and fresh bread smeared with tomatoes.

Maria's memory of the factory and where all our work ended stayed with us for
some months. It lived through some of the winter when we would stand at the brink
of the pans sometimes and watch the sea roll over the mouth at the bay to fill the
pans.

Sometimes it rolled in majestically, on slow fat waves with hardly a sign of foam.
Sometimes it hardly lapped over the stone divisions, and we could see through the
calm surface where each pan started and finished: the grand tessellation in the rock,
carved before any of us could remember. Sometimes, when the grigal blew, huge
waves crashed through and the whole spread of the bay and the flat plateau of pans
was a savaged frothed place, whipped with wind and pieces of debris. Flotsam and
jetsam ticked the pans later, in the calm which followed.

The children had the job of wading through each large pan, picking up debris
and bringing it back in a big basket after each storm. They would find bits of sandals
and shoes, driftwood, cardboard and twine. There were gloves, bottles and chair
backs. A village child once found a big white bone, bleached by the sea and the sun.

All the children knew, it was indelible in them. It was woven into stories and
tales. They knew they were never to enter the pans after the plates of salt had started
to form.

As Maria grew up she listened to stories told by her mother and the aunts, my
self and her grandmother and the old uncle who could not work because of his age
and the ulcers on his shins. She grew more and more beautiful. And as she grew
more lovely she became more silent and sweet. There was a kind of wistful air about
her. She listened to the stories and repeated them as she worked to the child sewing
sacks. She shovelled salt and told stories, sheltered by her enormous hat. Sometimes
she wore huge rubber boots, to shield the skin of her feet from corrosion of the salt.

"This salt," she would say. "It can eat into anything. It is like soda." It was not like
that at all, of course, but the aunts took it to be rebellion of the young; a growing need
to escape the work of the family and flee to the village. And from there — who
knows? We had seen her look in the direction of trucks and cars as they drove past
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on the black road near the barn.

She would look at the drivers — mostly young men — and the wistful look
would come upon her more strongly. When the truck was there to be loaded with
sacks for the factory, she no longer crowded around and made a nuisance of herself
as she did when she was a slip of a girl. She stayed away, sitting on the sea wall,
dangling her legs and talking softly to the child from the village. Occasionally she
would look at the truck driver and look quickly away again, out to sea.

Maria knew the story of the monument. There was a shrine in the middle of the
salt pans, a stone cross on a cairn of carved boulders, with a plaque of memorial
which no one could read, even if it were legible, after decades of erasure by the
weather. Maria would move her fingers over the low relief impressions which had
once been letters and words, to tell the child what it had said. What the stories said
it had said. What she thought it had said. She would look up at the cross and tell the
child why it was there.

“See this carving? This is the face of the summer man. These are his worn
features, taken by the sea and the sun, which no one remembers any more.” Her
fingers explored the carved face above the plaque. The eyes were two shallow
hollows and the nose was all but gone. Only the chin and neck and the top of the
well-defined head remained to show it had once been the likeness of some local man.

"The summer man was the man of the shovel. He would do my work, filling sack
after sack with salt from the pans which had dried in the rainless, tideless hot days
between July and September. He digged and digged, spaded and shovelled. He
knew never to go over his ankles into any pan. If it goes over your ankles, it means
the salt is still wet. He knew he should never step into a pan which was not
completely dry. But he did not know exactly what would happen if he did." Maria
looked down at the child and pointed. "The pans closest to the mouth are always the
last to dry. You know that. Everyone knows that. I do those at the end of August,
well before the first storms. They have to be perfectly dry. They are the deepest and
the closest to the sea. They are the most dangerous.”

The child nodded. It was information she had heard before. Everyone knew
everything about the salt pans. It was passed mother to son to daughter since a time
no one could remember.

"The summer man was impatient. In spite of what he knew, he once stepped
deep into a pan. He was over his knees in thick, hot salt. Moist salt. Although he
remembered, he moved. He stepped into the pan closest to the mouth, which
reached nearly to his waist. The summer man was in — nearly up to his waist.
Someone from the barn saw his head and shouted. Several voices from the barn sang
together, but the summer man did not turn. When they looked again he was gone.
There was no hat, no head — nothing."

"What happened?" asked the village child, holding on to her own hat as if to
make sure it would stay on her head.

"No one knows. They never found him. They found no body, no clothes or hat.
They found only his long handled spade. He was eaten by the raw salt." Maria was
silent then. She touched the carved face again and swept light fingers over the worn
letters. The child looked up at the cross. "Is that why they put up this shrine? What
was his name?"

Maria shook her head and picked up her shovel again, resuming the filling of the
last sack.

WESTERLY, No. 4, SUMMER 1994 137



I 'look from the barn at the dry salt pans. There is no one there now. Soon the
work will start because the pans closest to the road are completely dry. I walk down
to the edge and crouch. My fingers graze the pattern on the flaky plated crystalline
surface on one of the pans. It is dusty, and sand has collected in corners. There are
some straps of algae which the children overlooked in their search for rubbish.

Soon they will start the sacking and stacking. I do not stack any more. I merely
count now, standing in the clearing in the middle of the tarred barn watching my son
do what I used to do so effortlessly until a few years ago.

It must be fifteen or sixteen years since I last saw Maria.

"I do not want to be a summer man," she said once.

One of the young ones had joked she could never be anything but a woman, and
a beautiful one at that, setting all of us laughing.

But the aunts and I, and her mother especially, knew what Maria meant. There
were only two ways out of the Salina. One was the long black road and the other was
the mouth of the bay into the Mediterranean, past the deepest salt pans. If I look out
past the mouth, I can see the ghost of an oil tanker slinking on the horizon.

I remember her standing with her hat in her hand, her bulging cloth bag at her
feet. She gave her long handled shovel to the village child. "You know how to do it,"
she said simply.

