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I T H E  A R M Y  O F  T H E  R A R E  in w hich Dick Beckett beats up the w eek’s new s

W HY THE POOR ARE GOING TO 
VOTE LIBERAL: The federal

Labor government’s interim schools com
mission has restored grants to 137 private 
schools following complaints from the 
rich that they are unable to make ends 
meet. The extra $5.2 million needed to 
finance this elitist group o f future cap- 
itains o f industry is going to be provided 
by a series o f Saturday morning fetes and 
dog shows run by state schools. State 
school pupils also will be asked to give up 
their daily lunch money to provide suit
able uniforms for private school scholars.

THE JAPANESE ARE GOING TO 
VOTE LABOR: Overruling his own 

minister for minerals and energy, prime 
minister Gough Whitlam has decided to 
allow Japanese investments in Australian 
resource projects. Welcoming the move, 
the Japanese prime minister Tanaka said 
his country’s businessmen were not going 
to be greedy and tow Australia away 
immediately. Instead they would settle 
for a modest 50 percent ownership o f 
Australian resource projects, with perhaps 
another 10 to 20 percent in other ven
tures such as cattle raising and meat 
processing. However, he stressed that 
Australians would still be allowed to own 
their own homes, although there might be 
a few restrictions on choice o f jobs and 
the amount o f money they would be 
allowed to keep for themselves.

Th e  k i l l j o y s  a r e  w r o n g ,
WE’VE GOT AN ARM Y AFTER 

A LL : Awaiting a call from the United 
Nations for a Middle East peace keeping 
force, defence minister Lance Barnard 
estimated that Australia could proved as y§p, 
many as 700 men to do the job. However, |pi|||ST 
he added, raising such a huge force would 
take some little time.

rsAY GOOMCHfDCK,,
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JOIN THE ARM Y TO AVOID DOC
TORS FEES: In yet another failure 

o f will, federal cabinet has agreed to let 
.doctors charge a good deal more for 

H surgery consultation, in order to maintain 
their present humble life style. The new 

i f rates are based on a sliding scale in which 
the closer you are to death the more you 

|| have to pay. People who are very well 
indeed and do not visit doctors at all are 
not going to get away scot free. Cabinet is 

§1 also allowing all medical benefits funds to 
put up their rates.

•- - •*.
■ .; ;• ? * * £ & £ § !$

1  SANTA CLAUS: Defending him
self against his critics, American president 
Richard Nixon said the whole Watergate 
crisis was the fault o f the press. If the 
press hadnt written the rotten story in 
the first place, he would not have had to 
defend himself, he told the world at large. 
It is interesting to note that earlier in the 
week the staff o f the White House saw fit 
to issue a statement which said that the 
president was not suffering from “ a 
dangerous emotional instability” . If this 
is the way he acts when he’s feeling well, 
God help us all when he really gets sick.

S I

Br i n g  b a c k  t h e  in q u is it io n !
Defending the new one million 

maximum security block in Sydney’s 
Long Bay jail, New South Wales justice 
minister Maddison, said it had been es
pecially designed to contain ‘ ‘savage 
monsters” . He did no feel that spending 
up to three months in the windowless but 
air conditioned cells would do any man 
permanent mental damage and added that 
from time to time prisoners “ will be 
exposed to the air” . The minister is also 
understood to be studying even more 
enlightened plans for dealing with so
ciety’s enemies in which they are sealed 
in large stainless steel drums and buried 
alive.

GO DOWN MOSES: A  South African 
magistrate has ruled that police 

who shot dead 11 African miners in a riot 
at the Caretonville gold mine had merely 
acted in the course o f their duty. The 
magistrate, Mr C. H . Badenhorst, said the 
deaths were the fault o f the miners 
themselves, who had been “ in a frenzy”

on the day o f the shooting. If the miners 
had behaved themselves decently, the 
police would not have shot them, he 
added.

W HY SYDNEY WILL FOREVER 
REMAIN A  HICK TOWN: The 

manager o f Sydney’s Opera House, Mr 
Frank Bames, banned Australian bom 
pianist Roger Woodward from playing the 
concert hall Steinway piano because it 
was claimed he hit the keys too hard and 
damaged the delicate instrument. Quite 
properly in dismissing Bames’ gibberish as 
so much idotic piffle, Mr Woodward said 
that following the completion o f his 
present contract he would never play in 
the blasted place again.

A p p ly in g  f o r  t h e  s o r e
LOSER AWARD: North Viet

namese negotiator Lee Due Tho said he 
could not accept the 1973 Nobel prize 
for peace because, as he somewhat acidly 
pointed out, peace had not yet arrived in 
Vietnam. His display o f petulance may 
have been caused by a statement released

by the South Vietnamese government 
which said that more than 48,000 Viet
namese has died since peace broke out on 
January 28 this year. American peace 
negotiator, Dr Henry Kissinger, who has 
apparently not seen this happy little item, 
said he was more than willing to pick up 
his own Nobel prize.

THE MAN’S MAD, HE COULD 
H AVE BOUGHT ANOTHER 

HOUSE AND A  SWIMMING POOL: 
Nobel prize winning author Patrick White 
announced that he intended to use his 
prize money to endow an annual award 
for Australian writers. Commenting on 
this act o f impetuosity, professor Geof
frey Blainey, chairman o f the literature 
board o f the Australian Council for the 
Arts, said it might just be o f some little 
use as Australia’s writers were so respected 
in their own land that most o f them man
aged to earn “ less than a GP’s reception
ist”  in a year.

No t  t h a t  w e ’r e  a n y  ju d g e s
OF CULTURE: Australia's recently 

purchased $1.3 million painting Blue 
Poles, by American artist Jackson Pol
lock, was actually painted by three 
drunks, it was revealed in the US after the 
cheque had been handed over. Taking the 
whole scandal somewhat philosophically, I 
senator Lionel Murphy did a little home
work on the drinking habits o f departed 
geniuses and found consolation in the 
fact that both Van Gogh and Beethoven 
were pisspots. “ Surely the government is 
not expected to carry out an investigation 
into the state o f sobriety o f the artist 
before we decide whether a painting is 
suitable to be purchased by Australians?” 
he asked a few o f his accusers. In a witty 
intellectual reply, senator Ian Wood (who 
not surprisingly comes from the cultural 
centre o f Australia, Queensland) said he 
regarded such works as “ shicker” art 
because you have to be shicker to do 
them. He is understood to decorate his i 
own house with Corn Flake packets and | 
rum bottle labels.

