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To all perpetual migrants
whose real home is the orbits of the Cosmos,
and whose real joy is a poet's word.






THANKS

Ssdlo SN G e
AN PR PET

Thank you Australia Council
for the translation grant you honoured me with.






J_AJJ.'S

3

Jw“,/ub .

“>> s \ .. | )}/M
N usuubwﬂ\wb‘h)md;\j\
s T






ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

We would like to thank all individual poets who gave us their
permission to translate and publish their work without
hesitation. We also thank the copyright holders and
publishers who were equally supportive. Every attempt was
made to contact all copyright holders. On some occasions we
were not able to trace the copyright holder or receive a
response. We do apologise for this and invite interested
parties to contact us so that we can make future amends.

Rosemary Brissenden for “Walking Down Jalan Thamarin”
by R.F. Brissenden.

ETT Imprint for Gwen Harwood: ‘In the Park’ from Selected
Poems (ETT Imprint, 1998), and Elizabeth Riddell: ‘After
Lunik Two’ from Selected Poems.

Jacaranda Press for “Dawn Wail For the Dead” by Oodgeroo
of the tribe Noonuccal (formerly known as Kath Walker), in
My People 3rd edition, 1990, published by Jacaranda Press.

Harper Collins Publishers for translation and reprinting:
“Edge” by Robert FitzGerald in Forty Years Poems; “Beach
Burial” by Kenneth Slessor in Selected Poems; “The Death of
the Bird” by A.D. Hope in Collected Poems; “Night Sowing”
by David Campbell in Collected poems, “Marree” by
Douglas Stewart in Collected Poems; “Tune for Swans” by
James McAuley in Collected Poems; “The Gunner” by
Francis Web” in Selected Poems; “After the Flood” by John
Foulcher in Light Pressure.

Harper Collins Publishers for reprinting:
“Time of Waiting” by Geoffrey Dutton in New and Selected

17



Poems; “Rain Forest” by Eric Rolls in Selected Poems.

Paper Bark Press for the poems by Robert Adamson and
James Taylor.

Penguin Books Australia Ltd. for “Honesty-Stones” by J.S.
Harry from Selected Poems.

“Antarctica” by R.A. Simpson from Words For a January,
Melbourne University Press, 1986. © R.A. Simpson.

“Ishmael” from 4 Counterfeit Silence by Randolph Stow,
Angus & Robertson Publishers
© Randolph Stow 1969.

The University of Queensland press for

“Guide to the Perplexed” by David Malouf from his Poems
1959-89, University of Queensland Press, 1992; and for the
poems by Michael Dransfield, John Manifold, Roger
McDonald, Geoff Page and Judith Rodriguez.

18



N?JA’&J‘ dwodd
(SSD Y LS e Jes el

O oy LSy ol il o il @) b sy 5 gl ol d a1 e ey

Salally g ol RS 0 387 e a5 ) ot a1 0n i

J___Sga_q\:;.c,s\sgss\, Y B L3S 3 awddll 1S s & el
A s e s st 3 JlsS

o slad b eaboy ol F 3 oY Clbaza¥l 50 a a2l 1Y
4 oyl y alil) Ll Al Gam G adsy L lmally Castphal) il
ot ) el Of Lo puas 5T i (sl amlin ¥ o 0L ohle) )
S5 o e NB atiyy s i g gLy el 3 @ S OT 3 4
PR PRCH G| JO T RPN S BUNNCo | I WA v PR P
ol

et el ol ) addesl) 3l el B @ pla g0 22l 0,5 1A

i ade o gl gl a5 A ey od g5 Y
Gind Al 5Ll p Ao pa 4 i Lo 2 (J1an YT aly gt
sle 3 b,y JLeW Jan @ 1 O b OF a2 5 el susts,
LS L o—tes 3 VAAT ple 2 Ol Al 0 12 oYY ol
sl (VAR @ 3 et s o "l " g

Al AL Gl (gl

19



Wbl des )Wy o Lt g Yl r i Al e (L2 Y) el
Udor Lo 13] Ly 8 o 1m0 2 5,0 o oty s e 2l j3Lan e
L™ (3 Qe sl ony SO 0l 2oyl Aelens Y1 21 L) onmy
A ey ladl Vg = ol |5 e Whzad (3 G S eidi s
e Sxs e b b g g o i 5 s oAb B30 ek
I r Bl 5,1 Blas gyl pelin et & LS gz U 2l J
Jlie i gl G ST Bias Jl 3 Sall o) (3 3187l
AT 0 OT 8L Jam 3 LS 32,2 o gl Oy 5 5
ogn > aad by 5 S ki) oM S e i g

O e Aoyl @b @Y Jadd) 114 asladll clisl Lases 51

Y ST A B VPR S R PN g £ RURS IR R Py
et il conlid Regll oda J ek O OT W12l 5 el oSG
(T lad Sy (O g b WLl (Lt SIS e ey Ladl odaal

> Bl ods J o Bl gids . jand) 2l Juondd 6 20 s 222 20

ol SNy 25 S W b 5 o skt ) Se Y o
odd ot . o dilas W) w5 e sig 5o M o1 GIE Satel
A g aaadi a1 of o il (S0 clal 2 a2 A e 3 Gal
CLBE e 4 3 b3l e ol Ky ol My i sl dlales
G oidl pde 3 S Ln iy L ibdgaed) aallly ooV e DS S
Sty el e 3 e uSTE s a el S LISTY L
o o g N5l ey ey L s 81 LIS

20



5 o Ve 055y oW1 ol 5 0 2 o Bagandt 2l oL
S adll e ) Iy el O s gl L UT 2 0
GPA\J@,w;‘;ﬁw}siohﬂj.aﬁﬂuu)w.\gjoﬁ\)aﬁ)gﬁgp
B S ik Py pasiand ) g 3 e BT LU OIS g JL

OaaR Jaae sy g Lias 2

A 3 2 S s 5 S ST L LIS A s JST il
TR PR PR S E U REX USRI PR P IR PR (W R
Lay el 3 a3 Lo 0f 2ol QLS s U (g jaiy () 5 el (6 5o
e s \’)ﬂ@m oz ;\,..:J\FLA:L;\.U\ el e azalnd
ke ¢ LS ol 2 3 L ol oy U b o ads 2 3 dlesy
A0 e d el 350 o il p sl tlly 2 e 38
oy Gl @ ale 33 5 o clemad 15

ozl 4 el e eladl 53y o 3y QLS e Wl 35

S Sk P e e Ly b Y e 3l O ) e Lt

e W el s ety e gl B30 W R e Bl gl O g b Ll
s Ll i @l ) O ol 2 iy a0

P el W

U\j:,.j e

1998 45 /014

21



THE TRANSLATOR’S WHISPER
Poetry is an ultimate act of creativity.

The Arab World I was brought up in is often described as a
nation of poets. The Arabs’ passion about poetry can be
traced back even to the time before writing became
commonplace. The Arabs used to memorise and recite
poetry. The famous annual poetry festival in Mecca in pre-
Islamic Arabia was an event in which outstanding poets were
rewarded by allowing their winning poems to be written in
calligraphy and hung on the walls of the Kaaba, the renowned
black-stone structure in Mecca that hosted statues of pagan
gods, and later became the holiest Islamic shrine towards
which Moslems all over the world direct themselves whilst in
prayer.

Poetry continues to be a major literary practice in the Arab
World. Arabs of all religious and ideological categories
contribute to this art. Interestingly, admiration of poetry and
the pride Arabs have taken in it, often led some of them to
believe that their poetry is second to none, and that the
richness of the Arabic language (that is also the language of
the Holy Koran) makes it imperative, they think, that the best
poetry can only be produced by them. Only Arab academics
would have read original non-Arabic poetry.

The first attempt, I am aware of, to expose the Arabs to
Australian poetry was the publication of a special issue of al-
Adaab al-Ajnabya with the assistance of Anne Fairbairn as
explained in the section dedicated to her poetry in the present
book. More recently, an anthology of Australian poetry in
Arabic has been published (Saba M. 1998. Mukhtar al-Shi’r
al-Australi. Dar Aljadeed, Beirut, Lebanon). There is,
however, a need to continue to communicate Australian
poetry to the common Arab reader.
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Australian poetry is an intricate continuum of cultural and
historical creations that originate from various sources
internal and external to the Australian continent. This is not
surprising considering the diverse social structure of this
land. Australian poetry in the present book means poetry
written in Australia by persons who experienced both the
cultural and geographical landscapes of this unique island
continent. It is a poetry of richness and diversity that mirrors
the nation. It is also a poetry that ventured beyond the
continent, sometimes by joining the war effort (e.g. Kenneth
Slessor), travelling (e.g. R. F. Brissenden), or even just
closing the eyes and dreaming (Anne Fairbairn). What
attracts me most is the many ventures of the mind (e.g. A.D.
Hope).

The poems translated in the present book are almost
entirely selected by the Australian poet Anne Fairbairn to
give us an idea about the development of Australian poetry.
The selection is personal. I did not myself intend to select any

-poems for the purpose of the present collection because I did
not want the technicalities of translation to compromise the
selection. I, however, selected Fairbairn’s poems, in addition
to three other poems.

Translation can be a controversial issue for some. My
general philosophy in this respect is that no good translation
can be or should be better than the original; otherwise it
might be a distortion. Similarly, no good translator can
recreate a badly written original and still calls it a true and
correct translation. Whilst, I believe that these principles
apply even to poetry, we should not lose sight of the fact that
poetry translation requires a more sophisticated treatment.
This is particularly the result of the increased need to
understand the codes and cultures of both the source and
target languages. The trick is to select the right code rather

23



than the exact corresponding word. The emphasis should be
on the intended original meaning, or on the spirit rather than
the mere technicalities. This usually means that some
imagination and creativity are needed in the process,
particularly in the choice ofterms from the target language
that can convey the original meaning and appeal to the new
readership. One simple way of looking at this process is
putting myself in the shoes of the poet. I wrote the poem in
English, and now I am going to tell it in Arabic. I want to tell
the same thing with the same beauty in either languages. I am
the same spirit that is using different tools to haunt the hearts
with the same rate of heartbeat.

Every individual poem was a challenge by its own merit.
Every individual poem was for me a learning exercise in
Australian poetry as well as in the art of translation. The joy I
obtained from doing this work is only surpassed by the joy of
writing my own articles. What I read in the poems and in the
biographies of the Australian poets makes me very proud and
honoured indeed to have had this opportunity in dealing with
such fine human beings, be it in spirit or in reality. Those
poets who I had the chance to speak to directly or to
correspond with regarding obtaining their consent were,
without hesitation, extremely helpful and supportive.

Raghid Nahhas
Sydney, Australia
June 1998
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Aranda Song

Ankotarinya*

Ankotarinya in his burrow is decorated with red down.
Red is the down which is covering me
Red I am as though I was burning in fire.

Red I am as though I was burning in fire
Bright red gleams the ochre with which I have rubbed my body.

Red I am as though I was burning in fire
Red, too, is the hollow in which I am lying.

Red I am like the heart of a flame of fire
Red, too, is the hollow in which I am lying.

The red tjurunga is resting upon my head
Red, too, is the hollow in which I am lying.

The great tnatantja stands on his head and shoots up to the sky.
Like a whirlwind it is towering to the sky
Like a pillar of red sand it is towering to the sky.

The tnatantja is towering to the sky
Like a pillar of red sand it is towering to the sky.

*Translated from the Aranda by T.G.H. Strehlow
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CORROBOREE SONG

(Nunggubuyu people)

Flood Water*

Running downhill, spilling over, searching and spilling
ever increasing, gathering sticks, enlarging

flood water, flood water

it flows out, flood water, flood water

it has gathered up sticks, flood water, flood water

the flood water takes itself to the brackish water [to the sea]
flood water, flood water.

*Translated into English by Mungayana Nundhirribala
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Charles Harpur

from A Coast View

Dead city walls may pen us in, but still

Her* influence seeks, to find us, -even there,
Through many a simple means. A vagrant mass
Of sunshine, falling into some void place,

Shall warm us to heart, and trade awhile,

Though through some sorrowful reminiscence,
With instincts which, regenerated thus,

Make us child-happy. A stray gust of wind

Pent in and wasting up the narrow lanes,

Shall breathe insinuations to our age

Of youth’s fresh promise. Even a bird, though caged,
Shall represent past freedom, and its notes

Be spirited with memories that call

Around us the fresh fumes of bubbling books

And far wild woods. Nay, even a scanty vine,
Trailing along some backyard wall, shall speak
Love’s first green language; and (so cheap is truth)
A bucket of clear water from the well

Be in its homely brightness beautiful.

* Nature
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Henry Kendall

The Last of His Tribe

He crouches, and buries his face on his knees,
And hides in the dark of his hair;

For he cannot look up to the storm-smitten trees,
Or think of the loneliness there:

Of the loss and the loneliness there.

The wallaroos grope through the tufts of the grass,
And turn to their covers for fear;

But he sits in the ashes and let them pass

Where the boomerangs sleep with the spear:

With the nullah, the sling, and the spear.

Uloola, behold him! The thunder that breaks

On the tops of the rocks with the rain,

And the wind which drives up with the salt of the lakes,
Have made him a hunter again:

A hunter and fisher again.

For his eyes have been full of a smouldering thought;
But he dreams of the hunts of yore,

And of foes that he sought, and of fights that he fought
With those who will battle no more:

Who will go to the battle no more.

It is well that the water which tumbles and fills

Goes moaning and moaning along;
For an echo rolls out from the sides of the hills,
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And he starts at a wonderful song:
At the sounds of a wonderful song.

And he sees, through the rents of the scattering fogs,
The corroberee warlike and grim,

And the lurba who sat by the fire on the logs,

To watch, like a mourner, for him:

Like a mother and mourner, for him.

Will he go in his sleep from these desolate lands,

Like a chief, to the rest of his race,

With the honey-voiced woman who beckons, and stands,
And gleams like a Dream in his face —

Like a marvellous Dream in his face?
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Anonymous

The Convict’s Rum Song

Cut yer name across my backbone,
Stretch me skin across a drum,
Iron me up on Pinchgut Island
From to-day till Kingdom Come!

I will eat yer Norfolk dumpling
Like a juicy spanish plum,

Even dance the Newgate Hornpipe
If ye’ll only gimme RUM!
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A. B. Paterson

Pioneers

They came of bold and roving stock that would not fixed
abide;

They were the sons of field and flock since €’er they learned
to ride;

We may not hope to see such men in these degenerate years
As those explorers of the bush — the brave old pioneers.

“Twas they who rode the trackless bush in heat and storm and
drought;

“Twas they who heard the master-word that called them
further out;

“Twas they that followed up the trail the mountain cattle
made '

And pressed across the mighty range where now their bones
are laid.

But now the times are dull and slow, the brave old days are
dead

When hardy bushmen started out and forced their way ahead
By tangled scrub and forests grim towards the unknown
West,

and spied the far-off promised land from off the ranges’ crest.

Oh! Ye that sleep in lonely graves by far-off ridge and plain,
We drink to you in silence now as Christmas comes again,
The men who fought the wilderness through rough, unsettled
years —

The founders of our nations life, the brave old pioneers.
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Mary Gilmore

An Aboriginal Simile

There was no stir among the trees,
No pulse in the earth,

No movement in the void;

The grass was a dry white fire.
Then in the distance rose a cloud,
And a swift rain came:

Like a woman running,

The wind in her hair.
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Barcroft Boake

An Allegory

The fight was over, and the battle won.

A soldier, who beneath his chieftain’s eye

Had done a mighty deed and done it well,

And done it as the world will have it done-

A stab, a curse, some quick play of the butt,

Two skulls cracked clockwise, but the colours saved-
Proud of his wounds, proud of the promised cross,
Turned to his rear-rank man, who on his gun
Leant heavily apart. ‘Ho, friend!’ he called,

‘You did not fight then: were you left behind?

I saw you not.” The other turned and showed

A gaping, red-lipped wound upon his breast.

‘Ah,’ said he sadly, ‘I was in the smoke!’

Threw up his arms, shivered, and fell and died.
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Henry Lawson

Ned'’s Delicate Way

Ned knew I was short of tobacco one day,
And that I was too proud to ask for it;

He hated such pride, but his delicate way
Forbade him to take me to task for it.

I loathed to be cadging tobacco from Ned,

But, when I was just on the brink of it:

‘I’ve got a new brand of tobacco,’ he said-

‘Try a smoke, and let me know what you think of it.”
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Charles W. Hayward

King George V

He did his duty both by peers and peasants
In council chambers, gilded halls and camps;
And in his leisure moments potted pheasants
And perseveringly collected stamps.
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Christopher Brennan

from The Quest of Silence

Fire in the heavens, and fire along the hills,
and fire made solid in the flinty stone,
thick-mass’d or scatter’d pebble, fire that fills
the breathless hour that lives in fire alone.

This valley, long ago the patient bed

of floods that carv’d its antient amplitude,

in stillness of the Egyptian crypt outspread,
endures to drown in noon-day’s tyrant mood.

Behind the veil of burning silence bound,

vast life’s innumerous busy littleness

is hush’d in vague-conjectured blur of sound

that dulls the brain with slumbrous weight, unless
some dazzling puncture let the stridence throng
in the cicada’s torture-point of song.
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J. Shaw Neilson

The Orange Tree

The young girl stood beside me. I

Saw not what her young eyes could see:
- A light, she said, not of the sky

Lives somewhere in the Orange Tree.

- Isit, I said, of east or west?

The heartbeat of a luminous boy

Who with his faltering flute confessed
Only the edges of his joy?