When the truck left, laden with salt sacks for the factory, Maria went with it. This
time, she did not ride on the sacks in the back, smiling fearfully as the truck turned
the corner. She sat near the driver and waved strongly and solemnly, with brave but
sad eyes. The last thing she probably saw before the truck turned on the road was
the cross on the monument: the memorial to the summer man.
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stamped envelope (12x24cms) to:

The Winston Churchiil Memorial Trust
218 Northbourne Avenue, Braddon,
ACT 2601.

Completed aPpﬁcation forms and reports ;
from three referees must be submitted by .
Tuesday, 28 February, 1995.
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PETER PORTER

Pines of Rome

As ghosts of old legionaries, or the upright

farmers of that unbelievable republic,

the pines encrust their roots among the rubble
of baroque and modern Rome.

Out by the catacombs they essay a contradiction,

clattering their chariot-blade branches to

deny the Christian peace, the tourist's pale frisson,
a lost intransigence.

Look away from Agnes and the bird-blind martyrs,
the sheep of God's amnesia, the holy city
never built, to the last flag of paganism

flying in mosaic —

So say the pines, however Papal, like the chill

water of the aqueducts, refreshment from a state

insistence — when they buried the Christian martyrs
they ambushed them with joy.

Rome is all bad taste and we are no exception
is their motto. Small wonder that Respighi, "the last Roman”,
includes recorded nightingales in his score

for the Janiculum.

And the scent of pines, as we dine at night

among the tethered goats and Egyptian waiters,

is a promise that everything stays foreign
which settles down in Rome.

Therefore I nominate a Roman pine to

stand above my tomb, and order a mosaic

of something small and scaly to represent
my soul on its last journey.
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The Cocks of Campagnatico

The heart grown old can't fake its scholarship

And won't attempt that glib insightfulness

Which once it made a moral landscape from:

This village, half its human figures and

Its cats and dogs enthroned in windless sleep.

Law's brutal now; a German bus deep-parked,

The gang of no-ones-in-particular

Kicking to death a pigeon — how may they be mapped?

Only within the self can scales be hung.
Ignore mere detail says the ageing conscience,
Encourage emblems any mind can hail.

And so the roosters of the valley stir

As if to answer such a challenge, though
They're late, their tubs of sun already full,
And beautifully redundant to themselves
Propose and repropose the Resurrection.

The Third Man in the Boat

One salt foot in the bay

of tears, the beginning

of a new way of speaking to men,
Mr. Shelley has come ashore

to a bonfire which will inflame
the literatures of Europe.

And with him, not given

a phoenix fire but cypher

to his lyrics and biography,
Mr. Williams, famous

by association, gulped down
by the same unlettered wave.

Call up Mr. Vivian,

the third man in the boat,
longer at sea and simpler in fate
who had only the kiss

of the Mediterranean

to place him in eternity.
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REVIEWS

George Seddon, Searching for The Snowy, An
Environmental History. Allen & Unwin, 1994.
xxxci+336 pages. Illustrated. $34.95.

Searching for The Snowy flows like the river
itself, twisting and turning through a land-
scape frothy with observation. George
Seddon's prose pushes the reader through
hard gullies of technical thought. In alluvial
plains the prose slows and sweeps outward
like poetry. Everywhere ideas jut upward
resembling snags, catching the reader, first
making him notice then ponder his intellec-
tual surroundings, the platitudinous currents
of mind that determine how a person sees the
world. School prepares us for life inside build-
ings. Between walls we analyse the outside,
often seeing things not as themselves but in
terms of distorting comparisons. The best way
to think about a landscape is to travel through
it. The good traveller, a George Seddon,
travels both light and heavy. While Seddon
carries knowledge of real matters like
hydrology and geology with him, he jettisons
the battered but pervasive platitudes that so
frequently order and colour observation. In
literature, for example, the exploration of a
river is more often than not a psychological
journey in the course of which the protagonist
progresses or develops. Huckleberry Finn
journeyed toward a kind of Hell, if Hell is
thought as a hot place in which people are
enslaved. On the journey he was tested, and
as a result he grew morally and spiritually.
Only four bridges cross The Snowy
during its five hundred kilometre course, and
no road winds continuously along its banks.
Seddon travelled the length of The Snowy,
but to do so he made a series of trips over
time. Instead of a journey burdened by the
expectation of self-knowledge, he travelled to
see the river. Over time, of course, is the way
to see almost anything. In writing an environ-
mental history Seddon explores how people

have changed the river and the surrounding
landscape through time and then how the
river has influenced people. In discussing
how people see the river, Seddon examines
how we look at each other. Place and time
determine the fictions by which we live.
Seddon examines how we look at each other.
Place and time determine the fictions by
which we live. Aboriginal peoples, Seddon
notes, have been described as Noble Savages,
children, Economic Man, and of late as admi-
rable Ecological Man. Such formulations
reduce complexity and diversity to an abstrac-
tion, stripping real people of their identities,
thus destroying truth. As it has been with
human beings so it has often been with the
landscape. Behind much of western man's
thought about the natural world lies 19th
century Romanticism with its celebration of
the primitive, the yeoman farmer, the simple,
and of Wordsworth's "vernal wood" teaching
us more of man and moral good than libraries,
or all the sages.

Seddon has learned from both books and
observation. To write an environmental
history, one must be something of an intellec-
tual polymath. Seddon knows a great deal.
Moreover he writes with grace and decorum.
He writes so well that drainage faults and
steam capture become not only matters of
interest but the stuff of imagination. Seddon
knows flora and fauna. He is able to describe
the long-term effects of fire. He knows how
ranching changes landscapes. Cattle, for
example, compact the soil and eat out the
sweet grasses. Gullies form when land is over-
grazed. Weeds spread. Animals and plants
vanish. This environmental history will
enable people to read the land better.
Searching for The Snowy is a book for many
climates and places. Reading his book will
change, for example, how one sees cattle
stations in The Kimberley.