W HO KILLED COCK ROBIN? Not I 
said Dr Nugget Coombs, denying 

tnat ne had played any part in the recent 
dismissal of aboriginal affairs minister 
Gordon Bryant, who apparently lost his 
job because he liked the blacks. It was 
also revealed that the good Mr Bryant 
also lost his phone as soon as he lost his 
job, thus ensuring that he couldnt ring 
any o f his friends up and tell them that 
he was no longer able to help them

Th e y  g o  c r a c k e r s  w h e n  y o u
TELL THEM ANYW AY: The fed

eral minister for social security, Mr Hay
den, said serious cultural problems were 
arising among aborigines receiving social 
service benefits in some areas o f Western 
Australia. It appeared that the money was 
destroying the fabric o f aboriginal society 
and breaking up tribal groups. One would 
have thought that that was what it 
intended to do -  make them just like 
their white elders and betters.
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Incorporated Newsagencies Company Pty Ltd at 113 
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SPACE AGE BOCKS
No o rd in a ry  bookshop w e, b u t a fr ie n d ly  place where you  can exp lore  all 
facets o f  th e  hum an p o ten tia l: living on the  earth , radical education and 
psychology, gestalt therap y  and encounter cu ltu re . Eastern philosophy and  
m ysticism , occu lt fie lds and speculative history, all types o f  radical litera ture  
and f ic tio n  and pop  cu ltu re  m aterial. B ut that's  o n ly  scratching th e  surface. 
W e also have th e  largest range of science fic t io n , fantasy and o ther  
m yth o p o etic  fic tio n s  in A ustra lia : everything fro m  T o lk ie n  to  Hesse, w ith  
H erbert and H ein le in  sandwiched som ewhere in betw een. W hy no t get on our  
M ailing List? W e mail o u t every tw o  months o r thereabouts. T h e  O ctober issue 
is now  ready and loaded w ith  lots o f  im p o rt goodies. A  s tam p w ill get you  a 
sam ple copy. F if ty  cents w ill give you  a year's subscription.

317 SW ANSTO N S T R E E T  M ELB O U R N E 3000 Phone 663-1777

Page 2 — TH E  L IV IN G  D A Y L IG H T S  — Oct. 30-Nov. 5, 1973



Bunfight at the Nimbin Corral
GRAHAM DUN- 
STAN was one 
o f the organisers 
of the Aquarius 
Festival at Nim
bin in May this 
year.

4 | Since then, a
I hardy gaggle of 
of counter cul- 

turalists have been loitering there 
with a dream of building the New 
Jerilderie. How are they coping? 
What contribution are they making 
to the lifestyle and customs of the 
old timers? Recently, Graham re
turned to Nimbin for the greatest 
show in town, The Agricultural 
and Industrial Fair, and now files
this report.______________________

T LIKE monuments. They are 
spasms o f community energy 

which create lasting material 
symbols of what the community 
holds to be dear. They are time 
capsules o f the prevailing value 
system o f the community. “ Prevail
ing” is the key word because the 
social class that controls the alloca
tion o f the community’s resources 
will inevitably mirror its own value 
system in the monument. But there 
are monuments and monuments. 
The significant ones are those creat
ed with a general consensus and 
enthusiasm for the symbols repre
sented.

Canberra is such a monument — fed
eration city, a victory symbol o f the 
conquest o f distance and the welding o f a 
single nation on the continent. And the 
townplanning is an expression of the 
quarter acre, nuclear family suburban 
isolation that the middle class rulers say is 
an ideal community arrangement. And 
there is the Opera House, which cele
brates the end o f scarcity and the transi
tion from a production to a consumption 
oriented society. The form is a triumph 
o f technology, the content an indictment 
o f the senility o f the ruling class which 
cannot update its art and social forms to 
match the sophistication o f that technol
ogy. Visuals from Kubrick and 
sound by Pink Floyd would 
more suit the wop- / 
drous achievements / 
in prestressed con

crete and acoustics than Asher Joel’s 
culture fare o f symphonies, ballets, ope
ras, and Rolf Harrises. But who cares? 
The Opera House is a monument as it is.

So the Australian Commonwealth has 
Canberra, hedonistic Sydney has the Ope
ra House and Nimbin -  yes, that magic 
village in the sub-tropical north east o f 
NSW -  has a showground. There are other 
monuments too. The Nimbin hall is a 
monument to local democracy, to meet
ings and meeting people. And there is a 
plinth in the Allsop Memorial Park across 
the road from the pub. It was erected in 
grief and guilt to those fine young men, 
children o f pioneers, who were conned 
into going across the world to be part o f  a 
slaughter match.

Anzac Day was an important long

It was more than an op art collection. 
The Aquarian sentiment was that we 
should not forget, nor should we let it 
happen again. There was mixed feeling 
from the town, some welcomed the dis
play and condemned the beer and pokie 
RSL for losing Nimbin’s sacrifice in the 
dust o f the years. Others were sufficiently 
outraged to come and claim the relics and 
the heroes as their own. And so they hid 
them away in crates safe from the pos
sible sacrilege o f the Nimbin newcomers.

On Anzac morning the public lavator
ies overflowed. A  whiff o f shit hit the 
street. It seemed like a plot and tension 
amongst the townspeople was high.

At 9 am a small band o f Nimbin 
citizens marched from the police station 
to the plinth in the park. They were

Although the street was crowded with 
the weird and colorful strangers and their 
bare arsed kids, there was silence and 
people strained to hear the catechisms o f 
Anzac Day. The ritual had a compelling 
dignity and flashed the depth and 
strength o f the community that once 
offered its manhood to distant causes.

*  *  *

THE showground is beautiful and to its 
management committee, the Nimbin 
Agricultural and Industrial Society, very 
precious. The ring is marked o ff by a 
white railed fence, benches and a circle o f 
shady camphor laurels. For such a small 
village it is an extraordinarily well equip
ped showground with a huge pavilion 
with a luncheon room annexe, a refresh
ment kiosk, publican’s booth, turnstyles, 
cattle pens, judges box, poultry display 
sheds and so on. The show lasts two days 
each year and for the other 363 the 
grounds are pampered with maintenance 
(thanks to rural unemployment relief) 
and protected from other community 
interests.

The Nimbin Sports Committee has 
been urging for use o f the showgrounds as 
a caravan park and as a site for one of 
those dreadful concrete and chlorination 
Olympic pools. The Nimbin A&IS won’t 
let ’em. The pavilion, which has the big
gest covered floor space in the town, is not 
available for hire because it houses a giant 
glass showcase used for cake displays on 
Show Day. The showground is conse
crated property.

And so it should be. It is a monument 
to the self-contained agricultural com
munity that Nimbin once was. The first 
selector arrived in the Nimbin valley in 
1881. That journey meant a coastal/river 
steamer voyage from Newcastle to Lis- 
more and thence by bullock train to Nim
bin. That last leg o f 18 miles took two

C = 5 7

weekend in the preparation for the festi
val. Many people had come to town to 
view the scene and help Aquarius. We 
were hairy, we were many and we were 
high, embracing and skipping in the 
street, stoked on festival good vibes. The 
townspeople were afraid we would not 
respect their ritual observance o f Anzac 
Day. We had purchased the old RSL hall, 
decorated the front as a Union Jack and 
uncovered a forgotten collection o f old 
framed prints such as the Landing at 
Gallipoli and Menin Gates at Midnight. A  
complete set o f photographs o f Nimbin 
Second World War victims was also 
found. The Aquarius office 
walls were hung with the 
collection which was made 
poignant by a genuine ,
“ Lest We Forget” 
light up sign.

proud and a little self-conscious about 
their determination to carry out their 
ceremony in the face o f the unspoken 
challenge that the Aquarius value system 
represented to the community. There 
were about 20 middle aged men in 
business suits and service ribbons and a 
dozen scouts and ladies from the bowling 
club dressed in creams. The latter groups 
were uniformed ring-ins, I think, to boost 
the numbers. They had no music and the 
bugle calls cackled feebly from a phono
graph. Harold Allsop, a gritty town farm 
er, gave the drill orders and Bob Marsh, 
the local constable, stood at attention
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and the rain forest was so dense that the 
only good grass for the bullocks was at 
the stop-over settlement that became 
known as Coffee Camp. Into the valley 
the selectors came and carved farms out 
o f that forest, raised families and created 
a community,By 1920, that is in less than 
two generations, the village o f Nimbin 
was on the map and thriving.