Was he, I said, borne to the blue
In a mad escapade of Spring
Ere he could make a fond adieu
To his love in the blossoming?

- Listen! The young girl said. There calls
No voice, no music beats on me;

But it is almost sound: it falls

This evening on the Orange Tree.

- Does he, I said, so fear the spring
Ere the white sap too far can climb?
See in the full gold evening

All happenings of the olden time?

Is he so goaded by the green?

Does the compulsion of the dew
Make him unknowable but keen
Asking with beauty of the blue?
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- Listen! The young girl said. For all
Your hapless talk you fail to see
There is a light, a step, a call

This evening on the Orange Tree.

- Isit, I said, a waste of love
Imperishably old in pain,
Moving as an affrighted dove
Under the sunlight or the rain?

Is it a fluttering heart that gave
Too willingly and was reviled?
Is it the stammering at a grave,
The last word of a little child?

- Silence! The young girl said. Oh, why,
Why will you talk to weary me?

Plague me no longer now, for I

Am listening like the Orange Tree.
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Anonymous
(Narranyeri people, South Australia)

Song: The Railway Train*

You see the smoke at Kapunda

The steam puffs regularly,

Showing quickly, it looks like frost,
It runs like running water,

It blows like a spouting whale.

*Translated by George Taplin, 1879.
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Robert D. FitzGerald

Edge

Knife’s edge, moon’s edge, water’s edge,
graze the throat of the formed shape

that sense fills where shape vanishes:

air at the ground limit of steel,

the thin disk in the moon’s curve,

land gliding out of no land.

The new image, the freed thought,

are carved from the inert bulk

where the known ends and the unknown
is cut down before it — at the mind’s edge,
the knife-edge at the throat of darkness.
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Kenneth Slessor

Beach Burial

Softly and humbly to the Gulf of Arabs

The convoys of dead sailors come;

At night they sway and wander in the waters from under,
But morning rolls them in the foam.

Between the sob and clubbing of the gunfire

Someone, it seems, has time for this,

To pluck them from the shallows and bury them in burrows
And tread the sand upon their nakedness;

And each cross, the driven stake of tidewood,

Bears the last signature of men,

Written with such perplexity, with such bewildered pity,
The words choke as they begin —

‘Unknown seaman’ — the ghostly pencil

Wavers and fades, the purple drips,

The breath of the wet season has washed their inscriptions
As blue as drowned men’s lips,

Dead seamen, gone in search of the same landfall,
Whether as enemies they fought,

Or fought with us, or neither; the sand joins them together,
Enlisted on the other front.
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A. D. Hope

The Death of the Bird

For every bird there is this last migration:

Once more the cooling year kindles her heart;
With a warm passage to the summer station
Love pricks the course in lights across the chart.

Year after year a speck on the map, divided

By a whole hemisphere, summons her to come;
Season after season, sure and safely guided,
Going away she is also coming home.

And being home, memory becomes a passion

With which she feeds her brood and straws her nest,
Aware of ghosts that haunt the heart possession
And exiled love mourning within the breast.

The sands are green with a mirage of valleys;
The palm-tree casts a shadow not its own;
Down the long architrave of temple or palace
Blows a cool air from moorland scraps of stone.

And day by day the whisper of love grows stronger;
That delicate voice, more urgent with despair,
Custom and fear constraining her no longer,

Drives her at last on the waste leagues of air.

A vanishing speck in those inane dominions,
Single and frail, uncertain of her place,
Alone in the bright host of her companions,
Lost in the blue unfriendliness of space,
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She feels it close now, the appointed season:
The invisible thread is broken as she flies;
Suddenly, without warning, without reason,
The guiding sparks of instinct winks and dies.

Try as she will, the trackless world delivers

No way, the wilderness of light no sign,

The immense and complex map of hills and rivers
Mocks her small wisdom with its vast design.

And darkness rises from the eastern valleys,

And the winds buffet her with their hungry breath,
And the great earth, with neither grief nor malice,
Receives the tiny burden of her death.
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Elizabeth Riddell

After Lunik Two

It was like falling out of love, a wisp of grief
Identifiable pain, unease, regret

As for the end of summer when a brilliant feather
Lies on the grass and the bright bird flown on.

It was a sort of cruelty, a small torture,

A shudder in the skin, and yet

That night the pure moon floated like a leaf
Moist, pale, and patterned in her familiar way
Between her stars and clouds, the candid moon.

No mark of the insolent arrow on her cheek,
No crimson kiss or tear to show her wound
She passed on her dark acres to the deep
Green gulf of day, and so with her

My fears and sorrows into caves of sleep.
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Ronald Robinson

Altjeringa

Nude, smooth, and giant-huge,
the torsos of the gums

hold up the vast dark cave

as the great moon comes.

Shock-headed black-boy stands,
with rigid, thrusting spear,
defiant and grotesque

against that glistening sphere.

In clenched, contorted birth
black banksias agonise;

out of the ferns and earth,
half-formed, beast-boulders rise;

because The Bush goes back,
back to a time unknown:
chaos that had no word,

nor image carved on stone.
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John Bray

Address to the Pigeons in Hurtle Square

The pigeons in the square

Are pert and debonair.

Plumped out with scattered scraps,
They cease to fear mishaps,
Accost me as [ walk

With wheedling salesman’s talk,
And when I don’t provide

They jostle me aside.

Security we know

Is mortal’s chiefest foe,

And Shakespeare’s warning words
Embrace both men and birds.
They end who this defy

Cat’s lunch or pigeon pie.

So fly off, bludging crew,

And do not shit on my shoe.
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Douglas Stewart

Marree

Oh the corrugated-iron town

In the corrugated-iron air

Where the shimmering heat-waves glare
To the red-hot iron plain

And the steel mirage beyond:

The blackfellow’s squalid shanty
Of rags and bags and tins,

The bright-red dresses of the gins
Flowering in that hot country
Like lilies in the dust’s soft pond:

The camels’ bones and the bullocks’,
The fierce red acre of death

Where the Afghan groans beneath
His monstrous concrete blankets
That peel in the heat like rind:

Where life if it hopes to breathe
Must crawl in the shade of a stone
Like snake and scorpion:

All tastes like dust in the mouth,
All strikes like iron in the mind.
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John Manifold

Garcia Lorca Murdered in Granada

Night by nightfall more benighted
Folds the gypsy city under;
Desolation gives a mongrel’s
Homeless tongue to the horizon.

In that skull where lemons ripened,
Children sang, and water bubbled,
In the fount of golden numbers
They have set their leaden silence.

They whose bullets he attracted —
Devotees of rigor mortis,
Black, and lecherous for blackness —

Could not cosset their deformity

Save in Granada lacking
Federico Garcia Lorca.
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David Campbell

Night sowing

O gentle, gentle land

Where the green ear shall grow,
Now you are edged with light:
The moon has crisped the fallow,
The furrows run with night.

This is the season’s hour
While couples are in bed,

I sow the paddocks late,
Scatter like sparks the seed
And see the dark ignite.

O gentle land, I sow

The heart’s living grain.

Stars draw their harrows over,
Dews send their melting rain:
I meet you as a lover.
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Judith Wright

The Company of Lovers

We meet and part now over all the world.
We, the lost company,

take hands together in the night, forget

the night in our brief happiness, silently.

We who sought many things, throw all away
for this one thing, one only,

remembering that in the narrow grave

we shall be lonely.

Death marshals up his armies round us now.
‘Their footsteps crowd too near.

Lock your warm hand above the chilling heart
and for a time I live without my fear.

Grope in the night to find me and embrace,
for the dark preludes of the drums begin,

and round us, round the company of lovers,
Death draws his cordons in.
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James McAuley

Tune for Swans

Black swan leaving
Your reedy nest

To sail on the waters
With quiet breast,
While you are far

The grey rat has come
Destroying, despoiling:
Turn again home.

Black swan dipping

Your neck to feed

In the half-lit pastures

Of wavering weed,

While you are far

The marauder has come:
Where is your treasure now?
Turn again home.
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Anonymous

(From the diary of an Australian soldier, September 1917)

Adieu, the years are a broken song,

And the right grows weak in the strife with wrong,
The lilies of love have a crimson stain

And the old days never will come again.
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Jack Davis

Day Flight

I closed my eyes as I sat in the jet

And I asked the hostess if she would let
Me take on board a patch of sky

And a dash of the blue-green sea.

Far down below my country gleamed

In thin dry rivers and blue-white lakes
And most I longed for, there as I dreamed,
A square of the desert, stark and red,

To mould a pillow for a sleepy head

And a cloak to cover me.
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L—’ an covot
Gwen Har

In the Park

She sits in the park. Her clothes are out of date.
Two children whine and bicker, tug her skirt.
A third draws aimless patterns in the dirt.
Someone she loved once passes by- too late

to feign indifference to that casual nod.

‘How nice,’ etcetera. ‘Time holds great surprises.’
From his neat head unquestionably rises

a small balloon ... ‘but for the grace of God...’

They stand awhile in flickering light, rehearsing
the children’s names and birthdays. ‘It’s so sweet
to hear their chatter, watch them grow and thrive,’
she says to his departing smile. Then, nursing

the youngest child, sits staring at her feet.

To the wind she says, ‘They have eaten me alive.’
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Rosemary Dobson

The Three Fates

At the instant of drowning he invoked the three sisters.
It was a mistake, an aberration, to cry out for
life everlasting.

He came up like a cork and back to the river-bank,
Put on his clothes in reverse order,
returned to the house.

He suffered the enormous agonies of passion
writing poems from the end backwards,
brushing away tears that had not yet fallen.

Loving her wildly as the day regressed towards morning
he watched her swinging in the garden, growing younger,
barefoot, straw-hatted.

And when she was gone and the house and the swing and daylight

there was an instant’s pause before it began all over,
the reel unrolling towards the river.
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Buluguru

Working Song*

Shavings, fall from the carved stick.
Scales, drop off my carved snake.

*Translated from the Yaoro by E.A. Worms.
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Oodgeroo of the Tribe Noonuccal*

Dawn Wail for the Dead

Dim light of daybreak now

Faintly over the sleeping camp.

Old lubra first to wake remembers:

First thing every dawn

Remember the dead, cry for them.

Softly at first her wail begins,

One by one as they wake and hear

Join in the cry, and the whole camp

Wails for the dead, the poor dead
-Gone from here to the dark place:

They are remembered.

Then it is over, life now,

Fires lit, laughter now,

And a new day calling.

*Formerly known as Kath Walker.
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Anne Edgeworth

In Memoriam James McCauley

The pallid cuckoo is here, Jim,
mounting the tiny stair

that you once built for him

out of air;

Early workers in spring

at open windows rejoice
to hear the questioner sing
with your voice.

101



055 (§ e

)\.B.’.'J‘ UJ

Logds [ s Uy Lo oo

3l bl wel J) Bl iy
Dl & 6 i) _;l-’.h'*{\ Y

s U1 ] 2 tnte s 210 oo Lutilics
e B g gt e s Of )
Zuall st U it Connadl a3 G5
S il y el Ll

'u’;ﬂ‘ L u"‘.m‘ J

102



Geoffrey Dutton
Time of Waiting

He will sit at the bare table, reading a dictionary,
Glancing at his watch, waiting for time to begin,

As it has already, on some heat-struck pavement
Contradicted by a cool summer dress

Disguising an urgency of limbs, till at last

Through the heavy semi-silence of the city

Breaks her light step along the empty corridor

And words and minutes fall like clothing to the floor.
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Eric Rolls

Rain Forest

It is difficult to keep sane in it.

Nothing is seen to move

Yet there is a noise of moving

And of closing in.

Water drips

And vines shift on trunks

Stealthily as garrotters.

One is grateful for sudden normal sounds-
The flapping of a goura pigeon

Or the braying of a bird of paradise.

The floor cannot be trusted.

The live root and the rotting log

Are covered with the same brown slime.
One must maintain faith

In the existence of the earth

Or lose the courage to walk.

Overhead is a blankness of green.
Leaves belong nowhere.

They have been spilled out of infinity
And hang as nebulous as fog.

Leeches draw attention to the lack of colour,
The thighs of the police-boys run with blood.
It is necessary to keep sane.

One might well open a vein

And decorate a bower for dying

With red rosettes.
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Francis Webb

The Gunner

When the gunner spoke in his sleep the hut was still,
Uneasily strapped to the reckless wheel of his will;
Silence, humble, directionless as fog.

Lifted, and minutes were rhythmical on the log;

While slipstream plucked at a wafer of glass and steel,
Engines sliced and scooped the air’s thin wall,
And those dim spars dislodged from the moon became
Red thongs of tracer whipping boards aflame.

Listening, you crouched in the turret, watchful and taut
-Bogey two thousand, skipper, corkscrew to port-
Marvellous, the voice: driving electric fires

Through the panel of sleep, the black plugs, trailing wires.

The world spoke through its dream, being deaf and blind,
Its words were those of the dream, yet you might find
Forgotten genius, control, alive in this deep

Instinctive resistance to the perils of sleep.
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Anonymous

Wenberi’s Song

We all go to the bones
all of them shining white in this Dulur country.

The noise of our father Bunjil
rushing down singing inside this breast of mine.
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Vincent Buckley

Youth Leader

In the wedge head the eyes are

Too glibly moved, under hair combed forward
In the Roman fashion.

A programme in a hair style.

His torso holds the promise of a paunch.

He is big with history

And the streets go crazy at his lifted hand.
How many dead will bloat the gutters

When he learns to lower it ?
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Alan Riddell

Goldfish at an Angle

Fish in the bowl have no depth at all
to my eye at this angle.

And even head-on
curiously then flatten

themselves against glass against eyes against
-the world. Fenced

round they are, yet not
round but flat

they are
there.
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R. F. Brissenden

Walking Down Jalan Thamrin

Jalan Thamrin in Denpasar

Was made by feet-

The feet of men, horses, dogs, pigs, cattle.
Now we walk a narrow dusty strip
Between the open ditch

And the petrol-stinking bitumen

Roaring with motorbikes, bemos, cars.

An old woman

Delicately erect

Balancing a pink rolled mattress

On her head

Threads her way towards us through the traffic.

On her left hand, in the ditch,

Two pigs

Root and snuffle through a heap of garbage.
On her right

A boy

White shirt fresh as a photograph from Vogue
Pedals a gleaming bicycle:

On his handlebars

A flower.
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R. A. Simpson

Antarctica

After my talking destroyed her
I looked down at the rocks below...
The sea filling a cave, the way it retreated.

Left on that summer cliff along the breakers
I lifted my head to glimpse far off

A miracle — Antarctica

(Or so it seemed) —

A white, glass thread

Incredibly expanding.

And then I knew I knew myself, grew cold.
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Peter Porter

What I have Written I have Written

It is the little stone of unhappiness
which I keep with me. I had it as a child
and put it in a drawer. There came

a heap of paper to put beside it,

letters, poems, a brittle dust

of affection, sallowed by memory.

Aphorisms came. Not evil, but

the competition of two goods

brings you to the darkened room.

I gave the stone to a woman

and it glowed. I set my mind

to hydraulic work, lifting words

from their swamp. In the light from the stone
her face was bloated. When she died

the stone returned to me, a present

from reality. The two goods

were still contending. From wading pools
the children grew to darken

gardens with their shadows. Duty

is better than love, it suffers no betrayal.

Beginning again, I notice

I have less breath but the joining

is more golden. There is a long way to go,
among gardens and alarms,

after-dinner sleeps peopled by toads

and all the cries of childhood.

Someone comes to say my name

has been removed from the honourable
Company of Scribes. Books in the room
turn their backs on me.
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Old age will be the stone and me together.
I have become used to its weight

in my pocket and my brain.

To move it from lining to lining

like Beckett’s tramp,

To modulate to the major

or throw it at the public —

all is of no avail. But I’ll add

to the songs of the stone. These words
I take from my religious instruction,
complete responsibility -

Let them be entered in the record,
What I have written I have written.
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Mackenzie Munro

Tiger Moth

Swing the prop

Moth bursts into song
taxi on the grass
brolgas move aside.

Ease the throttle forward
tail comes up with stick
keeping straight the rudder
flying in the air.

Like a grey crane gliding
over along the creek
banking slightly then
into the arms of the sun.
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Bruce Dawe

The Flag of the Future

is already flapping in the minds of people

it will cover 3,000,000 square miles

and be as small as a postage stamp

it will be as vast as a West Australian sunset
and invade the psyche

it will hang outside every CES

like the long-term unemployed

and be run up the mast at Majo seeking a salute

it will draw to itself like a magnet
the iron fillings of monomania
the rusty needles of opportunism

like all flags it will oversee an unimaginable journey

at times blood will fuse its folds together like an adhesion
at other times it just won’t be able to help being beautiful
it will be betrayed by its own idealism

and its heroes will be forgotten like earlier heroes

shining in their shrouds

only to rise again from new-ploughed furrows

like dragon’s teeth
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because it is in the world and of it

it will suffer all the indignities of creatures

it will be burned and adored

and many of its truest followers

will not be found in the halls of parliaments

and government annexes

but in out-of-the-way places

and failing country towns

where they are not always sure what its colours are
even though they know it’s the only one for them
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Evan Jones

Noah’s Song

The animals are silent in the hold,

Only the lion coughing in the dark

As in my ageing arms once more [ fold
My mistress and the mistress of the Ark.

That, the rain, and the lapping of the sea:
Too many years have brought me to this boat
Where days swim by with such monotony,
Days of the fox, the lion and the goat.

