











































































































































































































































































































































































































by taking them in to the bosom of her
mobile family:

Once upen a time her name
was Patricia Louise Stanford, but
not any more. Now her name is
Star. Her name is Star and her
hair is the colour of moon-beams
rippled with streaks of day-glo
blue, and on her bare brown
ankles she wears a chain of uny
silver bells that make music when
she walks. She isn't walking now
though. She is sitting in the front
seat of a blue Volkswagen kombi,
feeling very spaced out and
ragged.

[ once read a book called The Serial, in
preparation for a trip to San Francisco.
It was a soapie send-up of the mores
and customs of 1970’s Marin County
and it was thick with brand-names
and lifestyle references. 1t was funny
and brittle.

Brigid Lowry’s book has the lists,
the lifestyle references and the teen-
magazine format, yet it is far from
brittle. Beneath the flashy surface
you'll find a romantic romp with
lashings of folk wisdom, as bold as
Brautigan and almost as cool as the
Doors. Highly recommended for
middle-aged teenagers as well as

young people.

Bruce Russell

reviews

Delia Falconer, The Service of
Clouds. Sydney: Picador, 1997,
$16.95, 316pp.

A woman born with historical eyes. A
man who gives himself up to the
madness of photography Clouds that
are inhaled, threatening lungs with
collapse and filling hearts with
movement and colour to the point that
they too must burst, almost. Clouds
that are arrested in the aperture of
Harry Kitching’s Ensine Carbine
camera. Clouds that are caught in the
throat, caught on the glass plates of
photographic negatives, and made in a
make-shift dark room by this woman
and this man whose fingers graze, but
never entwine.

These are the kinds of clouds that
are formed from the stories, desires
and losses which have evaporated
from dreams, skin and the Blue
Mountain landscape and drift softly,
through
narrative, her first novel. It is a story

beautifully, Falconer's
told by Eureka Jones, one which
recollects, forgets, fabricates. Set in the
then village of Katoomba, the narrative
traces the years between 1907 and
1926, traces the bodies which moved
through this time that met, loved and
left, but which are imprinted in
memory and image, and the space
outside these frames.
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allows her full authorial omnipotence
without losing the intimacy which
powers her characterisations. In
particular, I liked the loving portrait of
Asher, inspired = (according to the
dedication) by the author’s son Sam.
In the space of a page are no less than
five sections:

What Asher wore to school/
Wednesday; What the home-
room teacher said; (the reader is
invited to ‘write this bit yourself.
Invoke your imagination. Use the
words disappointed, scrufly and
disgraceful’). What the home-
room teacher did; What Asher
felt; (‘supreme satisfaction');
Rosie and Asher/Wednesday.

These devices work well, in that they
bestow on the book an immediacy and
paciness that uses the print medium to
full advantage. The reader is playfully
invited to participate, to come along
for the ride and Lowry facilitates this
by having marked out the journey in
advance Some sections are signposted
with visual icons such as envelopes, a
shoe, stars, a camera, a telephone, a
light bulb. Some are all the more
painful for their extreme brevity:
‘What Asher wishes he could forget
(the day his parents finally called it
quits)’.

One surprise inclusion is four
excerpts from Living with teenagers, a
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publication produced by Family and
Children’s Services 1 Perth. The
extracts work at an ironic level in view
of the struggles of the fictional parents,
but also provide a wise voice and some
anchor points for the speeding, hot-
headed text.

Young adult books by John
Marsden and others have been
criticised recently for their emphasis
on violence and misery. Lowry’s book
is generally optimistic and believes m
romantic love. Without revealing the
ending, it could be said that the
resolution of the story is at best
statistically  unlikely, at  worst
schmaltzy.

The emphasis on style, particular
brand-names and pop icons like Jim
Morrison, all fit my fantasy about
where young people are at in middle-
class, consumerist Australia. Some
younger readers may feel left out of
Lowry's world, the way they are left
out of most things, yet | suspect that
most would be persuaded by the
rebellious tone of the protagonists and
the fact that the authority figures
invariably come off second best.