Once a year the families came out of the 
hills. The excuse was a display o f agricul
tural and industrial produce o f the dis
trict. People could meet and yarn, com
pare survival techniques and, in the face 
to face meeting on that common ground, 
resolve the little gripes and grudges that 
brooded in the hills. While fathers prod
ded stock, daughters eyed potential mates 
and mothers gossipped with old friends. 
Oppressively sexist and parochial maybe, 
but it was a stable surviving community 
o f awesome fortitude.

The showground is a monument to 
that pioneering past and the show itself 
the annual ritualistic acknowledgment o f 
it. And like all rituals it binds the 
community, makes them aware o f their 
interdependence and gives it strength.

Of course things have changed. In 
1962 an all weather sealed road was put 
through to Lismore and now housewives 
can hop into their V8 Holdens and 
thunder into the Lismore air conditioned 
supermarkets indistinguishable from

those in Cairns, Broken Hill, Sydney or 
Perth. Television has a levelling effect 
too. The city sent signals communicating 
city life and middle class Amerika. And 
so Nimbin people have become dislocated 
from the inward looking, self-sufficient 
community their parents created.

Still the Nimbin Show goes on and the 
showground is a special place.

* *  *

ABORIGINAL social organisation was 
stable and surviving too. It was stable for 
5000 years before white settlement. The 
Bundjalong, the aboriginal nation o f the 
northern rivers area that included Nim
bin, didnt war with the whites. The 
impact o f the whites destroyed the rituals 
and traditions that related them to their 
tribe and their universe. They were cul
turally crippled and so demoralised that 
they could not organise survival let alone 
a war. The Bundjalong settled around 
Evans Head and were wiped out in the flu 
epidemics o f the 20s.

The survivors existed as fringe dwell
ers. O f late there has been a drift to the 
cities and the politics o f Black Power. 
Black Power is a heavy scene and is 
characterised by its violence and aggres
sion. And this not just the mau mauing of 
white liberals, it has extended to knifings 
and terror tactics too. Which is not a put- 
down o f black activism but a specific

rejection o f the dangerous rantings o f 
such as Dennis Walker which are toler
ated, indeed legitimised, by skin color.

The glib explanation for this violence 
is that it is a reaction to two centuries o f 
white oppression. What isnt emphasised is 
that city living oppresses city blacks. 
Cities deculture; they atomise community 
identification; they ridicule ritual and 
they poison with bad chemicals and bad 
air. The city grind produces culture crip
ples in Redfern just as it does in the 
western suburbs. Deculturalisation is the 
malaise o f the times.

City blacks claimed Nimbin was 
cursed. They claimed it was a sacred 
ground and demanded that the festival be 
called off. It was an ideological dilemma 
for the organisers but careful checking 
with local blacks and white history estab
lished that the sacredness was conjured 
up in a black power house in Glebe, not 
Nimbin. But the rumor was incredibly 
tenacious and impossible for a white to 
deny. Black media trippers got the story 
into Digger and even Four Corners.

The black power campaign against the 
festival climaxed with a reverse charges 
call from Melbourne to say that Black 
Power activists were converging on Nim
bin to "smash the festival” . They came 
and they boozed.

The Nimbin Show is a spring affair. 
The lush new grass gives the cattle a sheen 
o f good health and beauty just like the 
valley itself. It was a good time to revisit 
Nimbin. I could see the show, meet the 
townspeople again and see the progress o f 
the new community which the festival 
had spawned.

The show was on Friday and Saturday, 
October 12 and 13. Coincidentally, it 
was a full moon on the twelfth. Full 
moon is important in the new community: 
it is the occasion for a come together. It 
means a night o f music and singing 
around a fire in the open, dancing in the 
moonlight and getting high together. 
Characteristically it is an unstructured 
event; there is no recognised master o f 
ceremonies and no pre arranged proce
dure. The gathering relies on spontaneity. 
Everyone contributes whatever moves 
them and the hit or miss hop>e is that a 
group high will happen.

Last full moon was a decided miss. It 
started well with a dramatic flash thunder 
storm which swept across the valley in 
the gloaming. It was all over in an hour. 
The air was charged and cleaned and 
distant isolated clouds flickered with in
ternal light shows. It seemed to portend 
a magic night.

Not so. A  rumor -  an unauthenticated 
unsquashable hippy rumor — asserted 
that the location had been changed. It 
created confusion.

The food didnt work either. A  lot o f 
people came, few brought food and this 
was quickly scoffed. Eating together is an 
important ritual for establishing group 
cohesion but scarcity o f food creates 
tension.

And the music fell on its ear. There are 
some excellent musicians in Nimbin, and 
a lot o f presumptuous mediocrity. A  
musical jam session around a fire in the 
fields by a brook in full moon suggests 
bliss. It was just noise. A  successful jam 
demands cooperation and sensitivity to 
each musician’s efforts. Insensitive musi
cians have to be restrained. But the new 
Nimbin people have no structure for 
restraining the insensitive. A  girl beside 
me proceeded to blow random flute 
notes that bore no relation to rhythm or 
key. So instead o f flying, the music 
groped for unity and instead o f weaving, 
it plodded, weighed down by mediocrity.

Boggles, ex festival garbageman, was 
also on the outside o f the circle. He was 
depressed because he was homeless, he 
was pissed, and he was raving raucously. 
There wasnt sufficient structure in the 
group to prevent this man’s downer from 
becoming the group’s downer. No one 
attempted to quiet him, everyone tried to 
ignore him and they went home discon
tent with their ritual.

*  *  *

THE ISSUE of structure blew up in a 
strange way during the preparation for 
the festival. A  group called the Magik 
Karavan was bom in Nimbin to do good 
times concerts in the district to earn some 
bread and to publicise the nature o f the

festival to come. There was extraordinary 
talent and energy in the group.

It was decided to treat Nimbin to a 
concert Many people turned up to see it, 
including townspeople with families. But 
the concert was obstructed by a drunken 
mad lady called G. who swigged her* 
sherry (purchased with money stolen 
from the food co-op) and interjected with 
inane vulgarities.

G. was a very powerful person with a 
shock o f wild red hair, mad eyes, a sharp 
tongue and a theatrical presence. She 
claimed she was a witch and I believe her. 
She let it be known that she would 
violently resist removal from the stage.

G. focused the contradiction o f the 
organisation o f a festival which was to 
have no program and no structure o f 
authority. How would the festival com
munity deal with individual bummers 
who lay their bad times on others and 
even derive satisfaction from evil non
sense that disrupts group harmony.

The Magik Karavan didnt go on that 
night and never performed in Nimbin 
again. A  debate raged about G ’s right to 
do her thing on stage. About 30 people 
charged the stage too. Some said it was all 
theatre. Some wanted the Magik Karavan 
as promised. Some recognised G's de
structive madness and said it had to be 
passively accommodated. One impassion
ed fellow said it this way. “ You have got 
to love! Love, until you’re crucified!”  He 
lived alone on a farm 16 miles away so I 
guess that philosophy worked for him.