Her breathing and the slow beat of the clock
Accentuate the stillness of the room,

Whose walls and floor and ceiling seem to lock
Into a space as single as the tomb.

A single room set up against the night,
The hold of animals, and nothing more:
For any further world is out of sight —
There are no people, and there is no shore.

True, the time passes in unbroken peace:

To some, no doubt, this ark would seem a haven.
But all I can hope for is release.

Tomorrow I’ll send out the dove and raven.
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Vivian Smith

Tasmania

Water colour country. Here the hills
rot like rugs beneath enormous skies
and all day long the shadows of the clouds
stain the paddocks with their running dyes.

In the small valleys and along the coast,

the land untamed between the scattered farms,
deconsecrated churches lose their paint

and failing pubs their fading coats of arms.

Beyond the beach the pine trees creak and moan,
in the long valley poplars in a row,

the hills breathing like a horse’s flank

with grasses combed and clean of the last snow.
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Chris Wallace-Crabbe

The Secular

However you look at it,
The abundant secular,
How splendid it all appears
Shifting and coruscating
All over and everywhere,
All at once, repeatedly,

In little waves of motion
And stubbornly tangible.

Look, I grant all that you say:
Whoever the creator

He brutally botched the job,

But how tough his furniture
Really is made, piece by piece!
[ jump on his solid stones

Or dance on these rustling fields
And hear the sap leaps in trees
Already marked out for death.
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David Malouf

Guide to the Perplexed

As unpredictable as picnic weather, blue

eyes shine from the heads of perfect bullies,

angels turn away, the Golden Gasket’s drawn, for no
good reason a terminal illness is arrested. This

too a sort of gift — to be dealt thirteen

trumps, a full hand of masterpieces. Oil fields

sleep for centuries under the camel

kingdoms. Horses are bred that carry algebra

north to solve the dreams of planet-watchers. Iron
weapons in the right hand, and a syntax

equal to the decisions that must be taken,

means more and faster highways, bigger

battles, further provinces to rule,

a land the delta floods and seed that makes

us more aggressive forebears. There is justice

too of course; and solemnly we work

towards it. But luck comes undeserved as this world’s
free and final grace. Though someone somewhere always
pays, we praise it, wishing at each season,

our friends, in life, in love, the lucky break.
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Thomas Shapcott

Water

Even then you must admit water

is a strange thing to have to swallow.

Taste at most is borrowed from matter

like rock-spit, vegetable-lust. Our shallow
tongues decide on the very first

offer. Our mouths spout for the suck

and nipple of cloud-slime to quench thirst.
Admit it: God (or call it Luck)

was playing something odd when water

was approached. What we are able

to drown in, we have to take up and offer

as debt. What we see as a fable

of power we grow to accept as mere
nourishment. Strange when our hands

are cupped in the supplicant gesture of prayer
they are more truly at the land’s

edge, demesne of water. Thirst

is the salt in the surf. Water; the dream of the lost.
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Randolph Stow

Ishmael

Oasis. Discovered homeland. My eyes drink at your eyes.
Noon by noon, under leaves, my dry lips seek you.

The red earth arches away to gibber and dune.
[ shall not return to this uncharted spring.

Antarctic seas work statuary of ice,
and sand-toothed wind, in the hungry waiting country,

raises unseen its pale memorials
to lioness, sphinx and man. These blinding images

I call to mind to mould the mind, inviting
desert and sky to take me, wind to shape me,

strip me likewise of softness, strip me of love,
leaving a calm regard, a remembering care.

whoever loves you, whoever is loved by you,
speaks from my heart. That said, enough of speaking,

a clean break now. My ghost will not come creeping.
One night for words, and then my tenure ends.

The hawks wheel in the dawnlight, the dawn breeze blows
from the heart of drought, from the hungry waiting country

- and what have | to leave, but this encumbering
tenderness, like gear for ever unclaimed.
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Carmel Gaffney

To a Scottish Carmelite

He, the poet, said you twittered away
Behind those iron bars like a bird

In a cage. The silly image festered my mind.
Cordelia, I thought. Crushed beauty? Beauty
Confined? It was all wrong. The fool had
Seen but Reality’s shadow. In your ring of
Fire you sing of freedom to imprisoned man.
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Judith Rodriguez

A Lifetime Devoted to Literature

In your twenties you knew with elegiac certainty
you would die young. Your father’s heart attack
tallied, a verification.

Thirty was your worst year: the thirties fatal to genius,
and genius undeclared by the would-be oracles.
You gave thought to publication;

then a news item — friend dropped dead in the street —
co-eval, a get-up-and-go editorial
viceroy at thirty-four —

cheered you somehow. You planned aloud and in detail,
publishers ventured for you, reviews came your way
as you learned to joke and your hair thinned,

and several thromboses onward you inhabit unruffled

an active advisory presence: a sitter on Boards
preparing to live for ever.
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Les Murray

Below Bronte House

The children pouring down,
supervised, into the ravine

and talking animatedly all over
each other like faces in a payout
of small change, now come in
under a vast shadowy marquee

of native fig and tree of heaven.

In their indigo and white

they flow on down, glimpsed
between the patisserie trunks

of green coral trees, and as

they go on towards the ocean

they are still tangling and grabbing
at an elusive bright string

that many want to pick off others
and off themselves. It is

of course childhood, which they
scorn as a disabling naiveté

even under the enchanted rotation
of gun-sleeved sky-propellor trees.
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Anne Fairbairn

High Country Dreaming

(For A. D. Hope, a man from the Monaro)

Here, in the vast intensity of silence,

while planets circle in the twofold void

and midnight stars bless these weathered slopes,
the primal pulse of granite sings with light.

A sacred kingfisher, sensing pure paths

of air, glides across this radiance

towards the dark surrounding hills, seeking

in summer-scented love, a termite nest

in which to peck a hollow for its eggs.

Beneath soft-shadowed mountain ash, brumbies

rest flank to flank, a herd of flesh;

their veins are taut and full, their long manes matted.
Led by a white stallion, the black, chestnut,

dappled, blue roans and the red, the mares

with foals, know each sheltered valley, the peaks
and high plains.

Suddenly, with thrusting hoofs,

flying sphagnum moss and a striped frenzy

of corroboree frogs, the horses leap

as one, out over deep rock gullies where rising
mists protect their wildness. The stallion dances,
frolics, twisting then kicking at the moonlight
on his upward course, while icy creek

splash stars over ochre pebbles, rushing down
past stringybarks and bony eucalypts.
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Up, the white horse heads them, up to that place
where poets always wander in their dreams,

fired by the night-sky’s blazing plentitude.

From this summit ridges fall away

towards a holy union of earth and sky,

where ribboned clouds draw blood from the coming day.
As slow light floods the mountain flanks, the stallion
rears above the dawn, searching our fading

southern heavens for his star-winged sign.

Here he makes the elements his own,

claiming in airy altitude, the sun.

Rutting and posing, splendid in his pride,

his keen, high-stepping hoofs awake a spring.
The muse smiles and poets’ voices rise,

free in spirit as this roaming herd,

to hail our mountain’s lucent, brimming source.
Yet in the sunlight as [ kneel to drink

and look towards the clear, blue-ranged distance,
a sense of trespass quietly clouds my joy.

I see wreathing trails of bitter smoke

drifting through time from bogong feasts and hear
hollow click-sticks echoing despair,

within the troubled darkness of remorse.

Through noon’s brooding silence, while the brumbies
graze in stony herbfields of heath and feldmark,
alpine butterflies weave the finespun air,

wildflowers nod assent to honeyeaters

and wonga pigeons preen in tufted snowgrass.

The eternal dreaming here is spirit-flowing

making whole. Once more [ kneel at the spring

to drink, purest water and the light.

I am this earth, these rocks, this day, this night.
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When evening’s far-rimmed West receives the sun,
draining summer colour from this day,

the stallion turns his horses towards the slopes.
Breaking away, he soars over cliffs and chasms,
flying down through the golden dusk, leading

his herd to their hidden valley, where, beneath

the naked stars, he rests in shadowed dreaming.
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J. S. Harry

Honesty-Stones

The land between us

had grown so bare

the landscape so denuded —

all we had left was what we knew —
just the rocks and the shade they cast —
your eyes my eyes, across them.

We did not need to speak, to talk.
Everything was in the rocks.
It had been said before.

We could not live there.
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Geoff Page

Country Nun

In a café under a lazy fan

she talks with her brother,

the breath of cows upon him,

A line of sun and hat across his brow.
Wimpled above the steak and peas,

She drifts away / drifts back,

floating as she did

in cowfields of their childhood,

lingering on the few books in the living room,
always last to the pool.

From rough-saen walls

beyond the memory of decision

she moves through knee-high pastures
to a convent gate

farewell.

Soon now

he will need to walk her back,
feeling her lift already
towards the pure insistence
of the bell.
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Geoffrey Lehmann

Song for Past Midnight

The calico-pale paddocks through the window
Are glazed in stillness, two o’clock, the hour
Of dew and frost, stiff leaves, inert houses.

Moving amongst shadows of furniture

I drink a glass of water in the dark.
Deep in the night dark shapes of cows are feeding.
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Roger McDonald

Components

Here are
Blue teapot,
aluminium air.

A yellow desk,
straw matting,
wheaten lines of dusk.

A mango tree,
light climbing down
from day.

And distant thunder
walking into glass.

Here are
three components
equally clear.

The sound
of millet broom
on stony ground.

A child’s fist
pounding on boards
without rest.

A woman’s voice
warping the afternoon
with its one choice.
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Margaret Bradstock

The Mask

Sometimes
amongst peeling wallpaper,
the electrician calling,
politely shared eroticism
on weekend nights,
you catch a glimse
of love’s wild fox, fleeting
through the rank undergrowth
with a smell like musk
and you remember, both of you,
before it runs to earth
the baying of hounds,
the brush that was the prize.
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John Tranter

The Death Circus

the death circus moves in.

all you’re worth is in it

the man with the plastic face
opens up his graves for you to see

the lady with the soft legs

opens up in the night

all the moon

long, the bitter light

chews at our faces. you will not like
the happy flame circus in the roaring dark

we were taking a ride

way out south, somewhere you have never been
into a country of cold beauty

the salamander circus

followed like a hungry dog
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Robert Adamson

Sonnet to be Written from Prison

We will take it seriously as we open our morning paper.
Someone’s broken loose, another child’s been

wounded by a pen-knife. A small fire down the bottom

of a suburban garden smells of flesh. Dark circles under

the mother’s eyes appear on television; she’s seen

her baby at the morgue. Our country moves closer to the world:
a negro’s book is on the shelves. The criminal’s become
mythologized; though yesterday he curled

over and didn’t make the news. So the myth continues, growing
fat and dangerous on a thousand impractical intuitions.

The bodies of old sharks hang on the butcher’s hooks.

In broad day somewhere a prisoner is escaping.

The geriatrics are suddenly floating in their institutions.

The myth is torn apart and stashed away in books.
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Robert Gray

Cattle

With their boxing-glove muzzles

They will stand in your path, heads lowered,
Or run stumbling through bracken

And creeks for no reason,

The grass alive with their fear.

Their bodies heavy

With milk and beef — awkward
As felled timber, they live
Herded by dogs and whips,

By our curses and impatience.

In downpours the mists

They stand like mute sentinels — immobile
With solemn, wide-open eyes,

Staring through hills and fences.

At night they bellow

Across paddocks and gullies,

Wake us from sleep and reassure us
Of our dreams and homestead.

Branded with fire

They have plodded through

Grass, mud and water for centuries —
Leaving, across continents,

A cleft print

That man will decipher
As an omen of his final hunger.
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Alison Clark

The Moon Behind the Branches

Framed by dark tributaries,

the real sea snoring half a mile away
from these lake birds’ harrowing
theatrical cries: round eye, gold
touchstone of the world

observed without utility or haste

(the shape and shade of leaves,

the sequence of the whipbird’s notes),
bless your child who stumbles homeward
through the sandy shallows of the track;
divert dreams of the world’s end;

keep the mouse family’s doings to a mutter!
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Lynette Kirby

To Dance on Stones

Music and words
breathe in the blood
a quickening —

to dance on stones

with bare feet

and grip the earth

with fingers finely fluted

to the rhythm of wild reed pipe,
the sob of the oboe,

to find the pulse of a word,

is to touch centuries.
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Mark O’Connor

Fire

The oldest human fossil;

my castles those the stone age saw.

I am man’s comforter, tiger-fence,

and my own master. Burning the past

I give cold sand, clean ash.

I am wisdom’s father, technology’s

mother, the first safe nest on ground;
Heraclitan flux made visible; round me
familiar grunts first made a family’s meaning.

Still I burn with hot indifference; follow

who feed me best. And my best servants
died before speech was baked in clay.
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Michael Sharkey

Poem for Translation into Any Other Tongue

I kiss your armpits
and your eyes,
and eyebrows,
digits, nostrils.

and as well

I put my tongue

into your ear.

It pleases me.

Your spine receives attention next:
I kiss your vertebra.

your hips,

and shoulderblades.

Your belly will consume my concentration.
Looks you give me

burn my lips up,

both of them.

How can I talk freely of your breasts?
Hot avocados.
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What I like about your neck
is your head on it,
laughing.

Give me back my tongue,

I left it somewhere in your hair.
My tongue approaches once again,
and gives up,

panting, lying by your side.

And other things about you claim my tongue,
my teeth as well;

they bite your scent,
and you are gone.
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Paul Knobel

My Homeland

My homeland’s not on any map

and there aren’t any boundaries
religions or gods.

You don’t need a passport to reach it
or the correct political opinion —

and there’s no such things as gender
in my homeland.

There aren’t any supreme truths

- except for death —
death walks across it in black

the only victor in all the wars;

and violence: violence is always present:
the only enemy;

and tears: someone is always crying
in my homeland.

It’s a place called humanity.
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Michael Dransfield

Rainpoem

three days of rain: indoors

the mind runs over some

eternal mysteries

polishing them lightly: outdoors
noticing how

even the hugest man seems frail,
gentle, trying to keep dry

a loaf of new bread
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Alan Gould

Pearls

Tonight our heaven is an estuary
in which from some Egyptian balcony
a mocking queen has tossed her million pearls.

There’s full-moon nights when sea and sky are halves
of one dark mollusc in the island legend
where wave enfolds with moon and genders pearls.

It is at night that heaven spends with freedom,
when we invent our sprees of spending frenzy
in hot Madras among the tents of peatrls,

our fingers stringing moons of rose and milk
for working girls in Melbourne and New York...
mere images to find the gist of pearls.

Our gestures are to match it, heaven’s glut.
There’s Cleopatra dropping that huge pearl
in stinging vinegar and drinking it,

and, stepping from her crust of stones and pearls,
that lavish Roman, Lolia Paulina —
voluptuaries each, each blind in this,

to snatch the pearl beneath the show of pearls.

I’m mindful also of that Japanese
drawing up his cages on a jetty
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in 1905, who’d sown for seven years
seed-pearls that the plankton ate, at last
farming the itch that clothes a throat in pearls,

farming the fluky irritant that dives
deep into the oyster’s mantle, globing
slowly, cyst-pearl or blister-pearl,

baroque, mellizas, torneadas, gem
with debris at its centre, moon that sweat
will yellow, never pearl without the show of pearl.

Mere images, concretions round a notion
for making time vivacious and unheeding
as a throat illumined once by pearls.

Let daybreak move behind us like a hand

And lightly brush away this heaven’s pearls,
this trade-wind idleness between two harbours.
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Jennifer Maiden

Dew

Dawn is, in essence, sinister as fire.

A fume of bird cries

in the foaming shadows.

The black and omnipresent burning dew.

A leaf as stiff as jade, inhabited

By curt quarrels of light. The novice sun

As cold as an old woman’s righteous mouth.
And soil, itself astir.

With sightless unquenched grief to walk alive.
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Ian Campbell

Leaving Beirut

One day, one summer’s day, she locked the door, and walked
away.
Lord, Lord, the price of hell, it’s too high for her alone, to pay.

The silver of her life had gone — and now she too must go,
Leaving him, her beloved, to watch over their dwelling from
this day.

The chair where he sat, his favourite clothes, the portrait of
father’s

Are all that she saw — and the dust on the floor, where she

- once used to pray.

The roar of the shells does not cease when the guns, the guns
they have died.
Glasses still tinkle and chatter as if in harm’s way.

And when the smoke of the battle had cleared,

the suitcases of their lives, stood ready,

That day, that summer’s day, when she closed the door, and
walked away.
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Robert Harris

Isaiah by Kerosene Lantern Light

This voice an older friend has kept
to patronise the single name he swears by
saying aha, aha to me.

The heresy hunter, sifting these lines
another shrieks through serapax and heroin
that we have a ‘culture’.

These are the very same who shall wait
for plainer faces after they’ve glutted on beauty,
a mild people back from the dead

shall speak the doors down
to the last hullo reaching the last crooked hutch
in forest or forest-like deeps of the town.

These who teach with the fingers and answer
with laughter, with anger, shall be in derision
and the waiting long, and the blue and white days
like a grave in a senseless universe.

I believe this wick and this open book

in the light’s oval, and I disbelieve

everything this generation has told me.
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Martin Langford

Querulous

You would think that it should be enough:
walking the lakeside alone

over bleached moonlit shells —

crunching through night-conversations;
soft elegaics;

the sudden but quiet agreements

of gossiping ducks.
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James Taylor

Blind Persian Fish

Once in the year, the largest fish
sullies forth bearing a gold crown.
This he borrows from out of the
treasury below the qanat.