Guitar Highway Rose manages to
be unsentimental, although it’s hard to
miss the whiff of patchouli from time
to time and a trace of yearning for
another way of life. Here's a portrait of
the earth mother who helps Rosie and
Asher live out their all-to-brief escape
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Harry Kitchings 1s a photographer
inflicted with an illness for shaping
images that his uncle and grandfather
suffered also; he swoops through the
sky on flying-foxes and hangs
suspended in woven baskets from the
sides of the mountains as he searches
for a shade of God in the clouds.
Eureka Jones 1s a young woman, the
assistant to a pharmacist who is
fascinated by the physical damage that
can be done to a body and concocts
pills and elixirs for corporeal and
psychic ailments: “In pharmaceutical
terms they were all quite ordinary.
Opium sometimes, a syrup, an alcohol
content of around thirty percent. But that
was not the point, you see. It was the
names which acted like digitalis on the
heart.” These potions cannot cure his
own losses however, nor the
tubercular lesions on the lungs of
consumptive  patients who  are
prescribed open air weatments which
see clouds and mist replace words in
the mouth

Eureka Jones suffers and recovers,
not from consumption, but from a
love for Harry Kitchings which
consumes. This love 1s  silver,
precious; it is seen in the beautiful
photographic viewbooks made by
Harry, yet it is formed also in gelatine
on negative plates which may be
peeled off with a brave fingernail,
Eureka later realises. This love 1s

134

fillered through the lens; it holds
multiple perspectives, histories and
sadnesses, and its irage is not always
recognised or known. It is an act of
faith that parallels Harry’s search for
the cloudy semblance of God.

Harry is not alone in conceiving of
the Blue Mountains as salvational.
Falconer's text is populated by
characters whose skins, desires and
gardens are soaked by the air and the
clouds: for the women of the Fresh Air
League, the good, clean air is
considered to be the restorative
anudote for the sickly and slovenly
children of the polluted city they seeks
to sponsor, if only those few who are
literate enough to write letters in
appeal for assistance. However, it also
this air which expels the strangely
comforting spirits of babies from the
house of Eureka’s aunts, leaving the
youngest aunt to will her sister to
breathe in the dark draft their siblings’
ghosts leave behind.

Indeed, the characters in this
novel are haunted, shadowed by
impulses of death and desire which
coalesce in the cascading waterfalls of
a consumptive's chest, an image that
arrests  both  beauty and despair
simultaneously, a striking and
successful quality of ambivalence
which infuses Falconer’s text. The
establishment of a sanatorium some
train stops from Katoomba to care for



these invalids has Eureka leave Mr.
Medlicott’s pharmacy to become a
nurse. It 1s here, where the patients are
gripped, at times, by an outbreak of
'spes phthsica’ in which the longing for
travel, love and living overwhelms the
possibility of death, that she places an
ear to the breast plate of a man who
reads the dreams of other people in his
own night sleep and hitches her skirt
to the waist: “I think, at last, that we
may have performed that Great Act, as
men define it. Sometimes it is difficult to
remember.”

The aftermaths of these plague
have their devastations and dis-
appointments. They require recovery
and reconstruction, and this process
for Eureka coincides with the
unexpected return of Harry Kitchings
to  Katoomba  following  his
disappearance some years previously.
Yet what Harry sees only confirms
Eureka’s suspicions; the colours of the
mountains are hushed, the mauve
tinted clouds have paled, and the
streams have disappeared. Harry
blames the constant click and flash of
Kodak cameras, yet ironically, it is his
generosity that has led, at least in part,
to this trade in tourism; the
photographs and viewbooks which he
made and gave away, rather than sold
for profit, have generated this interest,
and have rtesulted in the comm-
odification of both his work and much

of the district by the local government
and postcard vendors alike.

The novel ends with a journey
undertaken by Eureka, a move away
from the mountains. However, this
ending is not conclusive. Like the
photographic collages Eureka ex-
periments with while on ship, and the
movement of the narrative which
washes clouds and stories over the
reader left breathless by the prose, it is
‘fragmented and suggestive’, poised
and expectant, in graceful service of
both the image and the word.

Tanya Dalzeill

Fay Zwicky, The Gatekeeper’'s Wife,
Brandi & Schlesinger, 1997, 71 p.

Fay Zwicky's trajectory as a poet is
both clear and subtle: she adopted
various personae and other distancing
mechanisms in her early poems then
grew into an increasingly personal
volce. Because personal poetry, as
practised by most English-language
poets today, gravitates toward the
domestically dreary, Zwicky has
risked becoming yet another of many
poets who showcase the minutiae of
their lives in flaccid lines and slack
language. Fortunately, Zwicky never
has abandoned her dedication to art
(literature, music, painting), wit, and
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the poet’s relationship to the world.
Her allusions m her poems always
have evinced an artistic and
philosophical knowledge and
historical awareness exceptional in an
international cultural climate  that
trumpets the values of ignorance.
Although erudite, Zwicky is no stuffy
academic; she is willing to grapple
with difficult yet essential issues of art
and morality and to be direct while
doing so. Neither a solipsist nor an
aesthete, Zwicky 1s often iconoclastic
and fond of plain speech; formal
sleight-of-hand or linguistic pyro-
technics have never been part of her
poelic arsenal.