For me it was just hippy bullshit.

*  *  *

THE Nimbin Show is elaborately organis
ed with judges, stewards, head stewards 
and so on. Except for the imported 
judges it is all voluntary labor and the 
program runs smoothly in grooves o f long 
established expectations. The ladies ope
rate the luncheon room. For 40 cents you 
get a cuppa tea, sandwiches and a big 
plate o f cakes and a smile. Three genera
tions of ladies were mixing it in the 
kitchen and cracking their annual jokes 
about grandma entering the Miss Showgirl 
Competition.

The air o f familiarity made it a pleas
ant if not mindblowing day. The people 
drove right up to the ring and ate their 
picnic lunches under the laurel trees from 
the backs o f their station wagons. It was 
chatty and friendly and I guess that’s all 
it has to be. Dear Bert Faulkes, a friendly 
festival land leasor, won a championship 
prize o f his A. I. S. bull and a prize for cut 
flowers which he picked on the spur o f 
the moment that morning. His late wife 
had planted the flowers and she used to 
win prizes. Bert lives alone now. Bert’s 
son-in-law won 52 o f the 58 vegetable 
prizes. Charlie Soward, the kindly singing 
garbageman, won many? championships 
for his poultry.

Dave Smith was another friendly festi
val leasor. His daughter Christine was Miss 
Nimbin Showgirl 1972 and she and the 
1973 entrants were mounted on the back 
o f Holden station wagons and driven 
around the ring. That parade became the 
head o f the Grand Parade so Christine 
was prize girl ahead o f prize bull ahead o f 
prize horse and so on. Bhristine later 
handed on her crown to another Smith 
girl, Gail from Coffee Camp. To save the 
embarrassment o f implying a last prize 
only a first was awarded amonst the four 
entrants.

If the feminine initiation rites go on in 
the luncheon room masculinity rites are 
in the ring. Young adolescent boys dem
onstrate their fearlessness by riding wildly 
bucking vealers. And the men demon
strate their horse skill in the dignified 
competition o f camp drafting, which is 
the art o f guiding a running calf by 
keeping it in direct contact with your 
horse.

The Aquarius community at Nimbin 
was not sufficiently aware to prepare for 
the show. For all the talk o f gardening 
there was no organically grown produce 
on display. A  craft stall was set up but no 
effort was made to display crafts as part 
o f the Nimbin community industrial dis
play in the pavilion. At the request o f the 
organisers there was a restaging o f a 
pantomime, Snow White, which had been 
put together by Benny Zable for an Apex 
weekend some weeks previous. But the 
pantomime lacked energy and although
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there were some amusing shifts o f sex 
roles in the acting, it looked tatty and 
introverted. It started three hours late 
and attracted little attention.

THERE are about a hundred new settlers 
in Nimbin now and there are good and 
bad things to say about the community 
they have evolved. I f  I am harsh it is 
because the promise o f Nimbin is dear to 
me. Nimbin is an opportunity to create 
an alternative community that is neither 
the brainchild o f middleclass townplan- 
ners nor developers. It could be a com
munity where people are not obliged to 
consume bad chemicals, where it is safe 
for children physically and psychological
ly and where the problems o f surviving 
the century are faced collectively.

The good thing is that there is a strong 
sense o f community (such as doesnt exist 
at nearby Mullumbimby) and there are a 
variety o f community services in opera
tion, most of which are reconstituted

legacies from the festival. For example, 
the Aquarian retained the use o f three 
main street buildings, the old RSL cum 
media factory is a studio/ gallery/ cinema, 
the Tomato Sauce houses the food co-op 
and the Rainbow Cafe serves vegetarian 
meals and exports some food products. 
There is a sometime craft centre and 
candle factory just out o f town. A  healing 
centre (acupuncture and homeopathy) is 
worked by Carol and Norman. The Joint 
Parish questioner prints a regular Nimbin 
News and Basil the baker still makes two 
kinds o f bread, white poison and Aquari
us loaves.

Unfortunately, there is still prevailing 
social chaos within this community. The 
mood o f the community fluctuates wildly 
as does the energy level, and the eco
nomic base remains predominantly parasi
tic. There is a lot o f talk but the 
achievement level is low, and the energy 
imbalance caused by uncontrolled lotus- 
eaters makes the burden for high energy 
people discouraging.

History sets the potential o f any lib
eration movement at any point o f time. 
Right now the mood seems to be a person
al liberation that has a deep suspicion o f

organisation bred in the reaction to 
nazism and Stalinism. The community 
action groups are a gathering force for 
structural liberation but the sexual libera- 
tionists have the stage. Sasha Soldatow 
(TLD  one) is attacking, any social struc
ture that would and so constrain people. 
He seems to want society to be a collec
tion o f  free but unaffiliated wall flowers. 
And so it is at Nimbin. There is a personal 
liberation kick there and social chaos is 
actually preferred because it protects 
those egos in vacuo from group restraint.

The distinction between bourgeois in
dividualism and personal liberation is 
subtle. The hippy who exploits the chaos 
to take and not give looks to me like any 
entrepreneurial pirate sans work ethic, as 
does the gay who lives o ff the bourgeois 
affluence o f the bar scene.

By comparison to the task o f renovat
ing the nation, the task o f finding a new 
order at Nimbin is small. But there is 
depressing cause to suspect that they 
can’t. And unless they do Nimbin will 
fade to the irrelevancy o f a hippy holiday 
town.

V

IN  HIS weekly wank fo r the Austral
ian, Harry Miller has some stern coun
sel for the chappies o f  the Builders 
Laborers Federation, in the wak o f last 
week ’s Rocks riots (see centre pages). 
“ The violent confrontation between 
preservationists and authorities in the 
Rocks area o f  Sydney last week did 
nothing to help the same consideration 
o f  what is happening to our cities . . . ” 

N o t that Harry is any running dog 
lackey o f  the developers, he’s done his 
bit: “ I stood on the same platform as 
Mr Mundey in the fight against the 
New South Wales government’s propos

als to  grab Centennial Park in Sydney 
for a concrete-and-steel sporting com- 
ples.”  Harry does not mention that his 
beautiful urban abode is not one mil
lion miles from the vicin ity o f the very 
same Centennial Park.

Clyde Packer is preparing a surprise 
Christmas gift for readers o f  his Decem
ber Forum magazine. Inside the front 
cover w ill be sellotaped one condom. 
Considering the reputation o f  his 
family, let us hope they’re not second 
hand.

M A LIC IO U S  rum or o f  the week. Hot 
around the various concentric circles 
that bother to keep tabs on what 
passes for politics in the state o f  
Victoria is the word that D ick  Hamer 
has appointed his brother-in-law as 
undersecretary to the Chief Secre
tary’s departm ent Replacing D illion  
who retired and has been appointed 
Ombudsman.

THE LE T ’S make sure we have a hard 
drug problem award o f the week goes 
to Melbourne’ s Sunday Press for a 
tasty little number: Every parent's 
self-protection guide to drug perils. Pot 
was cheerfully lumped in with heroin 
coke and morph. Parents were advised 
to watch fo r THE JARG O N OF THE 
JUNKIE: key words like “ blasted” , 
“ stoned” , “ high” , “ out o f  your head” , 
“ turned on” , “ spaced out”  and, so 
help me, “ paranoid” .