As much as Searching for The Snowy
describes a landscape, so it also describes
people, many admirable, a few reprehensible,
practically all gritty. Seddon tells people's
stories: farmers, cattlemen, dam builders, and

WESTERLY, No. 4, SUMMER 1994

141



Aboriginals where possible. He drinks tea in
kitchens with old wives, literally old wives
who know their bits of the land. Stitched
together the pieces produce a tapestry, a cheqg-
uered oilcloth, one fit for wooden tables and
sturdy knowledge. Seddon pays particular
attention to the names of places. Names make
places ours. Names appear and then vanish,
marking changes in culture. At a time,
though, when the great forests of the world
are being pulped, when topsoil is being
scraped away in the search for minerals,
naming is especially important. We should be
stewards of place. Becoming a steward of
something as vague and abstract as the land
seems almost intellectually impossible. In
contrast people seem to find it easier to
become stewards of particular places,
Barrow's Pond or The Snowy River. Naming
is the first step toward close observation.
After the name one learns the relationships
between things, be they people or stones and
trees. With names come stories, and that land-
scape that once seemed forbidding becomes
familiar and familial, a place to cherish and in
which to live harmoniously as one knows
how.

George Seddon has written a marvel-
lously intelligent book. He enables the reader
to see, even feel the pulse not simply of The
Snowy but also the history of man and the
river. The book is not a tract, yet it instructs.
The prose is often poetic, yet facts glisten
through the sentences like rocks on a
riverbed. Seddon's explorations are also
seductive, making the reader dream of
wandering his own world, be that world large
and wild or small and domestic. Seddon urges
people to notice their surroundings then
study them so they can appreciate them. He
knows, of course, that our explorations like
his will not solve any of the problems facing
industrial society. The river does not provide
answers. Perhaps the only people capable of
finding answers are the naive and ignorant, or
those narrow folks who already know
answers before they explore. Nevertheless,
wandering a landscape might broaden vision

and mind.

Searching for The Snowy is a grand book,
teaching a delighting. For people who live far
from the river the book contains a sheaf of
pictures that turn paragraphs green and blue.
Australia's monuments are natural, not man-
made. They are, however, influenced by man,
for better and for worse. More books like
Searching for The Snowy might just make
people tread softly and reverently.

Sam Pickering

K.K. Seet, Death Rites, Tales From a Wake,
Times Books International (Singapore) ISBN
981-204-185-0.

Chinese lore abounds in superstition. In a
home where a death has occurred, all mirrors
and reflective surfaces have to be covered
(otherwise the freed spirit, struggling to
depart the mortal realm, may be held back by
a desire to retain its earthly image). 666 may
be the dreaded sign of the beast to Christi-
anity, but in Cantonese six is Iuk, a homo-
phone for prosperity, so 666 portends
threefold riches. In order to provide defence
against nocturnal demons, it is believed that
each person has a mystic light on each
shoulder. Trouble is, the demons of night are
aware of this and will make their approach
from behind you, knowing that if you turn
your head to look backward over a shoulder,
the light on that shoulder will be extin-
guished.

Given this rich diversity of material, it's
hardly surprising that the supernatural tale
has become a market-leader in contemporary
Singapore. At the 1989 Singapore Book Fair,
Russell Lee's True Singapore Ghost Stories
became a sensation when its initial print-run
of 6000 copies sold out before the Fair had
ended. The book remained Number 1 on the
Straits Times best-seller list for twelve consec-
utive weeks, and in 1991 Lee (and his "team of
Ghostwriters") produced True Singapore Ghost
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Stories - Vol II. The lurid tales in Nicky Moey's
Sing a Song of Suspense (1988) won a wide
audience, and so did the stories in a more
sober-spirited work, Othman Wok's Malayan
Horror: Macabre Tales of Singapore and Malaysia
in the 50s, which appeared under the prestig-
ious Heinemann Asia imprint and served an
"archival" function by preserving popular
stories of this kind.

The literary value of these works is near-
zero, but it is undoubtedly this literary under-
usage of such promising material which
prompts a sophisticated work like K.K. Seet's
Death Rites: Tales from a Wake.

The wake is for Fanny Gan, a successful
Singaporean business executive who has been
killed at the prime of her life. Not having used
her will to specify exact requirements for the
wake, Fanny Gan has to endure modern
Singaporean expedience: her coffin lies in
state under a huge canvas tent (emblazoned
with the logo Chop Woh Hing of Sago Lane)
and, even more ignominiously, this tent has
been erected in the parking lot of her condo-
minium. Chinese paper lanterns adorn the
periphery of the tent (despite Fanny's sense
that these were tacky props best left to Hong
Kong swordfighting movies), and instead of
the Slow Movement from Mahler's Fifth
Symphony, which she had coveted since its
use to mark Dirk Bogarde's passing in Death in
Venice, the music is a traditional concoction, a
"clamorous drama of cymbals and gongs,
shamanistic chants and incantations". Thus
Fanny Gan's wake becomes an image, ironic
and comic, of contemporary Singapore's love-
hate relationship with the new and the old,
the traditional and the newfangled, the
outmoded and the economically approved:

All this hullabaloo raised the heckles of
the other residents in that condominium,
the majority of whom believed that tradi-
tional Chinese funeral wakes suited the
void decks of HBD blocks, but were rather
an eyesore and an ear-strain in the upmar-
ket ambience of a condo.

Death Rites is not about the wake itself; as

suggested by the sub-title, Tales from a Wake, it
deals with the stories told by those night-owls
who linger (over a bottle of Oxtard XO)
through the long midnight-to-dawn watches.
It is decided that the night hours are to be
filled with the telling of ghost stories (for "fear
could well be an antidote to grief”) and it is
further stipulated that they are to be "atmos-
pheric, fully dramatized stories with well-
portrayed characters, not mere anecdotes or
trifling accounts like some of the piffle
collected in some collections of horror
stories". The substance of the book, then, is a
series of tales of spooky happenings.