For five in each twenty-one days
the water’s flux becomes much less.
This is owing to the breath

Inwards and outwards the mountain

takes, hedgehogs live on sun’s rays
and cousin porcupine he’s
immoral. The fish alone can

live on their eggs. The crocodile

lives as a desert patriarch.
Each observes the pattern of the breaths.
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John Foulcher

After the Flood

The motor stops, the boat thuds mud - the river’s bed
at the limit of the farm.

Now grass picks the air again,

its light coat of mud sizzling into dust

under our feet - even the trees are flexed in grey.

The house is the same, though, except for the stain
tied like a ribbon around the walls -

the door grips, bursts, and in the quiet light

it all seems as we left it.

Then the mud

larded over everything, the smell, and the cupboards
cracked and tossed across the room...

After hours of discovery, all that’s left

is to begin. In the shade below the river-level windows,
we dig caves.

It is tedious, heavy work;

the yard piles

like an auction sale, chairs and tables drying,

the feather juice of mattresses.

In the shed, books huddle on the rafters, dry

by two inches. Only my childhood Bible,

coloured in the borders, was caught

in the water - Joshua, Moses, Christ and the Pharisees
swirl in crayon rainbows. The sun blooms them

now, though the pages are brittle with dirt.
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David Brooks

Mosquitoes

After sunset
the heat takes up residence indoors

we move outside

and watch the lightning
craze the Pacific

hear the late birds

cry in the pitch dark

asleep or awake

we listen all night to the ocean
dream it is

The roll and crash of stars

mosquitoes

graze on our nakedness

leave at dawn

through the frayed screens

taking their tiny cargoes of our blood
into the great fields of light

their sound

by midday
the drone of chainsaws, cars on the highway
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Andrew Landsdown

Two Men

There are two men.

A man on the ground
is tossing bricks
to another on the scaffolding.

He swings each weight

in both hands

down to his knees

and up in a single movement.

How the bricks float up

to the catcher’s hands!

like bubbles lifting

through the water

from the bottom of an aquarium.
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Judith Beveridge

Catching Webs

A fragrance would call me out of the house:
threads sweet with pollens.

I’d walk into any alien zone or quiet radar —
(those stolfen threads always fitted so close).
and sometimes coming back to the house
I’d feel a thread break across my lips.

I remember the white purdah of those days
spent amongst the undergarments of trees.
air crisp as dressmaker’s paper

against the bright textile of summer.

I was a child with so much of my world
snatched up 1n/fnend1ng, as life unspooled
from my fingers though I could not feel
those long strands trailing to the South.

I’d go out after meals to watch a thread
trace itself on the sky and wait for it

to drift into my hands; or walk amongst
the flowers draped in negligee

of their leaves. I remember sky

on rising sky, cool air on my lips,

stars that sewed themselves onto the air
like buttons in order of brightness
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and a child’s heart pushing in

like a needle, making a pattern

of its incisions; making a web

out of the stitch of its own silence:

thin thin darning that holds the heart separate
from its white dress. I knew a thread

could be pulled right through

the human body. In the fragrant air,

[ felt the moon in my blood, trailing its wedding.

229



Ll doenil ala
.R,_‘..?-&.\.iu YIS
Loleds gaz &5 Y

g 1 Y

dge s 23 "La®
iy e 1S

~ ey Lo dlo ju i£ 50
JeshdV gl Jraidl iy
da oIt dsti

6 by s
@arell 052 it bty
& gikal) (LJ el y
ol Laade ot
Cnad gl (s 3
St AL ustad 0,80

230



Paul Hetherington

Textures

These are the textures of our lives,
deep, intricate and sensual.

We cannot make them into words
because they are so actual.

‘Here’ nearly expresses them,
such touching pain and pleasure,
direct but quickly complicated —
over-elaborate language falsifies,

as do simplicities. Love

is part, and awkward expectation

that binds the hands, mistrusts the moment,
and wishes drawn from childhood,

obscure moments and desires
near the river foreshore,
gathered up

from a weed-clumped silence.
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Mike Ladd

Tiger Snake
In this country
tiger means snake —

lying in reedbeds
at the back of the mind,

giving you pause
on the river’s edge.

If that ripple isn’t water
then it could be a reptile —

potent shadow,
quiet as breeze on the skin.
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Jemal Sharah

Revelation

It’s night, and blackness stretches from the road
behind me, out, right out beyond the world.
Alone, anarchic — I should be at home

but have let the bus bring me to its last stop
here, at the wintry beach. You can just see,

in the dark, the white, collapsing foam

and hear, amid its clamour, depths of peace.
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ANNE FAIRBAIRN AND THE ARABS

Anne Fairbairn is a published Australian poet, artist and
journalist. She witnessed the tragedy of many of the world’s
trouble-spots that she visited. She reported about the
suffering she observed in various newspapers and journals.
After her trips . to the battlefields of Asia, Iraq and Lebanon,
Fairbairn found poetry to be the true universal language,
transcending racial, religious and political differences. She
decided to endeavour to build understanding between cultures
through poetry, describing herself as a Bridge-Builder. She
has been involved in building a Bridge of Poems between
Australia and the Arab world since 1980.

Fairbairn lectured about Australian poetry in nineteen
universities and other institutions, including schools, Writers’
Centres and on the television, and radio in twelve Arab
countries. The many interviews with Fairbairn in the press
were devoted to Australian literature. During her lectures,
Fairbairn gave a keen insight into the imagery in Australian
poetry and short stories by showing slides of Australian
paintings given to her by the National Gallery in Canberra
and the Art Gallery of New South Wales. These slides
represented the work of early Australian painters to the
present day and included the work of Aboriginal artists.

On behalf of the Literature Board of the Australia Council,
Fairbairn presented a selection of books of the work of
Australia’s leading poets to each institution she visited. She
also presented packets of the seeds of Australian wildflowers
to symbolise the growing friendship between Australia and
Arab countries.
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In Syria Fairbairn assisted Dr Hussam al-Khatibe and other
academics in the publication of the 1986 special issue of the
foreign literature quarterly, al-Adab al-Ajnabiya, devoted to
Australian poetry and short stories.

During Fairbairn’s participation in poetry festivals in the
Arab World, particularly al-Mirbed in Iraq and the Jerrash
Festival in Jordan, she was able to collect more than one
hundred poems of the work of Arab poets for her anthology
Feathers and the Horizon that she compiled with the
collaboration of Dr Ghazi al-Gosaibi, Saudi Arabian poet-
diplomat. Many people assisted with the first translation into
English including Professor Jabra Ibrahim Jabra in Baghdad
and Kareem Barbara in Australia. Fairbairn transcreated’ the
poems (a term she coined) into English poetry. The Leros
Press in Canberra published her bi-lingual Volume in 1989 to
international critical acclaim.

Fairbairn compiled, illustrated and published Bahrain
Memories (Pontifex Press 1991). This volume contains the
memories of a Bahraini woman, Aisha Yateem. Fairbairn’s
poem Dilmun Dreaming introduces the text of the book. An
accomplished woman herself, Fairbairn continues to support
women’s causes and concerns herself particularly with
promoting the creative spirit among women especially from
developing countries.

Fairbairn’s three thousand word narrative poem An
Australian Conference of the Birds (Black Pepper Press
1995) is dedicated to the 12th century Sufi poet, Farid ud-Din
Attar whose poem The Conference of the Birds is considered
to be his masterpiece. Fairbairn’s poem contains sketches of
birds by the poet. In this poem she becomes one with the
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mystic. It has received high praise in many Australian book
reviews; in Southerly (Sydney University’s Literary Journal).

One of the most important aspects of Fairbairn’s Bridge-
Building, I believe, begins here in Australia. Her celebration
of early Australia in her book Shadows of our Dreaming
(Angus and Robertson 1983), contains many spare, haiku-
style poems set beside evocative black and white drawings.
The text contains a number of. quotes from her forebears’
letters and diaries to convey a glimpse of Australia since
European settlement. Each poem has an Aboriginal title to
give an impression of the ever-present ghosts of the past.
Renowned Australian poet, Professor A. D. Hope wrote in his
introduction to her book, ‘it is not only a work of art rooted
in the land and in the attitude of the two races to their
country, it is also a spiritual history of the deeply perceptive
kind that only a poet can present.’

Fairbairn recently visited Cairo where she was the keynote
speaker at a Seminar on Arab Relations with the West -
Changes and Exchanges. She chose to speak about building
understanding through literature. She also took a gift of one
hundred volumes of the work of Australian poets to present
to Professor Mohsen Zahran at the site of the new Alexandria
Library. Fairbairn presented her poem Two Gardens in Cairo,
to the Noble Laureate, Naguib Mahfouz on Farah Boat on the
Nile. The poem is dedicated to Mahfouz.

In 1989 Fairbairn won the Jibran Literary Award which was
presented by the Arab Heritage League in Sydney, Australia.

Fairbairn won the 1995 Centenary Award for her poem High
Country Dreaming, which is in my opinion on of her finest
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poems. It is dedicated to A.D.Hope - who is symbolically
represented in the poem.

Fairbairn received a grant in 1995 from the National Book
Council for her most recent work, 4 Secret Sky, which
contains Fairbairn’s transcreations of Lebanese-Australian,
Wadih Sa’adeh’s poetry written in Arabic in Australia. 4
Secret Sky has received many very favourable reviews in
leading Australian literary journals.

In the Queen’s Birthday Honours on June 8th 1998, Anne
Fairbairn was made a Member of the General Division (AM)
of the order of Australia For service to literature as a poet
and to international relations, particularly between Australia
and the Middle East, through translation and cultural
exchanges.

The present section is dedicated to poems by Anne Fairbairn,

inspired by her appreciation of the culture and the problems
of the Middle East.
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Dilmun Dreaming

( For A.D. Hope and Arab poets for whom dreaming is real )

Here, sea-dreaming in sleep, I listen.
There’s poetry on the desert wind

and every star sings with light.

At dusk when salty shadows gather,
waves wash up eternal secrets,

wave upon dark, whispering wave,

and I move through mists to a time of grace,
on these island gardens of the gods,
when dawn-lilies scattered scented dust
and the sun warmed each waking face.
When fruits of carnelian, silver palms,
flowers of jasper and jewelled spice,
prospered in this paradise.

When across these lucent shoals,

many drifted in hand-hewn craft,

from heat-dazed, dusty lives of doubt,
to ease their souls’ ferocious thirst

with water sweeter than the breath of night;
to rest beneath smooth domes of sand
and be roused to everlasting life.

[ sleep with a shell in my hand,

found when these silken tides were low.
The companion of my dreaming here

is Ziusudra, the Faraway;

this pious man survived the Flood

with a rout of creatures from the wild,
when mankind was deluged in the mud.
Brought by the gods to Dilmun, he
passed beyond mortality.

He spoke of how Gilgamesh
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was ferried here on a forlorn tide,

to find the Flower of Constancy

after his warrior-companion died.

His groan still echoes down the years

as his sorrow washes Enkidu,

“I weep for you my brother, you —

the sword at my side and shield of my pride.
What is this sleep which holds you now?”
And black winds howl his haunting dread,
“My brother is dead the Flower, lost.”
Flamingoes rose in a flame of wings

as the Faraway led me in my dream,

to his temple built of chiselled stone,

pale as the creaming crests of waves.

On a high altar heavy with flowers,

stood a bronze bull, topaz eyes

ablaze with sunned virility,

near a painted bird with wings fanned out
and eyes, blue as the midday sea,

of lustrous lapis lazuli.

The Faraway gravely spoke to me,

“May this bull give you strength the bird, peace;
behold their eyes and be renewed,

Anne, my words to you this night

are those I spoke to Gilgamesh —

there is no permanence on earth.

Your southern snow-gums shed their bark,
butterflies their chrysalis

and snakes and reptiles slough their skin.
Oh my sister! Stop searching for the wind.”
Like ghosts we crossed the shadowed sands
to find the Tree of Life and touch

its star-kissed substance with our hands.

As smoke of incense rose through the leaves,
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we drifted down the Jebel Dukhan

to moon-washed shores of silence, where
the Faraway passed me a pearl to hold;

he pressed a Gulf shell to my ear

and I sipped from his ritual cup of gold,
water sweeter than the breath of night.

Then I heard the purest poetry,

the heavenly spheres awash with song

and the darkest rhythms of the sea.

When my dream had ended, the sun warmed my face;
in my hand lay my shell, in the shell, a pearl.
From waters blessing this sacred place,
ebbing and flowing with the moon,

came a lucent sign of constancy,

through sea-dreaming in sleep ...to me.
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The Temple of Heaven

Ninsun’s cuneiform message to her son Gilgamesh,
the King of Uruk, before the battle of Kish.

“Today, in the white temple of heaven,
my tears were red as | prayed to Anu.
The air quivered with the sound of harps
as our priests offered ritual sacrifices,
their silver-serpent armlets flashing

in the golden shafts of light.

Tonight, the walls of silence whisper,

I feel the pressures of the stars

and share my galaxy of fears

with a host of dark, tormented shadows.
A hawk hovers above the crescent moon
and wild geese are lost in the clouds.

The cosmos is my soul; my soul the cosmos.
I transcend this world’s eternal sorrow.

Tomorrow, when the tamarisks sing with dew
[’ll clasp my hands in prayer for you.

Be brave in battle my dearest son,

and when the long day’s killing is done,
cover your fallen brothers with leaves

when you’ve lost their ghostly breath.”
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The scribe laid aside his stylus

and held for Ninsun the finished tablet,
to roll her seal across the clay

a shell, the moon, a star, an ibis.
Inscribed five thousand years ago,

her message remains the same today.
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The Hebron Mosque Massacre

In memory of those who killed on 25 Feb 1994 in the Mosque at Hebron.
Inspired by the Quranic verses 5:31-34.

Side by side in the Mosque,

men of Hebron bow in prayer,

in gentle submission, side by side.
Soon the vicious hiss of death,
split the pious soul of dawn.
Struck down, the son of Adam screams,
“Oh murderer, oh man of hate
take the burden of our sins,

take our shame with your own,

to the shadows of the lost.”

Above the sacrificial floor,

above the dying and the dead,

a raven circles round and round,
beak bloodied with shredded flesh,
claws clutching a pulsing heart.
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The Eyes of Ishtar*

At Baghdad’s fashionable Al-Mansur,

in a soft tracksuit, a woman stood

near the rubble of her bomb-razed home.
She greeted the early morning sun,
‘mankind rejoices in you, oh sun,

the world longs for your light —

the shepherd guarding his flock from the wolves,
caravans resting in dread through the night,
and my weeping city’s frightened children.
In flame and fire as you rise,

Stars fade and evil dies.’

Facing the foreign press she cried,
‘remember my eyes .. remember my eyes!’

Hers were the burning eyes of Ishtar,
beloved goddess of love and war,

once worshipped at the Temple of Heaven.
How superb she was when she’d withdraw
the gossamer veils concealing her face

to reveal the enticing curve of her smile.
But Ishtar as the goddess of war

was lamentation’s darkest star.

When she saw the sprawl of Uruk’s dead
across the killing fields of Kish

wrapt in shrouding marsh mist,

She shook her fist at the gods and cried:
‘remember my eyes .. remember my eyes!’

® Previously published in Blast: 16, 1991.
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From the Grapes of Wrath to the Wreaths of Despair

(On the first anniversary of the Qana massacre)

In Palestine’s ancient vineyards,

the vines sang with light.

From hand-hewn stone watch-towers
sentinels looked out

across murmuring turtle doves.

Each year, willing hands

with sun-kissed, sharpened blades
gathered the plump clusters.

- then came the summer treading.

A year ago in April,

grapes taut with gall and venom,
were fiercely sickled in.

- dark red flowed from the treading.
A bitter fermenting followed.
Then, to steel themselves,

agents of death drank deeply
from the wine vats of wrath.
Mounting apocalyptic steeds,
they veered across the sky,
leaving a vapour signature

and their roar of dominance.
Across Lebanon’s milk-capped
peaks these killers soared

- while butterflies, jasper blue,
danced among fragrant cedars —
down towards Qana, where, once
water was changed into wine.
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Locked in on the defenceless,
the fury of their lightning
struck and struck and struck.

Today, in that place,

crimson flowers of slaughter boom

- peonies, corn poppies,

tulips, anemones —

while fading wreaths haunt our dreams
and children, shrouded in blood,
tenderly drift towards us’

- the weeping, lost victims

of the Grapes of Wrath.
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Two Gardens in Cairo
( For Naguib Mahfouz )

Egypt 1915

Each night she wakes on the stroke of twelve.
An oil lamp set high on the wall

in a white-washed niche, is projecting light

- a pale circle on the ceiling,

hemmed in by darkness.

Can she hear

Whispering jinns in the empty rooms?

When her husband’s walking stick

taps-taps from the street his arrival home
from wine soaked hours of self-indulgence,
she holds the lamp to light his way

up the stairs. While drunk, he twists

her ears and shouts, ‘I’m your husband

the one who commands.’ If asked her opinion,
she replies, ‘My opinion’s yours, sir.’

Each day as the sun is slipping away,
she climbs the steps to her roof-garden.
In webbed shadows of hyacinth beans
and jasmine, she trims and waters her herbs,
glancing from time to time across
Cairo’s roofs to the crescents and lamps
~on Qala’un and Barquq’s minarets.
Below, the twisting, restless street
echoes with the constant clatter

of donkey carts, cries of vendors,
beggar’s pleas, haggling shoppers,

the cursed Australians’ constant chatter.
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Soon these soldiers will fold their tents
and fade from Giza like a mirage.
Many will die on the Dardanelles;
later, those who survive will ride,

as only Australian bushmen ride,
across the desert to claim Damascus
for the Arabs. But peace brings only
Shattered pledges and loss of trust.