Zwicky has continued this direct
approach in her fourth individual
collection of poetry, The Gatekeeper’s
Wife, which embodies her belief that
poetry should “incorporate a moral act
of reticence, of not invading people, of
not clamouring for attention” (Meanjin
interview). Indeed, the subdued tone
of some of these poems almost seems
an effort to avoid attention. Because
the act of reticence is, for Zwicky, a
moral one, she is pursuing a difficult
path, one constructed simultaneously
from understatement and authority,
modesty and attempts at real change.
Her poems give silence its due—not
silence as a refusal to speak, but
silence as a presence in poems in the
process of speaking. These reflective
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silences recall those in  Wallace
Stevens's poetry, and like Stevens's
‘The Man with the Blue Guitar’, she is
dissatisfied with “things as they are”
and seeks through poetry a means of
communicating an alternative. This
ambition marks Zwicky as an
iconoclastic moralist, and the poems
in The Gatekeeper’s Wife further
develop a moralism that usually
evades didacticism and pedantry.
Another part of  Zwicky's
moralism depends upon her honesty
(most poets want to be honest, but few
are sufficiently sensitive to pursue
reticence as well, and consequently
peddle propaganda dressed up as
poetry). The acts of remembrance that
occupy Zwicky in these poems carry
with them an obligation te seek the
truth in her experiences; for a poet,
this also necessitates a language rich
enough to differentiate the work from
the anecdote or the journal entry. This
is  where Zwicky's poems can
disappoint; her attention to craft not-
withstanding, few of her poems
revitalize language. Despite her
staterment in her journals (excerpted in
[sland) that “Fach ‘1" is different, an
impersonation, a dramatisation of
diverse  personae,” the dramatic
monclogues that allowed her to escape
the poet’s persona in her earlier poems
mostly  have  disappeared. The
Gatekeeper’s Wife largely gives the



impression of a poet—a single person/
personality/persona/voice—sifting
through various experiences and
trying to render those experiences in
sufficiently compelling language. This
type of poetry—where language is not
allowed to shape, define, and reveal
the experience, but instead is welded
onto t—seldom holds up to careful
re-readings.

Zwicky's poems, in general, begin
and end strongly, but too often falter
in the middle, struggling (and
sometimes failing) to sustain a
narrative or lyric thread. Therefore,
some of these poems (‘Portrait,
‘Learning, ‘American Safety Valve
‘Groundswell for Ginsherg’) seem too
long. The book’s title poem, which is
also its opening poem, is a sequence
consisting of twenty parts varying
from three to fifteen lines each, and it
represents most of the strengths and
weaknesses of the poems that follow.
The poem begins with a summary of
and explanation for the Jewish
yahrzeit ceremony: “When a man died
/ My ancestors lit a candle. / It
guaranteed eternal memory.”
Although this objective tone might
serve as an antidote to melodrama
when the poem becomes more
personal, it immediately diminishes
the poem linguistically, rhythmically,
and emotionally. But the poem later
demonstrates Zwicky at her most
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searching, serving up such impeccable
lines as “Like an old familiar tree / I'm
still here, your branches / Tangled in
mine,” “The steps of these poems / Are
very small, your footprints / In my
mind,” and “Not a character / But a
destiny / Without a character / To
endure it”.

Other notable poems in The
Gatekeeper’s  Wife include ‘Triple
Exposure & Epilogue'—three poems
based on works of art (by Gerhard
Marcks, Arthur Boyd, and Louis
Kahan} followed by ‘Wiping the
Canvas,” which is the best of the four,
combining a clear focus and
perceptive  ear with  ermotional
complexity:

Half asleep, we catch creation’s
rustle

hum and bang, afraid to answer
to our likeness. A daily fear,

mind and breath out of gear in

buzzing air.

We gasp before the process of
our own creation.

The Indonesia poems
(‘Peminangan,” ‘Perdjodohan, ‘Kera
Kera, ‘Akibat) near the end of the
book are less self-absorbed and
therefore more absorbing than the
China poems from Ask Me (1990).
And the four ‘Conference Hi-Jinks
poems show Zwicky at her most

satirical. Her sardonic wit can acquire

137



g wf 8w s

a serious edge (as in "A Summation’),
but also can be just cleverly amusing,
as in her Chaucer-esque take on an

academic conference:

New formes for changing cultures,
wymmens plaintes,

Canon formations, languages
restrainfes.