Seet spins these tales with an aficionado's
relish (the biographical note says he
"confesses to writing ghost stories for a
laugh") but also with sharp literary acumen.
Apart from some ironic echoes of Chaucer's
Canterbury Tales and, more latterly, Amy Tan's
The Joy Luck Club, there is a delightful, all-out
variety to the pieces as Seet ranges through
material that might have come from Stephen
King, or The Twilight Zone, or from Peter
Carey. There's the young male only-child who
develops a close relationship with Patty, an
invisible friend; the muslim dispatch-rider
who has a supernatural encounter in the
incongruous glass-and-steel modernity of
Shenton Way (Singapore's business district); a
"macho” male finds himself besmitten by a
fearsome creature masquerading as a sexy girl
in a high-cut red cheongsam; a tale of haunted
dentures (the book's low-point); and the story
of the couple whose life to come is ruined on
their wedding night in hotel room 666.

Academic criticism does not easily cope
with such material, one reason being that
contemporary theorising has ignored (or
disdained?) a staple literary ingredient such
as suspense, which is reductively categorised
as a blunt and cliched tool. There are, in fact,
numerous varieties of suspense, and whilst
some (it is true) are grinding and resonant,
others can be as light and sparkling and subtle
as the best champagne. Seet's suspense, to
close the metaphor, is Dom Perignon: there's
not terrified anticipation of blood and gore,

WESTERLY, No. 4, SUMMER 1994

143



but rather the pleasant frisson of an awareness
that the text has moved beyond time and
space. Some of the story-resolutions are
familiar, but one can never guess which resolu-
tion will conclude a particular story.

Part of Seet's literary acumen is his deft
ability to maintain an ironic distance from his
material. The accounts of the wake itself are
quirky and idiomatic, and very quick to
pounce on satirical opportunity:

"If a pregnant cat leaps over the coffin
by chance, the corpse could spring up,” cau-
tioned Mrs Chan, who passed a circular to
all the denizens of the condominium
requesting pet animals to be tied up during
the two nights [of the wake]. She claimed
that there was a rational basis to this belief,
which had to do with static electricity trans-
mitted by and interacting between the two
entities.

In contrast with the idiomatic liveliness of the
wake interludes, the ghostly tales themselves
are "straight", their long sentences unfolding
narratives which soberly take themselves oh-
so-seriously. But then, joyously, when each
tale is done, a rush of other voices decon-
structs the tale and its mood: alternative scien-
tific accounts of the supernatural are
suggested, or psychological causes are
adduced, and other wake-guests strive to
"top" the last tale with one of their own. The
material of the standard ghost story is deli-
ciously enhanced.

Seet also uses his fictions as vehicles for
satire. A Taoist priest, for example, is revealed
to be an insurance salesman moonlighting for
some extra income — but this doesn't matter,
for Taoist priests are an extinct breed (for
"Most chinese of the younger generation are
Christians or agnostics”) and the moon-
lighting substitute will have been well-trained
for his task. Only commitment is lacking.

The delightful aspect of the satire is that it
rests upon sharp observation yet is not sharp
or harsh in tone. Seet's outlook is superbly
wry:

After a round of chants and prayers, the
musicians started their threnody while the
arch priest conducted his group through its
paces, three times round the coffin, reciting
their cabbalistic verses. This was followed
by the ritualistic burning of assorted paper
effects: a crane as harbinger of news, and a
horse to bear the deceased to her other-
worldly destination. That initial batch of
sacrificial items having been duly des-
patched, the motley group of priests and
musicians sat down to a hearty meal pre-
pared by the caterer.

Mo Lian inspected the rest of the paper
objects, which would only be burned after
the cremation the following day. She stared
in disbelief at some of these.

"Credit cards, passports, compact disk
players, cellular phones, microwave ovens?
I say, someone is turning Chinese funeral
articles into a major industry.” Even while
she frowned at the way traditional Chinese
customs were being exploited by shrewd
entrepreneurs, she felt she had to tip her hat
to the ingenuity of some of those paper con-
coctions.

"Rather be safe than sorry,” Mrs Chan con-
fessed. "We don't want our Fanny to lack
anything."

Van Ikin

Provisional Maps: Critical Essays on David
Malouf, ed. Amanda Nettelbeck, Nedlands,
Centre for Studies in Australian Literature,
1994, pp.206, $18.00.

Amanda Nettelbeck introduces her new
collection of essays on David Malouf by
suggesting that he has a "consistent interest in
the processes of mapping, of history-making,
of identity and place”(i), hence the title of her
book. Provisionality suggests the multifar-
ious interpretative positions that can be
adopted by the reader of Malouf's work. Yet
when reading this collection of essays from a
range of critics, poets, academics, musicians, I
was struck by the force of Malouf's presence
in their interpretative practice. While they
critically map his artistic achievement,
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Malouf, the public figure, provides the direc-
tion.

The centrality of the man in the interpreta-
tive process is figured in the inclusion of Beate
Josephi's interview with Malouf from the
Adelaide Writer's Festival in 1992. The obser-
vations Malouf makes in this interview
regarding the illusionary nature of innocence,
the "otherness” of fictional time and the
importance of the imagination are all issues
echoed in the critical readings. Many of the
essayists quote directly from this interview,
and a range of others, as a way of identifying
their reading position. The result is a certain
sameness in interpretation, so that an "acco-
modation of different perspectives" outlined
in the introduction is not fully revealed by the
essays presented here.

The collection is divided into three
sections. Section One, "Identity, Culture and
History", includes essays by Thomas Shap-
cott, Samar Attar and Dennis Haskell's
reading of 12 Edmondstone Street for his
discussion of "Individual Identity". The
section which is most clearly connected to the
collections' title is Section Two: "The Mapping
of Bodies and Spaces".