With the shit and misinformation 
appearing in the mainstream press I

suppose paranoid is not so strange. 
While Parents were not actually coun
selled to handcuff their children to  the 
nearest immovable object the implica
tion was pretty clear.

Just which Age/Sun staffer supplied 
the joint fo r the accompanying pic?

to drug perils
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„ “TJ? rn Hashish -
Melbourne, a Drug Squad 
detective and thu week

tt&srj&srtf: in liquid 
form

fktj
£jtlN\kooh

TH E  T IM E  has com e to  te ll the tru th  
abou t marijuana. ''It 's  p re tty  addictive. I 
have been sm oking i t  fo r  six years w ith  
moderate consistency and a day w ith o u t 
dope is a day n o t w ith o u t  pangs o f 
ir r ita tio n  at its absence.

The w ith d ra w a l sym ptom s are small 
beer compared w ith  the  co ld  tu rke y  
m ystique o f  hard dope. B u t as the grass 
supply ta ils o ff,  so the anx ie ty  level 
d is tin c tly  rises.

In the  early days o f soc ie ty 's  crazed 
campaign against psycho trop ic  euphoria , 
it was necessary to  exaggerate the  non- 
addictiveness o f cannabis, b u t as the next 
stage o f the  dope ba ttle  loom s i t  is 
necessary to  come clean abou t just how  
dependent on T H C  many o f us have 
become.

For instance, its present elusiveness 
fro m  m y im m ediate env ironm en t tu rns 
the  preparation o f th is  co lum n in to  
drudgery — a q u a lity  th a t may w e ll be 
passed on to  the reading o f it. Freaks 
become tense, morose and lustless w ith 
o u t the precious weed. T ha t is w h y  most 
o f them  w ill reach fo r  any o ld  p lastic  bag 
o f origano, m in t and anim al tra n q u illis e r, 
so long as you charge them  $3 0  and te ll 
them  its fresh fro m  Sumatra.

However, the disadvantage o f  depend
ence is usually ou tweighed by the  im pact 
o f the  drug on personality. I t  loosens up a 
lo t o f people, encourages greater candor 
o f human in tercourse and it  expands, ever 
so de lica te ly , the horizons o f conscious
ness. O f course, if the user is a sh it, then 
dope m erely makes him  more o f a shit.

The nove lty  has vanished. Cannabis 
has become a da ily  social se lf-lub rican t 
fo r  750 ,000  Austra lians (Sydney Morning 
Herald estim ate), so le t's  get the  b loody  
s tu ff legalised before the Libs squirm  
back to  Canberra. A f te r  a ll, the  A LP  
pledged to  decrim inalise it at one o f the ir 
conferences, so le t's get it  on. Why?
1. A du lte ra tion : As P roh ib ition  created 
deadly w ood alcohol, so now we have 
arsenic and strychn ine  b illo w in g  th rough  
the w ind  pipes o f the young. Inestim able 
casualties have been caused by  the  cow 
ardice o f legislators in the face o f th is  
popu lar bu t unlicensed pastim e. Licens
ing w ill con tro l q u a lity  and k ick  o u t the 
crims.
2. C o rrup tio n : As has been noted else
where, the  worst e ffect o f m arijuana is 
th a t it leads to  malpractices among the  
police. A lthough  curious ly  unreported by 
the A ustra lian  press, the  cream o f Lon
don 's  Drug Squad now sits in the  dock at 
the Old Bailey on a varie ty  o f unsavory 
crim ina l charges. The New Y o rk  connec
tion  is invariab ly  a plainclo thesm an, w h ile  
the  V ic to ria n  cops con ten t themselves 
w ith  presigning search warrants and p lan t
ing in form ers on un ivers ity  campuses. 
Inc iden ta lly , I hear the  Sydney pigs are 
do ing very n icely thank you , fro m  the  
s ilo fu l in S ingleton w h ich  was recently 
apprehended and d is tribu ted .
3. Grass roo ts  support: The hab it has 
now filte re d  to  the  hard core o f the  upper 
m iddle classes and hip  echelons o f  govern
ment. A lthough  such people are generally 
im m une fro m  persecution and care no t a 
jo t  fo r  those in ja il as they snuggle up to  
the ir p illo w  headphones w ith  Goats Head 
Soup and a fancy ch illu m  fro m  Handi
crafts o f Asia, the ir conscience cou ld be 
pricked by clever legalisation campaign.

The grass issue is one over w h ich  the 
W hitlam  governm ent should take an in
itia tive , ce rta in ly  be fore the next e lection . 
N o t on ly  should it  be legalised immedi-. 
ate ly and po t pushers and possessors set 
free, b u t cannabis should be established 
as a cash crop.

Besides, fo r  the thousands o f dum b 
sit-at-hom e-stoned-all-day freaks, w ho  
cou ld n t weed a straw berry patch in W in
ter, grow ing grass w ou ld  give them  a 
purpose in life  and bu ild  a be tte r Austra
lia. Scout's honor. □
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Cross T enants Blue Over Sisters Woo
L ESLIE Kriesler snapped 

across his desk: “ If you 
worked hard like me, you’d have- 
as much money as I have.’ ’

The scene was Kriesler’s office 
in George Street, Sydney, and also 
present were the Misses Woo, Bob 
Pringle from the Builders Laborers 
Federation and three o f us from 
the Tenants Union. Around us 
were large folders containing de
tails o f Kriesler’s “ work” : Leslie 
Corporation, Leslie Develop
ments, Kritsler Holdings, Darey 
Trading, Gold Seal Real Estate, 
Park Lane Properties and so on. 
On the desk were his plans for a 
development on the Queensland 
coast.

The day before, when four o f 
us from the Tenants Union called 
on Kriesler about the Misses Woo, 
we were arrested under section 50 
o f the Summary Offences Act 
(“ being in a building without rea
sonable cause” ). This time in the 
company o f Bob Pringle we were 
treated more respectfully . . .

Leslie Kritsler, a baker by 
trade, came from Hungary to Aus
tralia in the early 50s and set up 
Gold Star Bakery. Apparently he 
worked hard, moving quickly 
from Pagewood to Bondi to 
Dover Heights. In 1958, the com
pany was mortgaged to White 
Rose Flour Mills for 40,000 
pounds. In 1959 Leslie was joined 
by another Hungarian, Albert 
Scheinberg. This was the begin
ning o f a long association.

Although Albert, originally a 
handbag salesman, was soon to 
outstrip Leslie and become a di
rector o f the future giant, Stocks 
and Holdings; they have remained 
financial partners ever since. With 
Albert’s added resources, the 
mortgage was paid o ff and, in the 
same year, Leslie changed his 
name from Kritsler to Kriesler. In 
1962, Gold Star bakeries was 
taken over by the White Rose 
Flour Mills and became a sub
sidiary o f Dalton Industries, own
ers o f a chain o f bakeries and 
flour mills.

Kriesler now turned his 
energies from baking to property 
ownership and management. One 
building he bought was Park Lane 
Properties in the centre o f Kings 
Cross. A  choice piece o f real 
estate, he and Albert bought it in 
1964 for $115,392. By 1968, its 
value was already $228,000.