Egypt April 7, 1919

From her garden, with her son,

she watches a demonstration grow.
Supporters of the revolution

are gathering around Bayt al-Qadi,
Souk al-Sagha and al-Nahhasin.

As the crowd swells and surges,

people are shouting, ‘Sa’d, Sa’d,

Sa’d is free ... Allahu Akbar!’

Her son turns to question her,

‘Do you love Sa’d Pasha, our leader?’

‘I love him if you do, my son,” she says.
“That doesn’t mean anything,’ he replies.

He leaves her in her herb-garden.

‘I’m joining my fellow freedom-fighters
in Ramses square, against my father’s
wishes — I must follow my conscience,
the world’s so full of blood and grief.
Don’t worry, mother, today the British
freed our leader and sanctioned our rally.
This is indeed a day of peace.’
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From balconies high on minarets,
the muezzins are loudly reciting
Prayers of gratitude.

Some chant,

‘Oh Husayn, a burden has lifted!’
The vast parade is thrusting forward
to assemble at Ezbekya Gardens.

While hawks are wheeling in golden light
Above the city, this woman smiles,
‘From today my thoughts are mine,

my son’s rebuke has set me free.’

Staccato bursts, distant yet clear,
cut across her reverie.
‘Guns?’ she murmurs, ‘It cannot be.’

In Ezbekya Gardens her son is dying;
the British soldiers have opened fire
against the prayers, against the joy.
The towering trees are shimmering.
He sees darkness

- only darkness.

272



,_i‘.ﬂi.o./é” A‘.‘jg d:i.m.ﬂﬁ‘

The People Behind the Whispers






C)\‘w«l‘ »r(/u UDELJIS‘

ey ol l By 06 VA8 ple (g 3 Ay Oyt y (O gumels]
O P S VR PP V- WAL ORI P W, WP IR N T WP
S e e o S o g 3 S p s By
Rt S Jan b 3 lle] D e Wl 3 gt a2

S 93 et WS ) 3 e AW A oM ) i)

Ll Yy 3 O smi 3 VAT ple STl OT iy OF (& 3
g aay (Mg By el Ol gast] o e 3 LA o b
AUV E WSS gy KRV (IS .g,U.'xfag;;g}wTofu} RV WIS
CHIRVRIP IS RS WOLESE IRV SRS VIR W S Pt TV R

Sda) dzie U 2013Y) gl Bomia g Baskin g (&S (Aslenm V) 2y

Ay i el Y Lladly 2y By ooV daall Sl bl 0
) LW e 1S 2l g Lgdatt 31 20 W) Aol 2ol 20 S e S
Sl y 4oY Blad V498

odly . (1RAF= VAT ) Wle O 6 LS Syy SIS JS g 5 9oyl
o5 b3 WY jS Y 3 By 3l S 3 ey ol Y
o Y B o Llad ¢ 2l g 8 L ad BN B Al 6y Lk e
L Sumze )l g il Jaudl il By 5 ,la e o eV g comatt ) W)
oW ot a0 Y B3 WY Bl et iy et ) Y1 el
S TN ROH NG E JEE SRESE JONREROWI- S IR SN |

cel el ¢ e a6 i

275



sa il o pmy S Yy 3 0,ske 3 V480 ple Wy Byl i Sl
ey el Ladll) dazey nlall ey Slilezal LS 1k 152 ol
il 08 Lt y ol e 8™ LS il e

Sy gl 45 WYy @bl o3 Wy (VA VAL L O g il
gy AL T e By e lab Jy 3 ST 3 " 2L el el
b i) Sl Gunad g e LY U 2l (3 ol Al dasis
JEED NI WUy N SR RN ORI T T PSPy
0 ai .ﬁ)};rﬁj-{i)zﬁsw\swmprﬁ) (¢ b o Jlpa ) gridl
Olad) e LSS Ghey O sl pu A Je ity Dalall e o g
gy e (I L0l O g B0l g 231 By (o 3IST) pels okiLa
3 Al s U gl G 1y 5508 addy Sy Arvny
A o AT s ) el ¢ el a8 Ll e LA
s ple ST 5 W @l g 2B oy el Tl 5 Y dlesl

.5 bl

o Sy Sl 55 BV 3 ORE 3V AL plewly G b
Jlte Lol S (3 gk &) ddailly AABAN Jolidly LU pually
cL)MrlAJJAQ .%ﬂ‘@)\)ﬂ\cﬁ\:.\.ﬁj&j d,l.l:l_;f..:.}\up\_.,a&

sl Ly
A ) S Yy 3 Ol 3 VALY ple oy Cu b S gl y

Ol Bt o gl o Oy Sl b by s a3 RSN Sl

276



3 Ly S 22l gl gty OB e 1S ade 3 Ulesl @55 L5 ) guadl)
a2l Bl gt 5T Al Ol iy Fly e batlab o5l LasibY)
At 3l LS Bl 2 Gl g esT ey e sl oLl
e Ul 8 el 3 g 8 B n 0 gt Ul i 6 )y 20l

N40a ple die w3 8 2udl 5 5, S

rL_:«.L..af:..: .L,!\J:ﬁﬂqu;»ig\])é-\.g}{pf‘_} \‘\\Y(L‘-.U}Oﬁ «$y
SL_.aijL};ARSJAJAWWLJ&\.QFQUJJM Y4y

A Amalsr u,.,:Jc.,piu.xwu‘wA, YAy op Wzl O g

S 5l Sgle 4 Y 3155 3 V0T ple g A (ST g
G o pall Ul e W8Ty (ST R padl” s Oty 2 ned
VAAE ple s5l Lo JU &l degatt 25 by Sl 5 A O g
335 &S0 3 0 Wl5 e wilaill e LS LS Ul s T 6 ot
S A5 LT 144 ple i & S e gast O e w8 JL G2 G
ol A A LS al LSR5 b G Ole gt SN STy

UV POLPRY Wy EWA TS W PR vIPE WA C gV PRI W

P e SR M USTT PR TR QR R AR R AT o 19 (O
G ozl seadll (ag 0 i e e WS A By G L by &l
O ASGY g Wl (3 azl )3 (A B yol) aliw U Jis o JWH oS
iy iy ol 3 Jes el Wl 3 10T ol Jasy

REUEI | B BN | PRSI BT B N DRSS

277



o) e e 3 COATY VAV ) g D grem S Ol
Aty by sl e By e O Les 157 0 0 3 L onSI S
Lt kg sl o 3 W sl b a0 lal ey
Coial s s 3y ol ity 358 ol ol el 10455 AL e
s Jo Jgpadl Ol p gl 35880 g dl e ol 3 bl il
e S OF L bl s giad s addl g S e Bl (3 51T
rite 6l o2l 03y T ioy V404 ple ol Ca o padd
skl OV e sie 3 20V ool el Jas oSs Ju30 51k e
WAV e g A W S eyl ey a3
3 U s s day CM\ o 3 ey U Ll G Uy sl ells
0 e B Iy i pl A BOE VAYY ple oy g 3 D past
ool VAT ple o7 il sl (3 cotb OF ) Lpan il cLle oyt
demy Laneldl e b U J eSOl Je Oy Ol e Lgad L BIWH oda
a5 SIS e ) 0l 506 Al ¢yl e 8

.0 paad

VAT e om0 @ Va0 el culy Cwd e b
At Y DR P ey 4l e 5 p T 8 b al )
a5k Olpd 2 F 3 S By (Ol paiy Pl e g S S
O vy L P N e e T e UK Rt

by 2 3 ]

278



L) 558 ¥y (3 gy 8 3 oy ((VAVA-V AT 0) i (IS
i) el b g J5Y1 el | s S SIS cuad ) pll
e b 0l 3 et 15U e (ST LS L STLY dadall oy 2y
S S Baadl y 2 Y1 Lladlly dis plazal o oK) ALY dngall

e ol U &f Je O e Ly )

a0 ad Ay WMy SRV 3 p G VAYA ple )y R
3d—wis DL g0 Jo dazaiy (& ghs gl y (SN 3 il 20 BLuasy
e Gl g ST, 5 1A (Sl g, Jlemst o
A el g g 3 Al il ol 3 o301 ey iy 581 BBLEL
@y Jladl 251 0 e 3 patay ¢l Mn i oy s L
o U LS sl A g )Ll gt moll o al 3y L g
a2l gl e e 7y S QU S 3 b ) i
S J ey cblonally (ST ot 3 Jor and olas] (3 ealay
@ Sl plane ple L 2sl3Yly calizadl dnoel My 2SNy 2l 3 yad wledly

dr s d 2SS

Jmm OLST a1 OV g 3 0y OAAY-VATY) Sy S50 S g
ny 0Lyl Wl O iy Wk g 81 81 3 OF 8y i 1 e
ST Sy B e glalas 31 09 231 11 6t e OIS Lo B0
il a3y ALl 3 Jazsh o o1 380 o liab sy 0SBy & pie
s U Lgrn oL 20 A 1Ly 3dile O b g 1] 83 gall ol

Gymwﬂdsvj\l{f.ﬂ\:\;rg\) .)La_"J}U

279



(Slgen o Jpadl o (Sasi f) (8l k0

Job—moad hyale s a¥y 3 LS 3198y ple Ay Ogr D15
I s € sy (83 L3 Ouseli 2y SN dzy g 2501 5 )
‘_;;pr\_.i\gg:l.:ﬂ\;\,._:}\wbbﬂjopg;d":b- RGN Y
3 des Y JlsY Uil Sl e 3y Slasl 3 Bl dezny U1zl

Ay Y Yy

oo SIS 0 mn Uy ES RY 3 O 3VATY ple Ay Ol (G gr
Y PR PR P E S I R VIR & el i) 3 e Ryt
e ] D Jo oall (3 Gas slibY Rudadl Y wlasand 3 sl
& Ay SOV Ay ) 3y Bge e Slasls 3 e i A

By Azl Slaal

o= vl el A A U Yy 314N Y ple dy S (el
J)_>- QQ}I__«A&_.S&{QL«Y‘\ Jﬁ})@:‘_)yg\d)}&jb a)Lu.J‘«T
J—5 G F Al ol e @ Jor 280 Sy 2t W g Loy Yl
e 6""«)‘“"" .%)ﬂiu—)\é)f\j& I pda Lo VATV dayy g;-)g.»

.43\4\;&5) CA‘:‘:%)):’SU slead

dod Ul G Y5 3 S 3y (1AAA-YAYY) 6 ke (O 9
S i Bl 3y ety caghall 3 L ) (R 3 Balandl oyl
At eV (3 e iy S SUST (S pdly 2N 3
e e Sllies 0587 by A3 S )y Dy 6 punadl) Ll y &1y Ny

280



LSy eladl i (34 O gs-‘"’“&—““uk“‘i oz vl e sus
b J5Y

Lo g e a3 e 35 (1 AVT1A89) Sl clded]
S o x J g5 WS ) 3 il gzl Loyt (280 3L
Y A Bl ALty Bl N A M oy i)y 2L
3 K e g S3SG Wil L .Q&\&sdnﬁpﬁ»@,ﬂ(}@ o s
Sl s (;';)\J, Ll e e Aidlys o5 ol ptonl) bl I3
e zile ©agh Of day 4 ALl > ab Uy da Lpaany 25y (6 peadl)
o s Al N (3 OB e AU Ay plilasel ol 4 e A

.Oj«.ﬁ

Al ol £ laf L, S Yy 3 fker 3 VAT ple Ay gt 93
el ey aad) Bl iz .>Jg5s¢.;&}ﬁ.;ggjtdjzuf_pﬂ>s;m;
Ot g BT Ay Al Gl dilal LA A anadt eany 6ty
a_,i’;.uc,)j;,_&slo,s:.wjf Jshall S aidly 2 Ji a8
Dyl B s b (Sl y rian Jule 8 as G gl e a5
gl oy g ard 3 0 n 58 g analys @1 ASU 21 281 2,

el (ol e

Loas by Sgle 55 Yy (gdew 3 14T ple lly (yla) gy (O gunt 92

iy g, ¥ il ol W1 J g uxu@w\‘,\i.\;w ey Olas oy

) a2l .Q,J-Su;um)\‘)y Lilad Jaidls ol U I Jaay

S AL el fay e bl s e S QST s (SO Ll
281



At il &2l i)l e Bgl) Wil el 3 padt o 3t )
Al e 18 e O gl Ao b b OSSO e g

Sy oobe 5 WYy @ BT 3 oy ‘%\/“1;{‘—\*\") S g oSl
Cdazely Oy b a8 et Ja gl gl el L e N G s AL
3 lal O e a0 31 paS b §,Sis o anad o
Bad Ao pag V48T ple Oty Lol OB (3 o, 5 o Baeadll IS
Lol cilsy a3 41 e S Geas W 07 "3 il s);.,aj\" Ol yiny
el Al Bl 3 oleidl ey Aol by ,2 g mil) dnalor g 3ol 5050
tadee &l ral culy Cud g Ol LA il ol pS A Ol 34 5 038 By

ALY JS e £

aaddes A YRS WYy 3 JekeigB 3 s (Y AVY-1AYY) ONT sy
o a5 Ty U2l BLaYY gV J gl e sie 3 ey Sl 3
i LS )yl ) il el ez jlo 483 (stlis Sy

g Blowall 3 Jas o OIS G Lk 1 il

Wil 3] e 30 3 el @ VAN ple oy St i) (o3
il Al a iy et (b e g 6,0 Al (3 IS Ltis
AATE ple Lo g 86y de aldl B8 e ey Lol 2l il

a3 (ASS] Y B 3 Wy ((VRAY=141Y) WY gy (O gt g
V)LA‘Y\WUML@L cj\ffjp\..if)gx:g L’QLMUKW{J\JMK‘)!
bs b)) af LSttt ) Y1 BLAG 08 plazal ot 3 00 SCuleze

282



Jrast . 2 by e dmany 58 Ll L 8Ly ) i 32 O i
Ay adl STy LSS Jasy g gt JlesY e nie 3

b AV S Ay B ovpn G VAT ple ol Cud g kg
Seadlly oy b Ul ) gy (RS R jlonn 5B L as L E Cad g
ALY & ) Lozt Lol S ol ST (3 Wb el o)
g o Al ke s el o gy Rmald] Lzl o o5
Y el (3 1 oYy 2SOy allt s U Wl 7

(S g el Sy LAl e Ul 2y 0, e 3

G o by &gl i ANy 3 3 VAT e Wy el Py

Uit 1L L5Lab Ll 8 a0 n J1y L) oSy slndly g o 58

LS 3 Lk ) 5aadll e ey ST adall s, \,5\,..@ )

45 e Al 5 S LS (ol aiilaab (i) ity Ll

Sl gAY G A S 3 U ey 3 Jes Ll ot
k)

S w0 U pl BNy 3 0 3 VAT ple Ay gty ¢
0y sl aobazsl SISy oLt Lo a2l a5 2 o e
LS 3 Lt gt &) Sl y o Y G oLl ,M WA
S o 3Bl elall gl e aly 5,08 ) @ (oS el
o A5 g o e Ll 5 pud o8 adad St Wladl dalal
£l 3 Joe LS ot 5 W12l (3 (SO oY1 o il g 0 02

AT ple de 1 ASS) 3 ey sad Lk 3 LY

283



b ey atihpe 3 el g Ay ((VAAO-NANY) (B D (Dl g
o NATA ple V) ol Sty b iy 4SO 1 AYT ple 3 U1
(oot O Mg 5 50 0 s gl o8y - et oL, ) o 3
ol e G o A ey 13 2 LB s e By 2,81
ol a Wzl 3,2l s oY jlacenSTy (oY ol 3 Jes L pdoiid
5 gty 5335 (o SR Olalll (3 puanS” L 11 ps S BLEYL (il
el u_ud Q;wqu il Gl a5 (3 asdiiel S
o2l e gzet el sl ST ey lo il an Sls 3 Sts i
il y 15 b Lanad y 3 800 L S LS 128 oY1 3 alal
b Gz B3 o Ao Alids 0 Bty sl OUSTY (3 WU i )

co ikl ot ldl ad) zu 1 GBULL o2 ala 345, & ) i

oy sbe 55 R 3 sl sV AVI1 A ) S b
AL o el e B pize Al 6t e L adSal-agW ol
e e My Gy B RS O g3 Wl e 62 W i M el
ol ) g el S VA e ey Bl 3 Jas o))l
LSt o W B0 3w E e Bl e U el 1 blly L 1

USRS
it ol o ad L5 AYy 3 Olse 3VATY ple Wy Obdd (Eo
5 S S oty claki Wl dias dai yo S ol ay g3 ¢ el
of Jie g ol OUST (3 Wb ot ol Bl Ly o531 b pe L5
A Bl o Ll ey g pliatld 35810 8y (oo sl S i

284



-'\-;L’j.“-‘wcf-::ﬂL“Ge’u‘)’j‘g}*:“}@bj@”\’g‘yéww

hy Sl 5 WYy G gdee QU e w1 e ) 2

g\l._;aja._& .L_»)jg-éaéY)QO)be\‘\Yﬂ(uﬂ}.‘.)cf)w
&L i BT (3 L) lbdar aslozal [yl zul pa e 57T Gl
ojx_.irdjl.'.:._:) .i,@\j%&k‘&Y\QGM\GAL,AJQQMS\LCUIBUiAJ
sd_) TJ; Oy (W 2l g 1 ASSH 3 u;: AL Belazn Y il ) Ll