Gillian Whitlock's essay on "Regional
Writing" explores the construction of region-
alism in Malouf's 12 Edmondstone Street and
Jessica Anderson's Stories From the Warm Zone.
In both works the weatherboard house is a
key symbol and Whitlock suggests that: "The
Queenslander' — a bungalow on stilts — is,
perhaps more than anything else, an icon of
our regional difference"(76). Whitlock argues
that this house, although set in an urban land-
scape, nonetheless "retains the qualities of
wilderness and impermanence"(76), elements
of chaos that are prevalent in Malouf's work.
Whitlock's analysis reveals the extent to
which Malouf's evocation of a regional iden-
tity is contained within the topography of
"The Queenslander” resulting in "the house
and the household becom[ing] part of an
organic entity, an ecosystem"(78). From
Malouf's house Whitlock moves to the spaces
in Jessica Anderson's collection, Stories From

the Warm Zone, where she establishes a
contrast between Anderson's female child
narrator and the male child narrator of
Malouf's 12 Edmondstone Street who, Whitlock
argues, positions a solipsistic template on
sexuality and space that symbolises the "drive
to autonomy and mastery which defines
masculine individuation"(82). Whitlock
suggests on the other hand that the female
child narrator of Anderson's stories recog-
nises the centrality of the mother in the space
of the house. The mother has been displaced
in Malouf's work in which the house has
become a space "to practice mastery and the
power to name"(83). Here, the discussion of
elements of regionalism are intersected with a
gendered reading.

A Freudian interpretation of Malouf's
work is arguably complicated by his homo-
sexuality, as Leigh Dale and Helen Gilbert
acknowledge in their essay that attempts to
"map" the "Topographies of the Body". While
Andrew Taylor in his essay, "The Great World,
History, and Two or One Other Things", states
that in Fly Away Peter "violence and sexuality
are linked"(37), he does not include a discus-
sion of how sexual preference affects his
historical model. However Dale and Gilbert,
using Malouf's own acknowledgment of the
centrality of the body as a point of departure,
analyse "the breaking down of borders
between bodies and landscape”(91). Moving
from Blood Relations to the "Inspirations”
sequence of poems, Dale and Gilbert explore
the connections "between sexuality, language
and imperialism"(96). They suggest that the
homosexual body, at times represented as a
performative self in Malouf's work, offers
"significant possibilities for transformation of
the colonised body"(93). The reading offered
by Dale and Gilbert challenges traditional
critical boundaries and categories by using
gender and post-colonial theory to interrogate
Malouf's representation of homosexuality and
colonialism. Such mapping of the homo-
sexual and colonial body "may also prompt a
re-valuation of the artist figure in Malouf's
oeuvre'(99). This essay demonstrates how
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effective re-valutions can be and suggests the
variousness of the reading experience that
Malouf endorses in his interview with Beate
Josephi.

Amanda Nettelbeck's essay, "Rewriting
an Explorer Mythology: The Narration of
Space in David Malouf's Work", maps the
Australian landscape, physical, cultural,
social and political in Malouf's work,
focussing on the "tension in Malouf's writing
between an imperative to reconceive domi-
nant ways of 'knowing' and a desire to recu-
perate them"(104). Using the work of Paul
Carter, Nettelbeck explores the elements of
Malouf's mythography that attempts to repre-
sent an Australian identity shaped by the
processes of exploration. These "explorer
narratives" are symbolised by an open-ended-
ness that Nettelbeck argues is the "post-colo-
nial impulse of Malouf's work: colonial
patriarchy's tradition of claiming space, and
thereby the conditions of knowledge, is made
questionable by a perpetual evasion of resolu-
tion"(107). This essay is persuasively argued
and consistently linked to the parameters set
by the title of the collection.

The essays in Section Three are assembled
under the broad title "Questions of Form and
Narrative". They include a reading of Remem-
bering Babylon by Peter Pierce. In this essay
Pierce analyses the intersections between the
problems of history and form as they are
manifest in Malouf's latest novel. The other
essays, which deal with Malouf as librettist,
with his "sublime discourse" and his textual
connections to Heidegger, emphasise the
diverse interests that inform the controlling
motif of mapping.

Overall, this collection of essays provides
a new and important contribution to critical
practice. The essays, particularly those in Part
Two, offer insightful, articulate readings of
Malouf as a central creative figure in the
Australian landscape.

Sally Scott

Osvaldo Bonutto, A Migrant’s Story, Univer-
sity of Queensland Press,1994 (first published
1963), pp. 97.

The Italian cultural group has provided some-
thing like half a million people to this
country’s mix of population (not including
those born here). Yet there are few studies on
it. Gentilli’s authoritative work, Italian Roots in
Australian Soil, comes to mind. Alfredo
Strano’s Luck Without Joy, on the other hand, is
more of a discussion of the migrant experi-
ence seen from the point of view of an
educated man. It is one of many works of its
kind, though most of them do not offer the
same level of insight.

There is, in fact, a surfeit of personal
accounts by migrants, usually hard luck
stories of more-or-less admirable people who
have overcome formidable odds. Harmless,
well-meaning works designed no doubt to
cast the migrant in a good light, whilst giving
mainstream readers a glimpse into the world
of migration out there on the fringes of
society. These books achieve a number of
useful outcomes. They make the migrant feel
vindicated for some of the injustices he/she
has suffered, they restore some level of self-
esteem, and they allow the mainstream the
luxury of a glowing sense of justice and
charity, much like giving to Care Australia.
More to the point, they give the particular
publisher access to government funds set
aside for "multicultural writing".