Among the tenants in this 
mainly residential building were 
the Misses Woo. Long before 
Leslie was baking his cakes or 
Albert was selling his handbags, 
they had moved into their one 
bedroom flat, as students, in 
1941. Like most o f the other 
tenants, they never moved be
cause they liked where they were. 
Looked after well by a woman 
who leased the building from the 
owner, they appreciated its quiet
ness. Even as the residential char

acter o f the Cross gave way to 
brasher commercial development, 
they preferred to stay, they par
ticularly valued the flat’s central 
position.

The first the tenants heard o f 
their new landlord was when he 
cut o ff their fridges which were all 
connected to a single supply. 
Later he shut o ff the laundry and 
knocked down the front and back 
doors and created a shopping 
arcade. The building was handed 
over to James & Abrahams, estate 
agents, who have a legendary 
reputation . . . Harassed by the 
early morning noises o f workmen 
and inconvenienced by the sudden 
and inexplicable failures o f water 
and electricity, the residents be
gan to go.

Others gave up their protected 
tenancies for sums o f money. As 
flats became vacant, they were 
renovated and rented at double 
the rent to unprotected tenants. 
Others were occupied by profes
sionals — two were converted into 
a massage parlor. The shops on 
the ground floor had their rents 
raised — seven shops at present 
bringing over $1000 per week. 
Frightened by what they saw, 
fearing that, as low income earn
ers, they would find nothing else 
so suitable, the Woo sisters de

cided to fight.
During the 60s they won a 

couple o f cases against Kriesler in 
court. Kriesler offered them alter
native accommodation -  flats at 
$35, double their present rent. He 
offered them money — they were 
not interested. Finally in 1972, 
they lost a case — on the grounds 
that the premises were required 
for reconstruction and that the 
hardship caused to the landlord 
through not having the premises 
was greater than that suffered by 
the tenants.

A  warrant, due to be executed 
on September 24, was issued. 
The fate o f the Woos would have 
been the same as that o f any other 
tenant, if it had not happened 
that, one week before that date, a 
Tenants Union had been formed 
-  lousy luck for Kriesler after his 
nine years o f court action.

On the morning o f their evic
tion, amidst sandwiches and 
lemonade prepared by the Misses 
Woo, 12 tenant unionists barricad
ed the flat. Doomed to failure in 
preventing the eviction (13 car
loads o f police eventually arrived, 
prepared as it turned out to be as 
brutal as necessary) the demon
stration provided fine street the
atre.

Two days later the Tenants 
Union approached the Builders

Laborers. A  meeting o f laborers 
was held on the Stocks & Hold
ings Liverpool Street site and they 
decided to support the Woos.

Kriesler has been forced to talk 
to the Tenants Union and to pay 
for a motel bill for the Woos while 
he does it. He has offered alterna
tive accommodation. The first 
offer he made was o f a unit he 
owns in Elizabeth Bay Road. It 
turned out to be occupied. 
“ That’s no problem” , he said, 
“ we’ll just tell the tenant to 
leave.”  “ You must be joking!” 
replied the Tenants Union.

Kriesler is a slow learner. He 
has offered to buy a $29,000 unit. 
In terms o f the Cross, that’s no 
offer at all. He has offered to 
subsidise a one bedroom flat. This 
sounds good, but unless a special 
tenancy can be legally secured, 
they will still be subject to the 
same risks as all tenants in the 
Cross.

The Woos want to return to 
their old flat. Why is Kriesler so 
determined that this won’t hap
pen? Could it just be that Kriesler 
is expressing the outrage that 
those used to power so often feel 
when the assumptions on which 
they base their lives are question
ed or overridden? I think so.

The recently formed Tenants 
Union in Sydney is just what 
its name indicates. A  coming 
together o f tenants who will try 
to use their collective power 
against landlords and the laws that 
back them up. We are used to 
thinking o f labor as a bargaining 
point but, if properly organised, 
there is no reason why money 
paid for housing or other services 
should not equally be used. Why 
not withhold rent?

When, in 1969, the NSW gov
ernment allowed premises to be 
exempt from the Landlord & 
Tenant Act and the protection o f 
the Fair Rents Board, it in effect 
handed housing back to the land
lord. Tenants under the new 5a 
lease have virtually no legal rights 
-  aside from a court hearing prior 
to eviction. But what is that when 
there are no grounds for defence? 
Not that the Act itself provides 
much protection for tenants when 
there is extensive property de
velopment and a land boom. 
Nevertheless the change in the Act 
gave the landlords a big incentive 
to get rid o f their protected 
tenants -  by legal, illegal and 
extra legal means.

Tenants Rights committees 
have in the past managed to re
dress some grievances, but beyond 
postponement and compensation 
very little can be gained on an 
individual basis. When it comes to 
evictions and rent rises, the 
tenants remain at the mercy o f 
the agent, the landlord and the 
courts.

Rent strikes are certainly 
visualised by the union in the

future. Areas like the Cross, with 
few private agents or government 
landlords, are particularly vulner
able. Meanwhile smaller guerrilla 
actions are being undertaken. It is 
significant that when at the first 
meeting o f the Tenants Union, 
Joe Owens, secretary elect o f the 
BLF, mentioned “ revolution” and 
“ direct action” , the hundred or so 
tenants present, many o f them 
elderly women, cheered.

In England, after extensive rent 
strikes, the tenants unions are 
only now talking o f bringing in 
the trade unions. Here in Sydney 
the social policies o f the unions 
like the BLF, the FEDFA and the 
AMWU, could provide some early 
muscle. There is no reason why, 
when a trade union member is 
threatened with eviction all other 
members o f his union could not 
withhold their rents, in effect a 
trade union could contain a 
tenants union.

There is one reason, however, 
why this particular sort o f action 
is unlikely to evolve. That is that 
the better paid worker is usually 
involved in trying to gain home 
ownership, albeit on heavy mort
gage payments.

Those who attend the tenants 
centre run by the Tenants Union 
in Darlinghurst fall mainly into 
three categories — pensioners o f 
all kinds with no expectation o f 
significant income raises; those 
who choose to live at a less 
affluent level near the city; single 
women who are poorly paid and 
poorly organised.

The chances o f these people 
pulling o ff a rent strike are not 
high. Besides, there are immediate 
problems o f how the union itself 
could be organised.

However, if the union does 
take o ff and if there could be a 
successful rent strike, perhaps the 
tenants cringe would vanish. It 
may also be that something more 
than security for tenants could be 
gained. Resident Action Groups in 
the inner city already have 
notions o f community control 
(more o f that in the future) of 
low rent areas.

In such a situation, the tenants 
union could find itself out o f a 
job or, perhaps better, simply 
evolve along with the RAGs into a 
direct form o f resident self-man
agement, collecting maintenance, 
not rent, and using it as they saw 
fit. □

. O #  t h e  s o u r c e
BOOKS FROM AMERICA

4 manchester lane, melbourne, australia, 3000. phone 63 8541

WE’VE BEEN GOING FOUR YEARS THIS MONTH!

After 3 moves and a lot o f changes, we’ve taken root in Manchester 
Lane (o f f  Collins St., next to Merivale & Mr John’s — no branches). 
We’re receiving regular shipments from the USA and the best o f the 
local releases — browse through a selected range o f books on 
Mysticism, Photography, Art, Anthropology, M ythology, American 
Indians, Music, Fantasy, Modern Literature and Fiction, Psychology, 
Food and Nutrition, Environment, Film, Religion and much more at 
4 Manchester Lane — The Only Source There Is.
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s m a c k  m  m e  m
“every Junkie's tike a setting sun...”