Lol ;,\EQ«C?.‘_:.: 3ok e d sl ol el .

oSy AV S A5 3 ] 3 VAYO ple Ly g pleg (0SS
gl Anlall i) Gasl gl cBodaze B ad 0 g g pmn slazal o ad
nedlye 3 f e Vig Gy 5 Y1y peld JlenzW) S ol Mg
B danall 3y Lk ) el 3 Lol gl &5 ST 35 atdl
P T e RECUN QUSRI KW PR PRVCIRN
e S g U s a5 B e By ) aboiy
A 0555 G B IS a0 ad oy il A e e
a2 08Uy ¢ Shay ity Bl sl o Sl e
ps T b e sl @ ety CIISS™ Jas 0y ol g g

s gy e b N e gy Y el (3 U ey LVAAT

S0y Sl 5 BV 3 e 31T ol Wy ISl (S5
e A s R a B O gt b g el i els (S
o A Sl e S S sy a2y o ad
ccpbalally sl mn 0,0 3 ablay il il J oy 504 b s

285



S g sy Bl Ll (S Ay tol) e I bl 0 S
e SR st abyaST ¢ il 1 3 T gl dlasl s g gl g
Wil 3 i il Sl 3 akalST (astl g s Jas baday g (il
sl 3 S e oYy RS 08 oy ol A W )2 e

by Sl g &Yy G BT 3 UNSSY

Laali "5,Le” LoV Al et 1414 ple 1lST 3 oy JUBr s
A e aage o STy cOoLad Guslall U sl el as e by e Ll
S Ul y (S0 e 3 el s g0 xS oLl J

ENP RS I

OS5 AV S BV g 3 Jede s 3V AT0 ple oy Ja )l (S
(e ozl e s u,w, S oY1 e Lgalozal 5l 5 Sl
Badll Syt il o as Ll sl pdl ST amy e M5 B s

NEEYIE ij- - SCYIN WIR LW EFA

by sl 5 Y Gl S 31480 ple Ay Sy 1
oAl Sl ST il 1 SOV sy Bl ) pally o8 0 0t
&l ,W\éb@@bhﬂ\w\;dy\;|fd\t)j#|aj'\.‘:a._; oS g ¥

bt My didl ey il Gk aledl Lo S5 agl)

e o gl e 1 ASG) 0 31984 ple Wy YT W @
char 1ad S LS a1 5, el e dezall o s am e 85l
Gl g yb ol o S ol O 3 Lo G sl L35 s
Ayad 3 Gl

286



B O g S e (S eoly Sy (VATY=VANE) (5500 ¢ gaeb
Jt ol Jo s 3 jsakt dazs iy gl 55 Y5 30,0058
il pS plazal U 0Ty Lol 01y Bl y (bt o8 dmald
Lntie Lo 5T O el pshys opn 1S 1308 0,25 . 2,3y sy )
o) RIS I e 3 b 21y el 387 A cazal Ll 3 S
G ol Sl o] 3 LS les i el 08 pr Sl
andb r 0y Oy (5 pr DUle ide O pall G4 aleladly (11
Wil i ol i oty Y Ly 0157y 38 25 3 Sl
o B yo plan il Slay b el Sy oS Les (gl ye UL 3 sapadd
VALY s UG ) ooy ao g5 palib Sl Uy ot ) S
L YN O 3 W e g e Aahaie 31 Ry el Sl cdld G-
N 333 3 e e oy Ll o e B} it U5
B2y Ao Bl Y | iy 31 sl y Wall Zslll aslazs Yl
oo iillay 1 2y bl oYl 3 ko S jlab (e g ol omie Tpelazn V)
Al e =Wl ) ol By o aid  sb ) Lalin Jby 1 AYY

L

o Sy Sl 55 WYY G e 3 VA0Y ple uly O g (i g
e By ol e Gy el £ e 2l LYY ol
25 O o 3 oy Of Lo guant alile J gl 0 pn S . ot
sazs) oially G pn Uy G gn Bign Oy oy Lo cilad iy T s

oy el 3 Jes 3 e e WY e 0l am 3



G ke B Jeb 58 3 Wy ((VAAY=YALY) L0 gy ol g o
o ad 3 W e ST e didd o) )T o jlasl Jod al plas o
o LS J ol 02 1 6 g gn ey U OUST) 3 Leadis )
L el 0 ghde o ety (ol pidly A e dde Jo a0 as e
Lo ohsl il e 3 oo o 1 _sladh OISy Lol 3 1]
Gk Jo Gladly dxrl U 3 Jos plizd @ 3 W ael b5 ezl
du&wu@;\jpsukﬁwb A sl J 3 ety
35 L o2 Ll 2 3 ol e anige OF g a8
s

(oAlly O b OF oo o) il Jaily O (O b

ol g J g Bladl e 13de V84 ple e 3 Ay DU JoalS
}_Jz) AW ol iy 3 el Ol gy JoalS i Wl ) o el
> Jet N4AY 51840 Sy Ol asaad) & el on}m(f\’m
AR U, N Y VTP R W PRLESSEOR W PN ) RS PRV g RV

b Bl Boandl y O v LM.U Oy Al saadll

Sal 56 Yy @ B e 3 Wy (VAVA-Y AN 0) U (S
sdadlly o al ALLST 3 Wpadt andl Gl (3 4 dees) W pasaad Lk y
3 ekt o bdeadlly 1h 3 2ul 268 aslal P4l o5y AL
i LS am gy e ey oLl Juiadl g bty s LU oS
L U Jary ol o i Gl oS e el jaadl
ol BT a2l S 3y el Sl e el pioty Y1 e,

RWEER(A]

288



3 e Al cale s gl @20 1880 ple uly O gendl DS
e ane s Y Ay (1S el 5,2 sy (e Aol

&-}Afd‘_}d‘s:ﬁjj c:Y)f:\:% L&a) o g e .‘lpu-|

e S5 LSS Y 3 0o 3 VR8O ple oy o (g S
ol U sz y aSL Y AU Jlay 5y 5y (5 pgly 8
R T R T I RU LSV SRV S PR
LS Ll 21 oY OB e 1S 30 3 atilad © 5 S5 ey
Ul s ol asadly o OV | o el Laeall Bl ) s nss o 5
iy Bl A (3 Jens LeST o) el Ol ool Bl 5y 0 (3 Lglhos

Ol Gy B ASOY Bl 3 ey S B3] Jad

el S iy gl 55 Ry @ Uy (OARY VAT (0 (S
%u\uﬁw,s,@\up@wu\wu&ﬁ)gaﬂsu@w
o Mt oo haé anage OF SN slilial 2 SIS G s Y
2l st &l i, by Ay W Sleass i 3 el )
by e m JlanS Wy 5l gl ) jlemsu W6 B I3 Bzl el
GU3 Loy ) oy il y J S s aibeo] O3 3 3 el sl
cou}!wg;f&;wa,\lc\?ag\,ggy.a{uﬁ&;tw\w

gl peST Lk gy

ST iy oy fle Y LS 3 IS 3 Va04 ple Wy Sl Y
Y Ploy cilimd o s 8 Wl O RNy 3 55N B f o5
G Wl fam o nd gl s i gl Jy iy e ells 3 e
Ul gend Wala s 20 ey 30 21 2013 dd (5 nd

289



s A AUl AN 3 e 31908 ple a9yl L0 glaudy
(_.A@C@h_,;iu.\qvv rL;J..:J\aeL:{T.\e .)J,H!L‘a,& (Aalall
Z\_JLU;L_.AJMJA&; Ol a1y 3 SOy A 3 wlolgl Jagt L5l

RPN
(Dlshan o d et o (Sazi f) gl 398459

3 Gl e B 3 A5 (VAYYSVATY) 5 u
e s b Sy Ul Lty 12 oy Oy &gl s 2V
gy i Sl oS A (3 W Sleaseadl oal e Ol
il gzl LS gkl 3 (8 ) ol e 3 SIS
DS 38, oS Ll 3 g e 030 Gl Ms s LgiB g el g 6 el
el 4y AL QUM Al et BwlB 4d pib SIS 2y el
el Gy &gl s U BLEYL Lo jee e dnnldl 3 OIS Lis 4ol (s )
el iy el y 1 AS g By B A Wl 3 Gl e B )
e Ld Lo e il oS0 IS0 ) e 6 Jom LY 4557 3
Sl Dy J S e Gace g OIS . 0S™ famd (e ) 5Ly
Mwﬂsuugumfg\syﬁuup&\f‘guﬂ;m
LS OWYl oy 2881 0 S pie oy el 4 g0y a5 S
A ndlr iy § el S e 8 UL a Olall 3 G e
RSP PR P P ST (0 U U B T U O R PR 38

a5 A 2 LY Olase sl wsl

290



an g sk Sl 5 AN G e 3 VAL oo Wy e Oled
plazad ;\_14 JUEET ST RPN W CH PUCS-1 B TSy WACPRTI IO g
B pniy U M 3 5o ) el 3 e plasal Gy e >3
CLSS (3 gk () 5okl iy 6 g cyo ¢ S g 5 21 iLas
PPV SYPRPTIN WS JU S PAT BT EL B I DRI TR
U PITER P WP PSP i W CA L R SOV R U g AN |

Asaldl (3 Bsadl 3 oty slalstl Olagd ol 4 il Ole gastl Loy

A aWle) e &y Al O)5de 3 Wy ((VAAO-1410) Oer (W gdiibe
Uy ol ol e fool sl 3z s;\.,ij olilas Coclond ‘L:-,M ol
L RS e S L W iile 015 i A1 Y1 o Tk S
Sl ) ot O il 3o el O iy aae e ool
v R ad g Ayl il g M el Ol gastly cCagall clomdly (AU
B oo Ay s eeS imy Jos g il gy paS sl 3 4ol o
sl oy W Al O A o el bl gl sl a8
S W sl LY g 1A 3 ) w13 OIS 1484 ple Uz

Jan Sy Sl 55 BY 5 3 S 3 V38R e Ol i Odyle
O i agled Y 8 Blast Gesl Wl e 5,50 Gy 4y pal) b jaall s a
A ey A 22 ST O L padll el amy (gt Ol gast Gas

R ERE RPN

sl —ab S by Sl 55 BY 5 @ L 3VATA ple Wy s
oy piny ool il o adbolas y i) Y1 2 3L s aiis

291



el fd el OMENT iy ot o) 281 81250 O g g sl e
s ey el Ll ol Flasy (Bl g st M) Gty 231 LS
Josgenlas, 3 Ol S caal ASU S 2y il ) J e
g—ad Wil dlole s iy 5fy 1ASS) 3 e am gy (e 2aS™
LY Slearetll e § e i Ry Gl (3 LISy 05U e

el (6 gmedl (63 }«.J".J\rby‘ﬁj tg%ﬂ@:‘&} s,

eyl OV WYL WY 3 omse 3V ATE ple as A1 (Dghas
A liae GLUST el go ek ey Jshean ol g3 500 s 2 USS)

ey oy ol e 8Dy ) oS AT g3 15 el

Lﬁy%—éﬂt&yﬁ;QSKU‘Q}%L:{JQ.M\)J\FY‘

st ey Al Sy e en e ST B e Ll Ly, o

Coglan Job A5y & nd g oy el Ao o diaaly o nd gl gl

f___sug;%.aguﬁuusjyuﬁo'ymﬂtu\ﬁjjgmjQﬁuu;

A 38 5 @ g 3w Oy

St ot sy sl AV 3R @ VAE) ple Wy gy WU g
Lt e Ll 8 (3187 a3t ol Sy 2ablal olisl,
s ol i Al e 3 pla S 2 Ly Letd) i
e Gl b o BV S Aral 03w By el g o 5 U

bt odd L Gtz o) Al e

by Sl 5 Y5 3 LS 3 s ((VAVIS1 1Y) el (J S
ot 3 ik Y pblally SLISH pusaal LSS ¢l atdl e in g
292



A el g e (s 524 L_s.Ulgs,a.iJ\ C}J‘df°f‘§ RURESE AR FAPIY
544\,:___.9%2\‘;.,;,“3&&.c_.;)s)-\,u\“-,.&s.u)a’m O y d 5 S
G Ay SOV A Skl eimy jlo ST S8 e OF ) a8

.AJUJCSJ- Lilewd dnalor

SU sl Gy @gle 55 Y5 3 gk 3 VAT ol Wy (550 g
CIPE PLIER R PRU 3 PR R VWS ) W SUR . g P T PR
Ll 2 om0l ey 52 b pay ally anly ¢ oMy o 3
3y s ) Ul oy 261,30 3 Jomy J3Y el 5y 3,3 8

"ol G, S Ao e e OF o plaaiVly ol duls bains” o)

oy e s o STy s LIS 25 N AEA ple Wy J g o
305 83l ONT B o ST e (6 328 a1 jntd 25 g jo ot e Ul
0y 3 AL iy n o Ll Jongy 0 YYO )

oY Ul Oy 1Y 3 Wy ((VAEY=VAVY) 35 O g (O ganksd
o S e A Sadll e O g iy BAS 3 3 5e
5T a5 11 Gl g e pib S e (o it 0
M e B VA0 ale (STl ok Je ol b .{,;r;u\f.,mﬁ:,
o Ogde 3 Ol gl 45\.9-(,.}'2.'»:)0\5 o LS Sy g a0 e
sl e e J&lqkﬁl@bw}@l«}@ s Sl gl

A2 g g ATB o g

293



by sl 55 WY 3 ek 3 U5 VATASVANT) )Lyl
S (a0 s (3l () ile p S o) Cpinie ()
al e izl (S domiidl gy oty Y1 8 @ity BaLll pie
da 2wz OF b s dSOY) il b Je Wl il o gt
S o il CILAL el o ns O s e s . 318 il 5l
i pos Bt Ol S aih 45 4o Ay ojlasl Coni .W\W\Q\’,\,ﬁ
SO el e Jlesl kgt 07 @ Judl s e ia 3153 Wb o A
o 5iaild (- Bnpr ol el 6l a5 iy il BY
Jr LS n Ak B3 w g WIS B3l SIS Lt (3 aanid
G lexeVly e e Olady calas r 03 b U BNB) S5l 3 ) ¢ s
slab 3 o b o Jug )l ol L 2 B i ge g 005 JUAY

e a5y gy gl S

bt V5 S Y5 B owin @ ol (VA90-14Y ) (pg dggyla
ilane J gl y ozl ablally O 0 g L3N Jro Lodad) o i e dazny
QM‘L__&Ts;u»u)umJ&:.otec,qufgp,mt\ﬁ
Uiyl By 85 B STy i g ke ok 2
387y ol sl S s jorad) Bt 5 jlatams slerl sty (83 L6304 lanzal
.sﬂ,:usc_,a:a,u,,;&;wy@

el Ul g 1Yy el 31474 ple oy Lz ws
FRE PR FTY(R WHWES RIS VARV SRR AP TIOR3 PO

| RUTEEV/ RN SR RVURT- RN NWDS-| I B OC & SRS PRV N L
e 3 U (5)la ot

294



o A 5y S AN 5 0y pde 31300 ple Wy Sy e

NAVO ale 4y a8 5 fr JUy & addl Sl yost

ploaS” Sp Jaey 5 4S50 3 Ay (VA0 VAT L9 FHlid oyl gla
AARE e i A Uzl Yy ) gy B La I oy 3 NSy
a3 Jas iy SLadl WLadlly 3 gty olondl lesl ey

oyt bl Jlemzal J) ey 1) 280

Bl G el gAY 3 AOWT 3 VA0A ple Wy J (O gray )y
Sy oy e Wy gl SR iy il Loty o a3l iy
s el LY AU ) iy e Ol e 40 et &y el Ggnians
3Ll o5 0uilas (St gl Al O o 0 g da S
OV o e Lo )bty Wzl (3 Ny 3y 22l Ole gadl e 1S S0
PP R e R A N U O P
Ee o LlST 3 2 b g Sl obj.':..-h‘....j(._.il;- ks el

R

sd Iy Oy by gl AV 3 LS 3 VAV el Ay (g
iS5 1800 ple i sl Iy &l s l.».....n L.JL..,.JJ, Lals
(i gaily ekl S g5 Sl gp ga oy ol g W 201 Bl 81 3
sy W ety by Dyjpny S b md L cplly by
S ol pr sty oy ol 2y 050 A o LS s ey
ST ajm Cpn Jas Uzl 3 20 plall ol ey ognd STy ondY!
AV SBNe § ezl 483V ATA ple sdeli b el 31ulS dnd
295



L-“)—«ﬁ)ﬂ ’Yb) (w‘))ws.l}‘));ﬁﬂu\ ullgj‘é\.gda—u) &:95‘ BJ:..A.EJ\
sl

Jadl o L0y 5de (3 Ngein, 3VATE e Wy S ol S oW
Aoy Bale gl B} G2 028 e 1573 Gl y o md e JlaseYy
S i a5 ane 3 SR 0 Of g a2 0} 5 e S
Sy 2T s oy iy il Ol el e ke 5 s Al i
3 Lal ot oI 5l G m e 3Ty cilyy 5 VL oo Lite

codon Gl WSl a3l g 5 ey Geasl) 0,55 g8 05 o ST

el O Yy 3 el 3y (VAVT =Y AY0) el B e
EV Jalm iS5 0 ms AR U el 1 J gl § 8T AlSas Sole gast
of&);sﬂ\dqﬂuw\’ﬁ:fﬂmﬁ.W)wwqiﬂj
Dy i 3l ol s Gro gy ol oY1 sl S 33 0 jor pans
3 e e el y alial ol e gl oY1 S S
il ol Al 3 Sl e W adpib s o8 JU ool
Sl SIS ey (ST (3 Ol B e 5y 2SN 21 24

a5 B 3 anE S el oSl 35l

ot ST AL JL S ada G Ol oY) i J g Ul jstalt Ciked
ot oY M, WSl e B Jl- Y W Oaxsl g s
Ul iyl 8345 i 34 5

296



THE PEOPLE BEHIND THE WHISPERS

ADAMSON, ROBERT was born in Sydney in 1944. His
early poetry is very much influenced by his personal
experience in reform schools and goals. His poetry reflects
the landscape of the Hawkesbury River and a commitment to
romanticism. He exercised a great influence on modern
Australian poetry through his contribution to transforming
some conventional literary journals into modern ones. He is
an editor and has established some publishing ventures.