Such publishing is all part of a Culture of
Allotments allowing each individual or group
a space in which to operate. But if a migrant
dares leave his/her allotted niche and venture
out into the mainstream with pretensions of
being taken seriously as a writer then the
gates will come crashing down as fast as you
can say “multiculturalism”. Multicultural
writing which purports to support linguisti-
cally disadvantaged groups and bring them
into the mainstream has managed to do
exactly the opposite, ensuring that they
remain at the margin. It helps little that
migrant stories have a way of sounding much
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like one another. The character and circum-
stances may change but the sentiments
expressed are essentially the same.

A Migrant’s Story is just what the title says;
it tells the story of Osvaldo Bonutto who
arrived in Australia in 1924 at the age of 21.
With typical pioneering spirit he got down to
work, doing the most menial jobs, like bush
clearing. Eventually he went into business,
was instrumental in setting up the tobacco
industry in North Queensland, married,
became an Australian citizen, even ran a pub
(surely a gesture of assimilation with the
dominant Anglo-Aussie community). He
could be forgiven for assuming that sixteen
years on, and with all that behind him, he
would be considered part of the community
to which he had given so much. Yet one
morning in 1940 the police knocked on his
door and took him away to be interned, "for
security reasons".

He was accused of having "often spoken
or written in defence of Italy and Italians".
Bonutto admitted to being proud of his
country of birth but rejected the suggestion
that this constituted a disloyalty to his host
country. Released for lack of evidence, he was
re-interned several months later, this time
until the end of the war. Documents released
in 1963 revealed that Bonutto, like so many
internees, had been a victim of a massive
conspiracy. Yet this book is no accusatory
diatribe. The internment covers merely one
chapter. Such discretion reflects well on the
author who is gifted with a great heart and
faith in both himself and his fellow human
beings.

As is usual with this kind of personal
account the technique is anecdotal. The
stories, sometimes humorous, sometimes
pathetic, illuminate the socio-cultural milieu
of the times, the hardships, the unashamed
racism, the mateship. Bonutto's initial reac-
tion upon arriving in Fremantle in 1924, could
not have been more positive: "This is indeed
the Land of Plenty, the Promised Land of
poor, willing-to-forge-ahead migrants who
are looking for a better deal in life", but in

reality jobs were scarce and the locals were
not particularly welcoming.

The young man and his fellow migrants
were left to their initiative, to improvise, to
make do. Shooting the odd rabbit supplied
protein. He found conviviality and friendli-
ness too, like the two passengers on the way to
Queensland who, at every train stop, ducked
out to buy a bottle of beer each and share it
with Osvaldo.

The anecdotes serve to underline those
personal qualities useful for overcoming
adversities. Bonutto is no meek, hat-in-hand
migrant come to beg favours. On the contrary
he is a plucky young man not averse to giving
even a magistrate a lecture on fairness and
justice.

Quite apart from a dogged nature and a
certain innate, peasant wisdom it helps to
have a sense of humour. One story which
illustrates this is that of the local priest who
fooled the nuns into believing that a speech he
gave in Italian over the local radio was a direct
broadcast from the Pope: "The good nuns
promptly genuflected, made the sign of the
cross and eagerly listened to the long-awaited
speech”.

It helps also to have a pragmatic approach
to life. When he decided to go into the hotel
business Bonutto was confronted with a slight
hitch: "I soon realised however, that a single
man was greatly handicapped in the hotel
business." No problem finding a ready solu-
tion for this resourceful character: "I decided,
therefore, to ask a girl, whom I had met in
Texas [Queensland] shortly after she had
arrived from Italy, to marry me".

It is in such naive self-exposure that for
me the best moments of this tale reside.
Indeed, apart from its historical relevance, the
story gives us self-revealing glimpses into the
character of an imperfect human being (but all
the more lovable for that). He is a hardy Medi-
terranean; dogged, confident, self-opinion-
ated, loyal, wise; a man able to overcome
hardships and intolerable injustice by virtue
of a culture that instilled in him a love of
fellow human beings, and a commitment to
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his family. In that sense he is representative of
the tough, pioneering migrant.

Neil Byrne, in a commentary on the book,
observes that "Curiously enough the intern-
ment of Italians does not appear to have left a
legacy of bitterness." The explanation is given
obliquely by Bonutto. "I have no intention of
suing the Federal Government for damages
caused by wrong internment ... when [ think
of Senator Maher, who risked his whole polit-
ical career for a principal of justice ... my vacil-
lations and doubts vanished and my love and
loyalty to Australia remained unshaken ..."

Here is a text which can be read not
merely as the sentiments of one Italian
migrant, but as the expression of a life attitude
of a whole culture.

Antonio Casella

Simone Lazaroo, The World Waiting to be
Made, Fremantle Arts Centre Press, $16.95,
1994.

Simone Lazarro's novel The World Waiting to
be Made, recipient of the 1993 TAG Hunger-
ford Award, provides a sensitive searching of
questions of nationality, ethnicity and identity
as it charts the multiple journeys of its name-
less Eurasian narrator, who emigrated from
Singapore to suburban Perth as a child. This
novel investigates layers of colonisations,
displacements and marginalisations as the
protagonist moves towards a reconciliation of
the conflicting cultures in which she is placed.
The protagonist of the novel is arguably trebly
displaced as her cultural identity shifts
between Malacca, Singapore and Australia;
and doubly marginalised, for the ethnically
Eurasian are a group who are shown to expe-
rience disparagement and discrimination
within Asia as well as within a relentlessly
racist Australia.