The refu sal of authorities to vividly distinguish betw een  
hard and soft drugs has led  to trendy scepticism  tow ards 
the dangers o f heroin . This is the story of one w om an  who 
drifted into a ju n kie horror hole and is still sane enough to 

be able to look b a ck  on her exp erience

IT ’S so easy to slide into melodrama 
talking about narcotics: the bullshit 

romanticism o f the lonely tortured junkie 
hero, victim of society, overcoming his 
inadequacies by ramming three inch 
needles into his gory young arms.

The bullshit isnt in the inadequacies or 
the loneliness -  they’re as real as they 
always are — but in the drama and 
romance o f shooting up.

I used narcotics for somewhere be
tween three and four years. Now I’ve 
been on the government methadone pro
gram for six months and I ’m now not 
particularly interested in heroin, mainly 
for social reasons and partly because I no 
longer get stoned: a daily dose o f 60 mis 
o f methadone interferes with ever weak
ening street dope.

This article doesnt spring from the 
evangelism o f the reformed, no. I dig the 
dope and probably always will, even 
though heroin as I dream o f it is just that, 
a dream. Although I can verbalise the 
vileness o f it all, my staying away from it 
will take more luck than anything else. 
That’s how I know about the myth — it 
still has a hold on me, stronger than most 
things in the real world that I am now 
trying to rediscover.

I suppose my background is typical, at 
least for most people on methadone. I am 
well educated and had a comfortable 
upbringing. I ’ve never prostituted myself 
for smack — not directly anyway -  nor 
been to jail for it. I havent sold my soul 
for the chemical. . .  but almost, almost. I 
know what it’s like to be sick, sicker than 
you could imagine, spending every cent 
on smack I could lay my hands on.

*  *  *

U SUALLY you get the dope by 
selling it and taking a cut in money 

and/or dope, but o f course you soon 
realise money only has meaning for buy
ing dope, so you dispense with financial 
profit and take your cut in the product.

When you’ve sold and used what you 
had, your habit at the end is getting very 
expensive in street terms; especially when 
the city is as dry as a stone and you 
spend hour after sweating hour in cars, 
hotels, on corners, in alleys. Only you 
dont notice how B-grade it all is because 
your body only wants dope, dope, dope, 
dope and you’re in a net, but you havent 
time to think about how to get out.

So you do your bit to keep the cool 
bullshit myth going: you’re a junkie, man, 
you’re heavy . . . You try to justify your 
existence by this myth, this lie. You see, 
if you’re not cool, not heavy, then you’re 
really nowhere, just a physical and mental 
wreck, dependent on a chemical.

It ’s heroin’s nature to make the user 
feel confident, smart, beautiful and super
cool. The sort of person who craves 
glamor in the eyes o f his peers will find 
his insecurities magically eliminated by 
the drug; the whole pseudo-medical ritual 
o f shooting up leads up to that blast of 
calm superiority.

The user doesnt notice he is in fact a 
nodding, droning bore because he is in the 
company o f other users, equally stoned, 
equally convinced o f their own value, 
their own cool being just a little more 
than anyone else’s. It must be, mustnt it?

Here you are, stoned on a highly illegal 
and dangerous drug. Administering it you 
could die any time, for any reason from a 
piece o f cotton wool in your arm to a bit 
o f battery acid some malignant freak has 
substituted for your dope . . . and yet 
you made it, you clever heavy dude 
.. . It's just so much crap.

I have met only one person who could 
really handle narcotics. This guy knew 
what they were about, neither boasted nor 
apologised for using them, and he seemed 
to be helped through life by them. He

had the choice o f using or not using, 
which does not necessarily stem from a 
physical habit. One person out o f hun
dreds, and I could be wrong about him. 
He seemed to be a loner, not part o f 
those uneasy groups junkies seem to hang 
in.

The groups grow partly from neces
sity. Obviously, these people need to 
score dope pretty often -  once or twice 
daily. So they hang in groups where what 
passes for friendship is stripped down to a 
common obsession: dope. This means 
you can’t trust anybody, not really, not 
where dope is concerned and what else is 
ever concerned? It evens out: you dont 
expect anyone to trust you, and if some
one does, the rules expect you to take 
advantage o f him.

In this gang, to impress anyone you 
have to be a lot heavier than just being 
able to find your vein. You have to be so 
cool, yet carry such a core o f barely- 
supposed violence that no one has the 
guts to rip you off. You have to be more 
desperate, smarter, quicker than anybody 
(anybody meaning any other user, that 
being the boundary o f the world any
way). You have to have flash.

It’s likely that some people on metha
done use it as the stopgap that allows 
them to maintain this cool; keeps them 
walking about when there’s no dope and 
by rights they should be as sick as dogs 
with distemper. And how can you be the 
superflash who can spit in the world’s eye 
and always stay high when you get your 
dope from that pillar o f society, the 
Health Department?

Maybe it sounds cool, oh yeah, I ’ll rip 
o ff the government for legal dope ha ha.

Thanks very much Mr Askin. But 
somehow it doesnt work out like that. 
Superflash then has to spend time with a 
social worker, acting out his problems 
and getting rehabilitated. Oh yeah, really 
tough. Going on methadone involves ad
mitting that you can’t handle your habit, 
it has all become too much for you.

But the fantasy abilities o f junkies are

enormous -  they must be, to cushion an 
existence that is so dull and sordid. There 
isnt even the thrill o f danger although it 
ranks pretty high at first. Brave me, I 
could die with this shot, I could be put in 
the can forever, etc. You stop even think
ing about that after awhile, the police 
paranoia becomes a set o f automatic pre
cautions and a hit is only to get the drug 
into you.

Although some people do have elab
orate hitting-up rituals — special spoons 
and candles and all that rubbish — that’s 
only for when there’s plenty o f dope and 
you’re already stoned. I can tell you the 
only procedure with dope you’ve been 
sweating on is to get it into your blood
stream as quickly as possible, with a 
shovel if that’s the nearest thing to hand.

If you want to see those loving bonds 
o f the dope brotherhood at work, watch 
a roomful o f junkies who’ve all just 
scored and there’s only one grotty plastic 
disposable syringe for them all. A  snarling 
pecking order, different for each situa
tion, emerges through the tantrum impa
tience. No one stays Mr Superflash for 
long, only as long as you can score easily, 
and then everyone is your admiring 
friend, on your side in everything, till the 
dope runs out.

The small hardcore groups are all 
linked together by one or two people 
who thread the web for the whole scene. 
You go to score o ff a new contact you’ve 
wormed out of somebody, and it ’s some 
guy you used to score o ff years ago, or 
someone else you ripped o ff two weeks 
before.

That is the eventual group form. Once 
you’ve reached this stage you begin to 
realise that it’s nearly impossible to use 
narcotics as a means to consistently im
press anyone but yourself. But the group 
where the smack-status myth is more 
dangerous is the group where people are 
only just getting into using. All o f a 
sudden the local hash dealer has smack as 
well, or someone appears with a taste 
given him by someone else: he’s still

flushed with the benevolence smack gives 
the new recruit before the basic narcotic 
meanness sets in.