BEVERIDGE, JUDITH was born in 1956 in London, and
migrated to Australia in 1960. Her poetry is characterised by
its strong images and rich texture as exemplified by the
remarkable poem selected in the present book. Beveridge has
so far published two volumes of poetry, one of them received
three awards and the other one award. She has also co-edited
a poetry book. She has worked mainly in publishing and
teaching and has been a recipient of grants from the
Literature Board of the Australia Council.

BOAKE, BARCROFT (1866 - 1892) was born in Sydney,
son of an immigrant Irish photographer. He believed that
bush life was the only life worth living, and wrote poetry
about the tragedy and despair associated with bush life. This
was in contrast to other bush balladists who adopted a light-
hearted and ironic stance. After living in the bush fora
while, working in surveying and droving, he was compelled
to return to Sydney due to difficult family and financial
circumstances. He failed to cope, and later committed
suicide. The only poetry book of his was published after his
death.

BRADSTOCK, MARGARET was born in 1942 in

Melbourne, Victoria. Dr. Bradstock’s poetry is lyrical,

employing metaphor, and objective correlative for its
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imagistic effects. Her work has appeared in numerous
reputable periodicals, and some of her individual poems
received prizes and awards. Her most recent collection of
poetry was published in 1993. She is co-author/co-editor of
eight other books of poetry, fiction and biography. She is
currently working on a collection of poetry on the Chinese
presence in Australia. She has lived in Sydney since 1959.
Her career includes lecturing in English at the University of
New South Wales.

BRAY, JOHN was born in 1912 in Adelaide. He published a
few volumes of poetry beginning in 1962. He has been
distinguished in his career, occupying the position of Chief
Justice of South Australia between 1967 and 1978, and later
becoming the Chancellor of the University of Adelaide.

BRENNAN, CHRISTOPHER J. (1870-1932), was born in
Sydney to Irish Catholic immigrants. His poetry differed
markedly from the prevailing balladry and nationalist verse
of the day. His poetry include opposition to Australia’s
involvement in the Boer war, the British imperial attitudes
and a denunciation of Christianity which sanctioned the
conquest and exploitation of the Boers. His poetry also
include a preoccupation with man’s search for Eden. Two
highlights of his life are noteworthy. The first relates to his
attempts to gain an academic position at the University of
Sydney. His attitudes described above were a hindrance, but
he finally was appointed to a lecturing position in 1909. He
was, however, described by one of his renowned peers as a
very capable and brilliant intellectual who could have easily
filled with distinction any of the several University chairs.
The second relates to the breaking of his marriage to his first
love, the German girl he met whilst studying in Berlin. This
was followed by a period in which Brennan became an active
participant in Sydney’s cafe society. In 1922 he developed a
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love relationship with a woman twenty years his junior, with
whom he lived until she was killed by a tram in 1925. This
affair and its consequences including his alcoholism led to his
dismissal from the University. This was followed by a period
of poverty and ill-health. He returned to his Catholic faith
shortly before his death.

BRISSENDEN, ROBERT F. (1928-1991), was born in
Wentworthville, New South Wales. His poetry reveals him as
a sensitive observer as can be seen in the poem selected in the
present book, in which he reflects on an Indonesian seen. He
was educated in Australia and England, and held academic
positions in Australia and overseas. He was an editor and a
critic, and was once the Chairman of the Literature Board of
the Australia Council.

BROOKS, DAVID was born in 1953 in Canberra. Brooks
writes poetry after the style of the Deep Image poets of
America, much of which has to do with the coastal rainforest
of southern New South Wales. His collection, The Cold
Front, received an award in 1984 and was short listed for
another. He has written poetry consistently since then, but
until recently has been reluctant to publish it. His second
collection will be published in 1999. In the interval he has
become well known for his three collections of short fiction
and a novel. He also writes essays. Brooks was educated in
Australia and North America, and currently teaches
Australian Literature at the University of Sydney.

BUCKLEY, VINCENT (1925-1988), was born in the small
town of Romsey in Victoria to Irish Catholic parents.
Buckley’s early poetry revolves around love: religious,
familial and that of nature and places. He also wrote
depicting the effects of modern city life on human nature. He
had a deep interest in Irish matters and in the Roman Catholic
faith. He was acclaimed as an outstanding literary critic.
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CAMPBELL, DAVID (1915-1979), was born on a sheep
station in New South Wales. He used the material around
him, in such an isolated environment, in his writings. He was
interested in ballads and lyrics, and his early poetry had a
distinctively Australian tone. His poem “Night Sowing”
presented in this book reflects the lyricist in him. It is
considered one of his best poems. He also published short
stories. Campbell divided his life between farming and poetry
and later worked as a literary editor. During the Second
World War he served with distinction in the Royal Australian
Air Force.

CAMPBELL, IAN was born in 1949 in Sydney. He has
written a number of poems about the experiences of people
who have migrated to Australia. He has interests in poetry
presentation and literary translations. Campbell organised a
number of multilingual poetry presentations in Sydney from
1995 to 1997. He holds an MA in Indonesian Studies from
the University of Sydney. He works with the Department of
Immigration and Multicultural Affairs.

CLARK, ALISON was born in 1945. She has published two
books of poetry. She taught Italian at Sydney University, and
worked as an editor for Macquarie Dictionary and SBS
subtitles. She is married with three grown-up children, and
lives in Sydney.

DAVIS, JACK was born in 1917 in Western Australia to
Aboriginal parents. His poetry deals with the conditions of
the Aborigines and human rights issues. He has also written
plays dealing with Aboriginal issues and race relationships.
He worked on cattle stations then as a government transport
driver. After 1967 he became director of Aboriginal centres
and councils. He received awards for his services to the
Aborigines, and for his writings.
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DAWE, BRUCE was born in 1930 in Geelong, Victoria. His
poetry is full of critical concern particularly of any oppressive
forces that work against the individual. He is particularly
critical of modern life. The mixture between the serious and
droll is a distinguishing feature of his poetry. Technically, his
poems are brief and succinct, and he is able to blend the
colloquial of the spoken Australian and subtle lyricism. He
edited a few books and won a number of awards. Dawe
worked, among other things, as a factory worker, a postman
and joined the Royal Australian Air Force. He completed his
studies over a period of time, after which he was able to
obtain teaching positions.

DOBSON, ROSEMARY was born in 1920 in Sydney, New
South Wales. Her poetry is simple, lucid and graceful. A
large number of her poems are about European paintings.
Like some of these paintings, her poetry captures images
frozen in time. The poem chosen in the present book is an
example of her skilful ability to relate imagery to the
movement or stillness of time. She had a career with Angus
& Robertson working with other poets.

DRANSFIELD, MICHAEL (1949-1973) was born in
Sydney. His poetry reflects a protest against the quality of
Australian life, particularly regimented urban society. It also
dealt with human relationships and the conflict between the
innate romantic spirit and the ugliness of modern life. His
poetry became an immediate success particularly with
younger generations. Dransfield himself led a bohemian life,
including drug addiction. Despite his short life, Dransfield
wrote a large number of poems, some of which were
published after his death. He died after his health deteriorated
following a motorcycle accident when he was only twenty-
four.
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DUTTON, GEOFFREY (1922-1998) was born in Kapunda,
South Australia. Dutton’s poetry celebrates the joy of love,
the beauty of nature or the pleasures of friendships. He had
an outstanding publishing and editing career, but also wrote
extensively: verse, novels, short stories, essays, biographies
and other types of writing. He forged friendships with some
great Australian painters. It is to my deep sadness that he died
whilst the publishing of the present book was still in progress.

EDGEWORTH, ANNE was born Anne Mclntyre in 1921
Launceston, Tasmania. Her poetry has appeared in several
anthologies and journals, and in a few collections of her own.
She has also published prose. Edgeworth has led a
resourceful life as biochemist, mother of two sons, theatre
director, university tutor in English literature, community
education coordinator, writer, conveyor and producer of radio
programmes for writers. She is a member of many
associations and organisations concerned with literary,
cultural , environmental, social and political issues. She was
honoured as the Canberra Citizen of the Year 1994, by the
ACT Government, for her services to the arts.

FAIRBAIRN, ANNE. Refer to the part “Anne Fairbairn and
the Arabs” in the present book.

FITZGERALD, ROBERT D. (1902-1987), was born in
Hunters Hill in Sydney where he lived most of his life. His
poetry carries complex philosophical ideas, as exemplified by
“Edge” in the present book. A theme that dominates his
poetry is that of the individual confronting the world as he
finds it. He won several awards and recognitions, and was
considered by many as the top Australian poet of the 1930’s.
He was the only poet among his generation to publicly and
consistently condemn Australia’s involvement in the Vietnam
war. He was a prolific reviewer of and commentator on
modern Australian poetry. He also spent a semester as a
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visiting poetry lecturer at the University of Texas. His life-
time career was, however, in surveying, part of which was
spent in Fiji.

FOULCHER, JOHN was born in 1952 in Sydney, New
South Wales. His poetry reflects common human experience
such as the joy of the present, regrets of the past and
apprehension about the future. Many of his poems dealt with
his family, particularly that his father died when Foulcher
was still a boy. In contrast, his mother died later; a long slow
death. Some of his poems were biblically based. His career
includes teaching and editing.

GAFFNEY, CARMEL was born in 1935 in Townsville in
Queensland. Dr. Gaffney’s published poetry consists of
religious lyrics. She has concentrated on Australian literature
and published extensively on Australian poetry.

GILMORE, MARY (1864-1962) was born Mary Jean
Cameron near Goulborn, NSW. Gilmore’s poetry depicts
love, courage and selflessness using a fine lyrical style. She
had a great concern for the land and the Aboriginal tribes.
She published several volumes of poetry, the last of which
when she was ninety. She had a long-life interest in the
labour movement, and became involved in the growing
radicalism of the 1890’s by supporting the maritime and
shearers’ strikes. She also developed friendship with Henry
Lawson and other literary and intellectual figures of the day.
One of those was William Lane who started the New
Australia venture in Paraguay. She joined that venture and
there married a Victorian shearer called William Alexander
‘Gilmore. They returned to Australia in 1902 to settle in an
isolated farming area in western Victoria. Later she moved to
Sydney with her son, and became very active in leading all
sorts of community campaigns, seeking welfare and social
justice. She was made DBE in 1937, in recognition of her
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literary achievements, and her community and social
activities. Her national status continued to grow until her
death. She was given a ceremonial state funeral

GOULD, ALAN was born in 1949 in London of Icelandic
forebears. He won an award on some of his poetry that was
based on Icelandic legend. He also wrote an award winning
novel. The poem chosen in the present book reflects his skills
in imagery, and his lucid, enchanting style.

GRAY, ROBERT was born in 1945 in Coffs Harbour, New
South Wales. His poetry is rich in brilliant imagery and
characterised by clarity of ideas. It is also influenced by
Asian art. He is considered by some as the finest Australian
poet of the natural world. His career focused on advertising
copyright and reviewing.

HARPUR, CHARLES (1813-1868) was born in Windsor,
NSW to emancipist parents. His poetry deals with injustice
and inequality, defends the Aborigines and carries a lot of
satire aimed at snobbery. Harpur believed that Australian
poetry should be modelled on traditional English poetry
hefore seeking its own individuality. To this end his poetry
was very much full of traditional techniques of which he was
a master. His controversial poetry was initially subjected to
some editing and omissions of important parts when collected
in an edition after his death. This added to the controversy
surrounding his works. Later his views and verses received
interest and praise, and some prominent Australian poets
published monographs and editions of his poetry. As a young
man he had an abrasive and radical personality. His life was
characterised by a series of setbacks including the loss of his
son who was killed in a shooting accident, retrenchment from
work, a flooding of his farm and continuous disregard to his
talents and poetry. He had along courtship of Mary Doyle
who was the “Rosa” of his love sonnets, culminating in
marriage.
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HARRIS, ROBERT was born in 1951 in Melbourne. He has
published a few collections of his poems, and was awarded a
poetry prize in 1975.

HARRY, J.S. was born in 1939 in Adelaide. She received a
prize for her first volume of poetry that was highly acclaimed
for its sensitivity and control of language. This sensitivity is
manifested in the poem selected in the present book. Harry
currently lives in Sydney.

HARWOOD, GWEN (1920-1995), was born in Brisbane,
Queensland. Her poetry uses the conventional devices of
rhyme, metre and regular stanzas, and depicts the dilemma of
the individual’s struggle between freedom and constraint. Her
early poems tell of direct physical pain. She won several
awards for her poetry. She was an accomplished musician
and teacher of music.

She initially used a few pen-names for fear of discrimination
against her as a woman, but also because she did not want her
reputation, once established, to influence her acceptance.

HAYWARD, CHARLES W. (1866-1950), was born in
England and worked as a lawyer in England and South Africa
before arriving in Western Australia in 1894. His works
include satire, sonnets, ballads and lyrics. His working life in
Australia was in the press. He joined the staff of the Bulletin
in 1922 and remained with it until his death. He had the habit
of using various pseudonyms.

HETHERINGTON, PAUL was born in 1958 in Adelaide,
South Australia. He takes delight in language and his poetry
shows meticulous craftsmanship making it very lyrical.
Furthermore, it is nicely adorned with metaphor and imagery.
Although he uses his personal experience to start a theme, it
often extends to encompass a more universal situation. He
has so far published four volumes of poetry, but his work has
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also appeared in several anthologies and a large number of
journals. His poetry has so far won him a prize and an award.
Dr. Hetherington edited and still edits journals, and he is
currently the Director of the Publications Branch at the
National Library of Australia in Canberra where he lives.

HOPE, ALEC D. was born in Cooma, NSW in 1907, the son
of a Presbyterian minister. His first book, the Wandering
Islands , was published in 1955 creating a huge impact on the
literary establishment by its topics of sex and guilt, sensuality
and religion. Hope’s poetry is “authoritative, measured, rich
in literary, biblical and mythological allusions and adhering
to traditional rhythms and form.” Hope is a major literary
critic setting the highest standards for literary criticism in
Australia. Hope had a distinguished academic career as a
university professor until he retired in 1968, but continued his
academic involvement. The poem, the Death of the Bird,
presented in the present book is one of his finest. It is an
example of some of his “impersonal” works.

JONES, EVAN was born in 1931 in Preston, Victoria.
Jones’ poetry is mainly classical with emphasis on traditional
values. The poem Noah’s Song selected in the present book is
a skilful use of a traditional setting for extrapolating a depth
of meaning into a particular human condition. Jones was
educated at reputable universities and has taught history and
English at leading Australian universities.

KENDALL, HENRY (1839-1882), was born in NSW and
spent his early life in coastal areas with their rain forests and
other natural features that became centrepieces for his
landscape lyrics. This, along with other lyric poetry, gave
him the reputation he enjoys. His talent, nevertheless, is
considered to cover many aspects that support the claim that
he was the most substantial poet of the colonial period.For
example, he wrote about individual bush-type characters,
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love and patriotism. Kendall had a difficult childhood and
continued to lead a troubled life including poverty,
alcoholism, the loss of his daughter and associated
interruptions to his writing progress. His job activities
included spending two years at sea in a whaler early in his
life, and towards the end of his short life was appointed as
inspector of forests.

KIRBY, LYNETTE was born in 1945 in Melbourne,
Victoria. Kirby’s poetry is about love, desire and yearning;
crossing emotional boundaries to depict the cruelty and
beauty of the human condition. She does this in a
confronting, but sensual and delicate style. Despite being a
new poetry writer, her poems have been published in many
Australian journals, and translated into Chinese. She has
recently completed a manuscript for her first volume of
poetry. She is currently the Chief Executive of Lynk
Manuscript Assessment Service and a freelance reviewer.
She holds a BA degree in English and Art History.

KNOBEL, PAUL E was born in 1948. He has published
over fifty poems, and authored a book of poems. He is
currently compiling An Encyclopaedia of Male Homosexual
Poetry that has over six thousand entries relating to 235
languages. He is also working on a similar art encyclopaedia.
He holds a Master of Arts degree in English Literature.

LADD, MICHAEL was born in 1959 in Berkeley,
California to a scientist father and a teacher mother. Ladd has
written poetry to a number of different media, including live
performance, video and radio. He has so far published two
books of poetry. He once said, “if I could explain exactly
what a real poem means to me, it would only be by writing
another one.” He was educated in South Australia. Ladd is
currently living in Adelaide and working as poetry
coordinator for ABC Radio.
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LANDSDOWN, ANDREW was born in 1954 in Pingelly,
Western Australia. He has a keen interest in nature,
particularly birds. He began writing poetry in 1972. Ladd also
writes short stories. He holds degrees in English and in
Comparative Literature. He is a teacher of English.