As the narrator journeys through her
childhood and adolescence in Australia, she

experiences a fragmenting of identity, a
consequence of the irreconcilability of Eura-
sian cultural identity with the homogenising
and alienating dominant Australian culture.
As a child, the protagonist feels "burned with
shame,” when she overhears her neighbours
say that Malacca is the "'[s]ame sorta place as
Singapore. Place of slow runners and easy
lays™ (39). Similarly universalist and dispar-
aging constructions of Asian people are
evident within the narrator's description of
her experiences at school, where she becomes
the archetypal representation of Asia.
Extreme cultural insensitivity is exhibited by
the teacher who says that "above us are the
dark steamy peoples and the yellow peril",
subsequently turning his objectifying gaze
upon the protagonist, asking the class:
"[a]nyone seen any natives of South East Asia?
Very dark, fine features. A bit like that girl
over there, but darker" (79).

The chasms in the protagonist's identity
are particularly evident throughout her
adolescence.  She resists the dominant
Australian culture's objectification of her as a
representation of Asia; yet yields to the
constructions of the desirable young woman,
and employs Australian cultural mores to
resist the construction of the "good woman" in
Eurasian culture. Her response to her father's
disgust with her appearance and her "itchi-
fied" behaviour is to comment, "[m]y poor
father. Australia had gotten into his women.
They had turned on him" (103). The internal
conflicts that ensue as the narrator attempts to
cope with the tensions between the culture of
her inheritance and the culture of her spatial
surroundings are mirrored in the conflict
between the narrator and her sister. The
narrator claims that she "became full of
disgust for her [sister's] goodness and polite-
ness. She didn't have to worry about doing
things that would conflict with my father's
ideas on what a good Eurasian girl should and
should not be able to do" (108). The anger
towards her sister explodes: "I wanted to
make her swear dirty things. I wanted to
make her hawk her spit. [looked at her small

148

WESTERLY No. 4, SUMMER 1994



feet, curled one on top of the other under the
table: 'Asian feet, I sneered’.” The adolescent
desire to cut away the appendage of Asianess
is conveyed through the image of the
appendix: ™A redundant organ. Serves no
purpose,’ the surgeon concluded. I closed my
eyes. How perfectly his words described the
Asian in me" (110).

Perhaps the most scathing picture of a
monolithic Australian culture is contained in
the narration of the protagonist's journey to
the remote Kimberley Aboriginal community.
The Aborigines' cultural dispossession and
alienation make this a pertinent site from
which to engage in a criticism of the dominant
Australian culture. The narrator is depicted
as having more affinity with the Aborigines
who have also experienced cultural displace-
ment, than with the other teachers. The paral-
lels between the immigrant and Aboriginal
experiences are poignantly portrayed through
an interaction with an Aboriginal woman
who is concerned about her daughter moving
away from traditional Aboriginal culture:

I wanted to ask her: Patsy, how do you rec-
oncile so many different beliefs from differ-
ent cultures? When Patsy made that
gesture with her hands under her breast, I
saw: Your culture’s what's in your heart.

I longed for my culture to be as clear in my
mind as Patsy’s was in her heart, but I could see
that for people like me born into communities
whose moorings had been shifted and controlled
by sailors from afar, there was no real certainty
(198).

As well as this moment of communion and
understanding, the depiction of the experi-
ences of this time also hold the moment of
greatest alienation from an Australian society
which is depicted as having a false belief in its
homogeneity. This occurs as the protagonist
is leaving the community and she is
confronted with the objectifying and margin-
alising gaze of white Australia. She describes:

Debbie and the other teachers as a group:
They were sitting on the verandah of the
house opposite in their short shorts, legs

splayed, polystyrene stubby holders in per-
petual transit somewhere between their
burnt mouths and their wide chests, staring
at me.

She concludes by saying that their "gaze upon
me made me a stranger to myself as well as to
them" (203). The description of this gaze
however, works as much of the novel does, in
exposing and the critiquing the attitudes of an
Australia that believes itself homogenous,
impervious and secure; making conspicuous
its active marginalisation and oppression of
those who are different. Whilst in the Kimber-
leys, the narrator is stripped of her name by
the Aboriginal community, having it replaced
with the term "Nabirru". The loss of name
equates with the narrator's feeling of a loss of
identity, as shown when she comments: "That
sums me up, I thought. No name of no-man'’s-
land" (202). Significantly, it is after this expe-
rience that the narrator begins her quest for
identity, deciding to "go in search of Asia"
(209).

The journey into Asia is prefigured in the
text by the constant interspersing of the
narrator's experiences of growing up in
Australia with anecdotes about relatives in
Asia, and mythological and legendary stories
of Eurasian culture. These stories are alter-
nately the "Floating Stories" of the protago-
nist's mother, or the "Survival Stories" of her
father. Ironically it is her Australian mother
rather than her Eurasian father who makes
the most concerted effort to maintain connec-
tions to Eurasian culture. Her floating stories
"were told as if they were still happening.
They seemed to bring our past right into our
present, so that it seemed unanchored to any
particular time or place” (36). The story of the
inimitable "Infinitely Great Grandmother", a
Malay woman whose Portuguese fathered
children were amongst the first Christao
Eurasians, and who was the creator of the
Eurasian cuisine, is presented as a role model
by the narrator's mother. "Infinitely Great
Grandmother was a powerful traveller. Her
children were the first Eurasians,’ my mother
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concluded, 'and proud of it. You are
descended from them. You are Eurasian'."(49)

It is a desire to rediscover this pride which
initiates the narrator's journey to Singapore
and Malacca, a searching for "all the ... parts of
my life that had been lost to me" )209). This
journey leads to the discovery of new conflicts
and contradictions as well as finally being a
source of reconciliation. The protagonist is
forced to purchase a "range of faces to wear"
to accommodate her Singaporean relatives'
expectations of their "Australian cousin".
Remarking that she was "struggling with the
unmanageability of the various selves I'd
purchased, and badly in need of a prayer”
(203), she travels to Malacca to visit her Uncle
Linus, a spiritual figure who is both revered
and ridiculed within the family. Upon
meeting Uncle Linus she finds that: "I could
not get my tongue to tell him: Iam lost, and 1
don't know what I am" (258), yet her uncle
intuits her feelings and provides a concilia-
tory response, saying that she is one of the "in-
between" people who have looked "... for a
world waiting to be made." He then identifies
the persistent deferral of "the world waiting to
be made" by migrant communities, and
makes a claim for the importance of self-reali-
sation:

"Australia wasn't the first world waiting to
be made, you know! Many of my genera-
tion thought that Singapore was ... Genera-
tions before them, Malacca represented the
world waiting to be made. They looked ...
for a world waiting to be made ... because
they felt ... unrealised in themselves" (258).