All solved by Goddes grace and

wynes grape,
The prykke of censcience gave us
no escape.
(A Canterbury Tale’)

Such satire also emerges in other
poems in which Zwicky examines the
role of the poet in society, pitting
Laureate Hughes (Crow) against the
academy (God) or inplicating poets
“sericusly reading their sestinas” while
“the underworld’s rumbling upward.”
Her refusal to be satished with the
status quo or with moral blindness
transcends mere complaint and
occasionally  provides  her  with
exceptional poems.

Because The Gatekeeper's Wife
contains only twenty-seven poems
(the longest poem extends 1o five
pages), the weaker poems have
nowhere to hide. Thus, the fumbling
account of a teacher’s life in ‘Learning,’
the easy social statement of ‘Cafe’
Sitters, the overly earnest
‘Groundswell for Ginsberg,” and some

other uneven poems detract from the
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volume’s successes: the fascinating
monologue ‘Letter from Claudia in the
Midi," which creates the sense of a
failed yet defiant life; the socially
critical ~ ‘Shelley  Plain,”  which
transports the poet into the present
day, where his ‘“androgynous
creativity / Boosts him high with
feminists” and he wouldn’t be able to
afford the "black tie affair” given at
“lhlis  Oxford college”™; and the
emotionally and intellectually
resonant ‘What Fills.” Although only a
handful of poems achieve a synthesis
of intellectual complexity, linguistic
resourcefulness and innovation, and
the ever-important act of re-
membrance, most of these poems
contain at least a few memorable lines
and stanzas. Zwicky is particularly
rewarding when she brings strict
attention to her description, using
lush and evocative language that
illuminates and  enhances the

quotidian:

It grew dark fast. Black clouds
blossomed high

over the Prahu rimmed by sunset’s
sizzling

orange fuse. 1 saw those running
bursts, can

see them now alive in no particular
order

alive in no special way alive

remembering how you used to say

1t was getting to be time



to drink up and come home.
{‘Kera Kera}

Zwicky's seriousness of purpose
and moral vision mark her as a poet
worth coming to terms with. However
her reluctance to forge a poetic
language that consistently moves
beyond her subject matter makes her a
perennially promising poet, yet one
whose achievements often fall short of
her promise.

Brian Henry

Thea Astley, Collected Short Stories,
St Lucia: University of Queensland
Press, 1997, 342 pp.

Thea Astley, The Multiple Effects of
Rainshadow, Ringwood: Penquin,
1997, 516,95, 296 pp.

Thea Astley's Collected Short Stories
confers two major benefits. Firstly, it
brings together a number of her stories
which have not previously been
collected and have been accessible
only in journals with limited
availability; and secondly, it allows an
overview of Astley's writing which
spans the greater part of her career,
beginning with ‘Cubby’ from the late
1950s and progressing up to the late
1980s. Over this period Astley has
honed her prose style io the point
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where it is amongst the most precise,
sportive and compelling in Australian
fiction of any period. What this
collection also emphasises is the
remarkable consistency of theme and
tone with which Astley has imbued
her fiction.

In the early part of her career it
may have been possible to mistake
Astley’s reliance on domestic themes
and a confined range of locales as
being evidence of a limited if
Without
disregarding these early themes,

particular talent.

however, she has by the gradual
accretion of detail and resonance
revealed a deep engagement with
some of the most profound questions
regarding the place of the self in the
post-colonial world. Her characters
are frequently engaged in a struggle to
establish a secure identity as they react
to the challenges of dealing with the
vestiges of the empire: including a
comparatively recent colonial past, the
still alien and daunting landscape, the
remnant elements of the imperial
‘home’ and its values, and the
unresolved relationship with the
Aboriginals. The result is keynotes of
isolation and separation, featuring
characters who are never entirely
comfortable with their landscapes or
the other people who populate them,
and who engage in a series of hesitant
and invariably failed gestures intended
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to establish a sense of either self or
comimunity.