LANGFORD, MARTIN (Unable to obtain iformation.)

LAWSON, HENRY (1867-1922) was born in a tent on the
gold fields at Grenfell, NSW. His father was a Norwegian ex-
sailor. His mother was Louisa Lawson an important
Australian figure in the radical and feminist movements and
in publishing. His poetry dealt with bush life, political and
social protest. He was interested in the republican movement.
He became very famous also for his short stories, and is
considered the supreme Australian master of this art in the
1890°’s. He wrote extensively both in verse and prose.
Lawson’s early life was difficult due to tensions between his
parents, poverty, and near-deafness of which he was afflicted
at the age of nine. In addition to New South Wales, Lawson
spent parts of his life in Western Australia, New Zealand and
in England. He also spent some month in Brisbane,
Queensland with a radical newspaper, but later he was
retrenched and returned to Sydney. He worked as a coach-
painter and a house painter. Lawson was afflicted with
alcoholism and mental illness, particularly in the latter years
of his life. His marriage broke, and the last twenty years of
his life witnessed a deteriorating man, spending some time in
goal for arrears of maintenance, and drunkenness. He also
spent time in mental institutions. Despite all that, he never
lost his appeal to the Australian public. he was the first writer
to be given a state funeral in Australia. He remains
Australia’s most celebrated literary figure.

LEHMANN, GEOFFREY was born in 1940 in Sydney.
Some of his most popular poems deal with the life of
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Australian rural communities, and represent a resurgence in
an interest in the bush in accordance with the views of his
fellow-poet Les Murray. In other poems he uses history as
part of his theme. The poem chosen for the present book
illustrates his lucid demonstrative techniques that characterise
most of his poetry. He has published several volumes of
verse. His other achievements include a novel, reviews,
editorials and anthologies. Lehman has practised law and
lectured law at university.

MAIDEN, JENIFFER was born in 1949 in Penrith, New
South Wales. Her poetry deals with moral pressures with a
language capable of touching the utmost depths of
experience. She has published several collections of poems.
She has also published short stories. She is a professional
writer and tutor in creative writing.

MALOUF, DAVID was born in 1934 in Brisbane of
Lebanese and English parents. His verse is individual and
polished in style with powerful images. The themes in his
writing are often consistent and unifying. For example the
role of language as a mediator of experience, the
relationships between past and present and continuity and
change. In his writings he draws on his early experience in
Brisbane, but also shows a European attitude. Maloufis a
diverse writer of genius and high intellect. He is well known
for his several poetry collections, but also for his novels. He
won several awards for his poetry and prose. Malouf worked
as a teacher in England and in Australia, but he now devotes
all of his time for writing. He lives between Sydney and
southern Tuscany in Italy.

MANIFOLD, JOHN (1915-1985), was born in Melbourne

into a wealthy family of graziers. He was a communist. As

such his poetry reflected his desire to address the common

people. He, therefore, wrote many entertainment ballads. He
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was an accomplished musician and this helped him collect
the tunes of traditional bush ballads. He preferred the lyric,
violent satire, lively romantic verse setand war poetry. He
achieved his academic studies at Cambridge in England, and
later worked as a editor-translator for a German firm. He
joined the British army during the Second World War. By
1949 when he returned to Australia he was already
recognised in England and the USA.

McAULEY, JAMES (1917-1976) was born in Lakemba,
New South Wales. He is considered a classicist. He used
Greek tales and mythology in his poetry to adversely
comment on modern civilisation. His poetry was generally
public with substantial themes. He had several prose
publications, and was a critic and intellectual of high stature.
He worked with the Australian army, then as an editor until
he was appointed to an academic position eventually
becoming a professor of English at the University of
Tasmania where he remained until his death.

McDONALD, ROGER was born in 1941 in Young, New
South Wales. His poetry is enriched with emotional details
and metaphoric observations. He is also a novelist. He
worked as a teacher, radio and television producer and editor.
He is very much noted for his establishment of the Paperback
Poets series during his editing work with the University of
Queensland Press. Thanks to this series, a number of younger
Australian poets established themselves.

MUNRO, MACKENZIE was born in 1931 in Sydney. His
poetry is essentially lyrical and mostly free verse with
original thythms. He has four published book, one of them
received a Commonwealth literary award. He wrote for many
years for the press. Munro’s life has been always involved
with the land and the improvement of pastures, he had had an

interest in medicine. He is a commercial pilot and has been
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instructing on a light aircraft for twenty years. He is currently
still farming, writing, learning French. He also told me that
he still “retains a sense of wonder although this is vulnerable
to human behaviour.”

MURREY, LES was born in 1938 in Nabiac, a village in
New South Wales. His poetry reflects his fondness of the
Australian rural environment and affection to the ordinary
country person. He is also considered one of those who
believe that white Australians should share the same affinity
as the Aborigines with the environment (the Jindyworobak
concept). His poetry also deals with spiritual values.He is a
convert to Roman Catholicism. He spent his early life on his
father’s dairy farm, worked as a translator, spent some time
in England and Europe, and back in Australia to establish
himself as a reviewer, editor and contributor of articles to
journals and newspapers. He is a leading figure in Sydney’s
literary society and continues to write poetry of the highest
calibre.

NEILSON, JOHN SHAW (1872-1942), was born in South
Australia of Scottish-born parents. Neilson is considered a
lyrist of high standing. His poetry is delicate and full of
grace, in contrast to his harsh upbringing and destitute life.
This made him Australia’s most enigmatic poet. He
developed eye problems in 1905, and his inability to read
clearly hindered his progress. He worked as a labourer most
of his life. He died in Melbourne of heart trouble. His poem
“the Orange tree” translated in the present book is an
example of his sensitivity, gift and enigma.

O’CONNER, MARK was born in 1945 in Melbourne. He is
an award winning poet of naturalistic concerns. He advocates
phonetically-accurate spelling, and writes rthythmic verse. He
has written plays and short stories as well.
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OODJEROO OF THE TRIBE NOONUCCAL
(FORMERLY KNOWN AS KATH WALKER) (1920-1993),
was born of Aboriginal parents, and grew up on Stradbroke
Island, Queensland. She only had primary school education.
Her poetry is vigorous and committed to Aboriginal causes
and protests against discriminating white culture and laws.
She became a spokesperson for the Aboriginal people and
successfully campaigned for the abolition of Section 52 of the
Australian  Constitution that  discriminated against
Aborigines. She worked as a domestic when she was thirteen
and then joined the army.

PAGE, GEOFF was born in 1940 in Grafton, New South
wales. His poetry is rich in vivid imagery and precision in
detail. The poem chosen for the present book is an example
of his craft. He has published several volumes of poetry. He
is a school teacher and a reviewer of poetry.

PATERSON, A.B. (1864-1941) was born near orange,
NSW. He adopted the pseudonym ‘the Banjo™ for his early
contributions, and was widely known as ‘Banjo Paterson'.
Paterson is renowned in Australia, among other things, for his
"Waltzing Matilda™ that became the national song of the
country. He is considered to be the master folk-poet of
Australia, and the most accomplished and witty of all the
balladists. His poetry appeals to both the educated and the
uneducated. He admired and wrote about the horse. His
poetry also supports the hardworking drovers and shearers.
He wrote several volumes of verse, and a few novels and
short stories. Paterson started his career as a clerk then was
qualified as a solicitor. He also worked as a war
correspondent, and later was a remount officer during the
First World War. His other jobs included a newspaper editor
and a grazier. Paterson led a glamorous and adventurous life
in his later years.
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PORTER, PETER was born in 1929 in Brisbane. Porter’s
early poetry is witty and melancholic, structurally controlled,
depicting a wide variety of themes and skilful use of
aphorisms. It reveals a strong attachment to European culture,
and labours in a complex analysis of art confronting
experience. Later, as it matures, it continues to explore
aesthetic immortality and physical death. There is also a
sense of loss in his mature poetry, and a sense of aging as
exemplified by the poem chosen for the present book. Porter
is the author of many volumes of poetry and collaborator on a
few others. Porter’s career life includes book selling,
journalism, clerical work, copyright advertising, freelance
writing and reviewing, and broadcasting. Porter lived most of
his life in England, and he still lives in London.

RIDDELL, ALAN (1927-1977), was born in Townsville,
Queensland. He was educated in Scotland and lived in a few
European countries in addition to Australia. He started as a
traditional poet, but became interested in concrete and visual
poetry. His poem in the present book is an example of that.
He worked as a journalist and editor.

RIDDELL, ELIZABETH was born in 1910 in Napier, New
Zealand. She came to Australia at the age of eighteen to
become one of this country’s most renowned journalists. She
stopped writing poetry when her husband died in 1964.

ROBINSON, ROLAND (1912-1992), was born in Ireland of
English parents, and brought to Australia when a young boy.
He is distinguished as a poet of the bush. His poems are noted
for their limpid style and firm rhythms. His poetry shows a
strong interest in Aboriginal life, and he was associated for
years with the Jindyworobak movement with strong
commitment to celebrating the beauty and richness of the
bush. He had several types of manual jobs, but also worked
as a clerk and a ballet dancer.
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RODRIGUEZ, JUDITH was born in 1936 in Brisbane,
Queensland as Judith Green. Her poetry is rich with precise
visual experiences and original exotic imagery. The poem a
Lifetime devoted to Literature chosen in the present book
reflects her originality and responsiveness to human
experience. During her university education she met and
collaborated with the likes of David Malouf. She has
travelled and taught overseas. She currently teaches English
and Australian literature at La Trobe University. She is now
married to the poet Thomas Shapcott.

ROLLS, ERIC was born in 1923 in Grenfell, New South
Wales. His poetry is versatile, exuberant and full of satire,
wry irony and the macabre. He also wrote simple-natured
lyrics. He has a keen interest in the natural environment and
its processes as shown clearly in “Rain Forest” selected in the
present book. One of his poems,they all Ran Wild, won him
two awards.He also wrote and published prose with one book
winning him two awards. He worked in farming, and
currently lives in North Haven in New South Wales.

SHAPCOTT, THOMAS W. was born in 1935 in Ipswich,
Queensland. His verse reflects his interest in experimenting
with various poetic techniques. His poetry reveals a concern
for the ultimate understanding of human nature. To this end
he extensively uses religion, mythology, historical and social
commentary. In all of this, he is a unique Australian poet in
the originality of both his themes and the methodologies he
adopts. The poem selected in the present book is an example
of the genius of Shapcott, extracting unique experiences from
“water”, an every day affair that we take for granted and
simplicity. Shapcott’s poetry won him many awards and
distinctions. Shapcott is a major authority on Australian
~poetry. He is a leading Australian poet, intellectual, critic,
editor, anthologist, reviewer and administrator. He worked as
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a clerk and accountant, and became the Director of the
Literature Board in 1983. He is currently with the University
of Adelaide. He is married to the poet Judith Rodriguez.

SHARAH, JEMAL was born in Canberra in 1969. She is
considered one of Australia’s leading young poets, and their
most gifted as Les Murray states. She worked as a book shop
assistant, and now works for a Government department.

SHARKEY, MICHAEL was born in 1946 in Sydney, NSW.
Dr. Sharkey is a volatile poet with a wealth of poetry
publications. He is very keen on poetry performance. He is
very daring in experimenting with his craft, despite his
awareness of the formal literary tradition. He writes with
colloquial directness, showing deep concerns for the battler
and the toiler. Sharkey is also an essay and article writer and
an editor. Sharkey’s career has been varied and colourful,
including working in a publishing company, working for the
Commonwealth public service and in academic positions at
different universities in Australia and overseas. He currently
edits the literary magazine Ulitarra, and teaches composition,
rhetoric and American literature at the University of New
England in Armidale, New South Wales.

SIMPSON, R.A. was born in 1929 in Melbourne. His poetry
is more international than Australian in style. His major
concern is the complexity of life at all levels and expects, for
example the difficulties and pleasures of communication. His
poetry also deals with complex social issues. He taught in
England and in Australia, and was poetry editor of leading
publications. He has been a great asset in encouraging
younger authors.

SLESSOR, KENNETH (1901-1971), was born in Orange,
NSW, of German-Scottish ancestry. His poetry is
characterised by superior pictorial ability with bright,
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startling images. Slessor spent the last thirty years of his life
without writing a single poem. This is one of his mysteries.
He had a career in journalism and was appointed official war
correspondent with Australian army in 1940. His poem
“Beach Burial” translated in the present book was inspired by
his wartime experience in the Middle East.

SMITH, VIVIAN was born in 1933 in Hobart, Tasmania.
His poetry is elegant, meditative, conservative in form but
searching in theme. He has written many poems about
Tasmania, his home state. The poem, Tasmania, chosen in
the present book sums up his fondness of his home and his
elegant “photographic” description of the landscape and
associated processes. Smith was educated at the universities
of Tasmania and Sydney and has taught in both. He isa
scholar, critic and editor of high esteem. He currently lives in
Sydney. ‘

STEWART, DOUGLAS (1913-1985), was born in Eltham,
New Zealand and first came to Australia in 1933 but did not
settle permanently until 1938. His poetry is accessible, light,
witty and tender. It deals with the light and colour of the
landscape, and the land and its animals appreciating the
beauty of things for their own sake rather than for the use into
which they can be put. He worked as literary editor of the
Bulletin , and later became advisor to Australia’s main
literary publisher. These roles, along with his participation in
Government committees, put him in a very influential
position that he used for the encouragement of emerging
writers. He was noted for his accurate assessment of the
potential of emerging poetic talents, including some poets
who became prominent. This is considered as his greatest
contribution to Australian literature. He also wrote verse
dramas and published short stories. The poem, Marree, in the
present book is a first in a sequence of poems describing
Stewart’s reaction to the desolate Australian interior.

316



STOW, RANDOLPH was born in 1935 in Geraldton,
Western Australia. His poetry reflects his Australian
experience, particularly with the landscape. It also reflects his
interest in myth and folklore. A unity of tone characterises
the craft of his poems. The poem chosen for the present book
reflects, in my opinion, aremarkable ability to soak human
feelings in the dynamic processes of nature in a tender
manner despite the harsh landscape in the background. Stow
produced much more prose than poetry. He lectured in
English literature in Australia and overseas and worked as an
anthropologist in New Guinea. He has lived in England since
1966.

TAYLOR, JAMES (Unable to obtain information.)

TRANTER, JOHN was born in 1943 in Cooma, New South
wales. His poetry is ‘“autobiographical in tone and
conventional in theme and form” in its early days, but later it
gradually becomes less personal and more abstract. His
poetry is characterised by wit and skill. He is one of
Australia's leading contemporary poets, and advocates
modernism in his works and in the critical reviews he
undertakes of the work of others. His occupations over the
years include editor, radio producer and critic.

WALLACE-CRABBE, CHRIS was born in 1934 in
Richmond, Melbourne. His poetry is dominated by reason
-and moderation. Many of his later works address public and
political themes. He once wrote that poetry must be partly
ironic to reflect a particular era and condition. He published
several volumes of verse and edited others. He wrote many
essays and articles, and a novel. Wallace-Crabbe is a
distinguished academic. The poem chosen in the present book
reflects his profound intellect and the type of ironic stance he
adopts.
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WEBB, FRANCIS (1925-1973), was born in Adelaide,
South Australia. He wrote large sets of poems on historic
themes. His poetry is dense and powerful and explores pain
and suffering from a Christian perspective. He received high
acclaim from his fellow poets, with some of them ranking
him above any other poetin Australia. He was described as
creating a new language and imagery by his original writing.
He suffered from mental illnesses and spent much of his life
in institutions, despite a trouble-free childhood. He served
with the Royal Australian Air Force and trained as a wireless
air gunner in Canada. The poem,the Gunner, selected in the
present book perhaps reflects his training.

WRIGHT, JUDITH (1915—1%50),0 was born in Armidale,
New South Wales into a pastoral family. Her love to the
countryside is reflected in much of her early poetry. Her
poetry in general is prolific. She used stories from the diary
of her grandfather as material for her writings. She also wrote
about the war including the poem “the Company of Lovers”
in the present book. In 1946 she published the Moving Image,
a collection of poems that had a great impact on the literary
movement. She was also a literary critic, anthologist, editor,
fiction writer and a very active conservationist. She received
many awards and doctorates of letters. Judith Wright was a
great Australian with a spirit that embraced humanity.

Note

Sources often differ by one year in listing dates of births. In
these cases I consulted more than two sources. This does
not mean that I avoided the problem completely.
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whispers from the faraway south

o Sl el e < jliaal Zaa 5 translations of selected Australian poetry

This book is arranged from right to left
according to Arabic script
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Raghid Nabbag

Raghid Nahhas was born in 1949 in
Damascus, Syria where he completed his
school education. He obtained his Bachelor
of Science and Master of Marine Sciences
degrees from the American University of
Beirut. He obtained his PhD. in
Environmental Zoology from the United
Kingdom. Nahhas worked in scientific
research and environmental consulting in
Britain, Syria and Australia. He lives in
Sydney with his wife and two daughters.
Nahhas developed a love for literature and
the arts at an early age. He published one of
his articles in a leading Lebanese journal
when he was only fourteen. He has over
one hundred publications in English and
Arabic in science, simplifying science,
culture, translations and short stories
published in leading journals. He has
participated in poetry festivals in Sydney.
He is often consulted by organizations such
as the Australia Council for reviews and
evaluation of literary and cultural works.
Nahhas is currently Editor-in-Chief of the
English issues of the literary journal
Jjoussour that is published by the Group for
Liberty and Creativity in Sydney, and
distributed in several countries around the
world.
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