The narrator ultimately achieves a form of self
realisation, remarking whilst on the journey
back to Australia that: "I'm not afraid of unfa-
miliar country. Now I have a home to live in wher-
ever I am."

The World Waiting to be Made is written
from a perspective which forces reconsidera-
tions of discourses of nationality and identity.
The novel voices a challenge to the Australian
Anglo-Saxon cultural hegemony that
constructs oppressive understandings of
Asian otherness. It contains a satisfying inter-
weaving of many different kinds of stories,
both poignant and humorous, and charts a
young woman's journey towards a tentative
reconciling of conflicting cultural demands.
This reconciliation is not simply a discovery
of identity, an assertion of the unification of a
previously fragmented self, but an acknowl-
edgment of the proliferation of influences that
combine within the lives of the in-between
people.

Kate Temby
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CONTRIBUTORS

ROBERTA BUFFI has completed an MA degree in Australian Studies at the Univer-
sity of Florence.

ANTONIO CASELLA is an Australian writer born in Italy who is doing an MA in
Creative Writing at UWA. His published novels are Southfalia and The Sensualist.

ALEC CHOATE was born in Hertfordshire, England, but has lived most of his life in
Western Australia. He has published three volumes of poetry, Gifts Upon The Water,
A Marking of Fire and Schoolgirls at Borodbudur.

HAL COLEBATCH's fifth collection of poetry is The Stonehenge Syndrome. He
recently sold a science-fiction novella in the US for Larry's The Man-Kzin Wars series
and also recently completed a PhD in Political science.

NATALIE DAMJANOVICH-NAPOLEON is currently completing a BA Honours in
Communication and Cultural Studies at Curtin University. She has a cat called Mali,
and would rather be a musician.

ROSANNE DINGLI is literary editor of The Western Review. A collection of her
stories will appear early in 1995.

SHEILA DOWNING RIBOLDI is English born but has lived in Italy for many years.
She administers the Centro di Studi Sulla Letteratura Australiena at the University
of Bologna and lectures in English there.

DIANE FAHEY's most recent collection of poems is Mayflies in Amber. She is doing
a PhD in Creative Writing at The University of Western Sydney.

JOHN FITZPATRICK is a Senior Lecturer in International Relations at Flinders
University.

DANNY GARDNER is a Sydney-based poet, novelist and freelance journalist, and
one of five featured poets in the recently released Five Live from Live Poets Press. He
has performed his works in the USA, Ireland and the old Czechoslovakia.

JEFF GUESS' latest poetry collection is Selected Sonnets. He is co-editor of the latest
SA Friendly Street poetry anthology No. 18, and has been widely published in
Australia and overseas.

GRAEME HETHERINGTON is a well known Australian poet currently living in the
Czech Republic.

VAN IKIN teaches in the English Department, UWA, and is editor of Science Fiction
Magazine.

PAT JACOBS is a biographer and writer of short fiction. Her biography of A.O.
Neville was published in 1980 (FACP). She lives in Perth, Western Australia.
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VASSO KALAMARAS was born in Athens, Greece, and arrived in Australia in 1950.
She graduated from Curtin University and was a lecturer in Modern Greek at TAFE
for 22 years. She has had many books of poetry and prose published, and has won
several awards for her writing.

ANTIGONE KEFALA, poet and novelist is one of Australia's most highly regarded
multi-cultural writers.

IGOR MAVER teaches in the Department of English at the University of Ljubljana in
Slovenia.

BRONWEN MORRISON was bred but not born in WA, and has almost completed
a BA at Curtin University. From there, who knows....

ROS PESMAN is an Associate Professor in the Department of History at the Univer-
sity of Sydney, and has published widely on Australians in Italy.

SAM PICKERING — the model for the character Keating inDead Poets” Society is one
of America’s most lively essayists and teaches at the University of Connecticut.

CAROLYN POLIZZOTTO's current project is the history of a Greek immigrant
family.

PETER PORTER — Australia's best known poet internationally, lives in London and
is a frequent visitor to Italy.

GAETANO RANDO teaches in the Department of Modern Languages, University of
Wollongong.

PHILIP SALOM — one of WA's most highly regarded poets was awarded the first
Residency in the B.R. Whiting Studio in Rome.

SALLY SCOTT is completing a PhD on Victorian Literature at UWA.

KEN SEARLE has held eleven solo exhibitions of paintings in commercial galleries
in Sydney, Melbourne and Adelaide since 1976, and has taken part in numerous
group exhibitions. His Greek myth series, Mount Olympus in Australia, will be exhib-
ited at Watters Gallery, Sydney in May 1995.

GEORGE SEDDON is Professorial Associate of the Centre for Studies in Australian
Literature at the University of WA. His most recent publication is Searching for the
Snowy which is reviewed in this issue.

MICHAEL SYMONS is the author of One Continuous Picnic: A History of Eating in
Australia (1992) and The Shared Table: Ideas for Australian Cuisine (1993).

KATE TEMBY has recently completed an Honours degree in English at UWA.

MICHELLE TSOKOS, Australian born of Greek parents, recently completed an
Honours Degree at UWA.

JENA WOODHOUESE is an Australian poet currently based in Athens.

FAY ZWICKY, poet, short story author and critic, writes full-time. Her latest book,
Poems 1970-1992, was published by UQP.
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