In the short story these themes
can only be tackled in a comparatively
fragmentary ~ way, but  Astley
task  with the
meticulous attention to detall and

undertakes  the

structure and the flair for observation
of social manners which are the
hallmarks of her writing. Her use of
the shorter form creates fictions that
are never less than accomplished antd
frequently brilliant. In her stories she
consistently achieves an intensity of
character and drama which surpasses
that realised by her novels. In doing so
she presents new insights into the
ongoing struggle of her characters to
create their desired sense of self
without forgoing the need to belong to
some larger and shared experience. A
number of the most successful stories
in this collection (‘One of the Islands’,
‘A Northern Belle', ‘Ladies Only Need
Apply’, ‘Getting There’) turn on the
question of the wvictim, of the
individual who is prepared to cross
the Rubicon inte some form of
submission in order to establish the
much needed ceonnections which
might vet provide them with a sense of
community. Astley’s telling of these
stories reminds us not only that
exercising  autenomy and  in-
dependence of judgement may result
in a subjugation to the will of others,
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but also that issues of reponsibility
and culpability in such situations are
not only complex but perhaps
irrelevant.

It should be noted that this
collection does not represent Astley’s
complete short fiction. Stories have
been omitted from the two collections
Hunting the Wild Pineapple and It's
Raining in Mango. Indeed, the wisdom
of including any pieces from the latter
is questionable. In structure and
execution It’s Raining in Mango is more
a novel than a collection of stories, and
this is apparent when reading the
seven ‘stories’ drawn from that source
for inclusion in this collection. Several
of them lack the integral dynamic and
cohesion expected of a self-contained
story and which are so evident
elsewhere in this collection. Even a
piece as comparatively complete in
itself as the excellent ‘Getting There’
sulfers by being denied the presence of
its companion study of desire, the
chapter from It’s Raining in Mango
titled ‘The Kiss, the Fade-out, the
Credits’.

Other selections from It’s Raining
in Mango include references to deleted
sections of the novel which are
nonsensical to the reader of this
collection. For example the reference
in the story ‘Singles’ to the ‘year the
brothel floated out to sea’ will only
serve to perplex the reader not familiar



with Nadine Laffey’s fate as an
employee in a whore-house which
suffered that dreadful fate as a result of
one of the many storms which
punctuate Astley’s fiction. However, if
material from It’s Raining in Mango had
to be included in this collection it is a
pity that particular incident was not
selected. It is a high point of Astley’s
masterful interplay of character and
circumstance and an  excellent
example of her finely tuned sense of
the bizarre. It also makes a marvellous
counterpoint to that other notable
river journey in Australian fiction of
the late 1980s, Oscar Hopkins’
triumphant voyage upstream piloting
a glass church in Peter Carey’s Oscar
and Lucinda.

Given, therefore, that this
collection is obvicusly a ‘selected’
edition of Astley’s stories, it would
have been useful to provide the name
of the editor responsible for compiling
the selection, and perhaps also to
include an introduction which might
serve at least to establish the principles
on which the selection was made.

The most recent evidence of
Astley’s concern with the vestiges of
Australia’s colonial past is contained in
her novel The Multiple Effects of
Rainshadow. The novel returns to the
cemral.theme of the dislocation and
ill-treatment of Aboriginals which has
surfaced in a number of Astley's
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previous novels—most tellingly in A
Kindness Cup—and which is also very
much in evidence in the Collected
Stories. In doing so she also voices
other themes which are common to
her fiction. These include the sense of
the land and landscape as a corrupted
Eden (Doebin Island, the setting for
much of the novel, is described as
“enchantingly  beautiful and as
spiritually loathsome as ever”), and
the mysterious and subtle ways In
which the past and present interact to
refract their own reality, which in turn
imposes itsell upon the many
characters who inhabit the novel.

The novel commerces on Doebin
Island, which is revealed to be a
unwanted
mainland Aboriginals. The early

dumping ground for

sections relate three views of an

incident in  which the island’s
Superiniendent takes the lives of his
two children before being shot and
killed by one of the Aboriginal
inhabitants. It is a tragedy which those
directly or indirectly involved hurry to
put behind them, but the novel traces
the irresistible impact of the incident
as it unravels in their lives over several
decades. The fallout {rom the incident
proves to be subtle but devastating,
eventually influencing in unexpected
ways the lives of all those who were
touched by it. And although these

lives continue to intersect, the
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characters  remain  strangers to
themselves and to the land which they
played a small part in depopulating of
its original inhabitants. Each of them
senses In some way the blighted
nature of their existence. How, one
asks, “could everything be so beautiful
and so ugly, so simple and so
complicated?”. Invariably they
become increasingly isolated and
vicums ol their own disconnected and
solipsistic gaze.

In a stunning conclusion the
central incident is revealed to have
political as  well as  personal
ramifications. More than twenty years
after the initial tragedy the Aboriginal
population of Doebin Island provokes
a failed rebellion against their
controllers. “There were”, the reader is
reminded, “patterns to follow™.
Having been removed to the island
with theiwr families as undesirables, the
leaders of the failed revolt are
repatriated finally to the manland as
priseners. In the meantime they have
shown a capacity to adapt to their
environment in a way which has
eluded the white population. Doebin
island has become their home as it
never wili to the transient population
of white public servants and church
men to whom it is has been an
unwanted place in which to do an
unsavoury job. The Aberiginals are

therefore subjected to a second
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attempt at deracination, a second
attempt to disrupt that sense of
belonging and community which
eludes their gaolers.

Once more Astley has written
powerfully about the forces of
alienation which damage attempts by
the settler population to feel at home
in what she describes as “this
dangerously new country”. At a time
when arguments about race and
belonging are engulfing the Australian
polity, The Multiple Effects of
Rainshadow is a timely warning about
the dangers unleashed when we lose
respect for each other’s places and
items of reverence, of the end-games
we invite when we succumb to
solipsistic impulses, and of the fate
which awaits both the occupier and
the occupied if we choose to indulge
our neo-colonial fantasies.

Paul Genoni
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Moorehouse Perpetual Trophy for Ballroom Dancing. BRIAN HENRY is in
Melbourne on a Fulbright grant and is an Associate of the Australian Centre at the
University of Melbourne. He edits Verse and international poetry magazine. MARY
ANN HUGHES teaches at the Institute of Languages, University of N.S'W. She
has recently published an article on Keri Hulme in SPAN, and has an article entitled
‘Editing Aboriginal Texts’ coming out in Southerly later this year. CORAL HULL is
a full time writer and animal rights activist. She is founder of Animal Watch Australia
and has just completed editing The Book of Modern Australian Animal Poems.
WENDY JAMES is a Sydney writer. She has had short stories published in
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various journals and is currently writing a novel. DEAN KILEY's almost-novel and
that’s final was published by Black Wattle Press in 1995, and his short fiction has
been published widely. He is currently fiction Editor of Overland magazine, and
teaches in the English Department at Melbourne University. JOHN KINSELLA is
currently on a Young Australian Creative Fellowship. His book The Undertow: New
and Selected Poems has just been released in the UK, and a new book, Lightning Tree
(FACP) was published in 1996 ZOLTAN KOVACS is a thirty-two year old
Hungarian born Canberra poet. He has been published in magazines and
newspapers in the Canberra region. LORRAINE MARWOOD is a dairy farmer
in Central Victoria. Her first book of poetry Skinprint was published by Five Island
Press in 1996. JOHN MATEER was born in Roodepoort, South Africa, in 1971
Since 1984 he has been living in Perth. He has published three collections of poetry,
Burning Swans, Anachronism and Echo. SHANE McCAULEY was born in England
in 1954. He is a graduate of the Universities of WA and Sydney. His most recent
book of poetry is Shadow Behind the Heart (Platypus Press, 1996). LAU SIEW
MEI's stories have been published in several literary journals and broadcast over
BBC World Service Short Story Programme. She received a 1996 Arts Queensland
writing grant, and a Varuna New Writers” Fellowship, given by the Eleanor Dark
Foundation, NSW. CHRIS NEWTON is a Melbourne writer and language
teacher. CAROLYN POLIZZOTTO's latest book Pomegranate Season, is to be
published by Fremantle Arts Centre Press in April. PETER PORTER—Australia’s
best known poet internationally, lives in London and is a frequent visitor to ltaly.
BRUCE RUSSELLs novel Jacob's Air was published by Fremantle in 1996.
BRENDAN RYAN grew up on a dairy farm in Victoria and now lives in
Melbourne. He has had his work published in numerous journals. PHILIP
SALOM—one of WA's most highly regarded poets now lives in Melbourne. His
New and Selected Poems is due to be published by Fremantle Arts Centre Press mid
1988. CECILY SCUTT's fiction has appeared in Hecate, Southerly, and the KSP
anthology Over the Fence. She also tells stories—at libraries, schools, cafes, and bus
stops KEN WADROP is a West Australian artist. CHRIS WALLACE-
CRABBE is the holder of a Personal Chair in English at the University of
Melbourne. His latest collection of poetry, Selected Poems 1956-1994, won the D J.
O’Hearn Prize for Poetry and The Age Book of the year Prize. His new book, Whirling,
will appear from OUP in May.
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