So you smoke it, or maybe shoot it if 
there’s a needle about and someone to 
play doctor. And whoosh, you’re very 
stoned indeed. You vomit a fair bit, and 
that’s enough to put some people off, and 
it’s a much more isolated stone than 
marijuana, safer in a way, no risky 
psychedelic social traps to fall into, no 
paranoia. You ’re warmly cool, calm, con
fident, nodding in and out o f a black and 
silver velvet negative o f the world.

It can be quite visual with the aid o f a 
smoke o f good grass, and at first can seem 
to be a kind o f safe hallucinogen. Beems, 
seems, seems. .. Jesus, I still can’t believe 
that I can never get stoned like that again. 
Ever. Once you lose your drug virginity 
by getting a habit, even a bitsy dose o f 
the sniffles and a touch o f the runs, that’s 
it. From there on the dope has just a 
levelling effect, a lowering o f the ups and 
a raising o f the downs, flat as a plate, 
interspersed with fits o f intense irritabil
ity causes you to smash a friend for 
eating an apple within your hearing.

*  *  *

Y OU BECOME incredibly boring on 
heroin. Your voice gets flatter the 

more stoned you are -  someone very 
stoned has a characteristic huskiness, a 
kind o f slow repetition o f details and ir- 
relevancies, often wandering into jaw 
dropped silence as he nods o ff into appar
ent sleep, snapping awake for another 
ramble. Unbearable company for the non 
user, so gradually the users spend more 
time together and see less o f their old 
grasshead friends, who are often suffici
ently under the influence o f the narcotics 
cool myth to restrain themselves from 
commenting on their friends decline. 
You know, uh, it’s your trip man.

If they do say anything, who’s going 
to believe them whilst in full control o f 
this velvet confidence. I mean, they’re 
just deadshits man, they just dont know 
what it’s all about!

There’s a catch in there somewhere, a 
whole series o f them, supported by the 
nature o f narcotics themselves, especially 
heroin. You dont know you’re boring 
company: heroin makes everything you 
say glow with taste, character and spirit. 
If people exit during your monologue on 
the subject o f your superior ability at 
hassling double O instead o f single O 
size caps, it’s because they can’t handle 
your coolness, not because they’re re
pulsed and saddened by your coma.

No paranoia, no insecurities; you im
press yourself as pretty hot shit, and your 
smack friends being in the same condi
tion, will generously include you in 
the all round cool. You must be, you can 
all handle heroin, the last big bad ro
mantic baddie.

It ’s at this time, before a habit winds 
itself into your cells, that the bullshit 
junkie romance is really nasty. The char
acter o f the stone reinforces it all, the 
lonely hero outside society is above it as 
well, the key to life is a chemical and it’s 
in his veins.

The hassling hasnt become ugly yet; 
you deal through friends who havent 
become sufficiently desperate to rip you 
off. It’s like a honeymoon really, you’re 
in love, and it hasnt tapered o ff yet for 
the usual reason that you dont know 
your lover very well. There seems to be 
nothing wrong with the stuff. There’s 
time to be hygienic and boil the kit 
because you are indulging at your leisure; 
you can afford to wait for a reasonable 
deal; you dont need a hit to get out o f 
bed. Your tolerance is minimal. Most 
heroin in Sydney is in the form o f small
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I  A n d  do n ’t  w o rry  abou t 
/  m e no t gettin g  enough 
'sleep. I spend loads of 
t im e  in bed.

*J®?04s'yyj(7rri

I

people

A n d  thanks fo r the  
you sent fo r  m y bii 
loved it!

s m a tm m m
"every Junkie's tike a setting a m ...hc .m

grey or brown rocks, and one or two 
rocks will get you right off. A  cap may 
contain 20 or 30 rocks, so this even seems 
economical at two dollars a night’s stone.

The honeymoon can last as long as 
you can avoid a habit, or hepatitis. When 
I started hitting up, I could only score 
caps, and that involved at least three days 
hassle. This situation lasted for quite a 
while. I just didnt get near any quantity. I 
would score maybe once a fortnight; then 
ever so gradually I was scoring once a 
week, spending every weekend stoned, 
then stretching it into the weekdays. This 
process was so slow and steady that it 
seemed entirely natural. And that’s how 
incredibly sneaky heroin is: the injection 
of more chemicals into the bloodstream 
seems so natural.

A t this point I came into contact with 
a large quantity o f dope. It was on the 
other side o f the city, but I found myself 
there during the week as well as week
ends, until I appeared every second day.

By now the honeymoon was getting 
near its end. I needed at least four times 
as much dope to get stoned as I started 
with but, instead o f scaring me, I found it 
something I was secretly proud of. There 
was a one-up scene in progress. I still saw 
narcotics as a sign o f my worldly abilities, 
my heaviness. I remember giving lectures 
to captive audiences, even to people who 
didnt smoke much grass, about how 
narcotics were being publicly slandered 
and heroin was an aid, a good thing for 
the old insecurities if it was properly 
handled. Needless to say, I was always 
stoned and feeling infinitely superior dur
ing these raves.

To a certain extent I was right. Only I 
didnt know about the spiral trap that 
makes heroin impossible to “ handle prop
erly” . If you like heroin when you try it, 
you’re going to go on using it. If you use 
more, you like it more. The more you 
use, the more you need, and the less 
stone per square cell you get out o f it. 
Until you’re using three caps a day (that’s 
90 bucks to you!) just to walk around. 
That’s the waltz, as presented in the 
public domain by the forces for Good.

It ’s too bare to be believed, too neat. 
They omit the thing that makes it all tick. 
This dance o f descent doesnt happen to 
everyone who tries heroin: lots o f people 
say thanks, but it’s not my scene, after 
their third or fourth hit, and forget about 
it.

So it's not just the dope. Nor is it just 
a case o f the right (or wrong, rather) set 
o f insecurities meeting the right (wrong) 
drug, although that’s a large part o f it. 
What they dont know, and what I ’m 
trying to point at, is the pressure to 
impress, the need to be brighter and 
better than your friends. Heroin makes 
you feel superior, and the bullshit myths 
surrounding the drug reinforce that su
periority in both your eyes and theirs.

And it is bullshit! Alright, you can 
argue that it’s all bullshit, all false, there 
is no truth where people and their inter
actions are concerned, so what does it 
matter? Valium does it nastily, grass does 
it hilariously, so what’s wrong with 
heroin bolstering up bruised egos that 
need bolstering? It just doesnt work! 
Staying on smack requires sacrifices that 
are made almost accidentally, uncon
sciously. You can only concentrate on 
the dope, that’s all you see. Somehow all 
those rip-offs, smarmings to people you 
despise, back-stabbing friends, all the 
varieties o f shit you go through with 
people to get dope are recorded in what I 
suppose is your conscience, to pile up 
and get you later.

You have to stay stoned not only to 
keep your body quiet but to keep that 
pile o f guilt down too. That’s why the 
rip-off is part o f the rules, so you can

remain guiltless for all the things you’ve 
done to keep your pupils pinned and 
your voice flat and rambling.

You see, you dont keep getting ston
ed. Sooner or later, after you’ve lost your 
drug virginity and the guilt’s already worn 
o ff the gingerbread syringe, the thick 
stone that’s left wears thinner and thin
ner. I wasnt really stoned for my last six 
months o f using, even though I was using 
at least a cap and a half a day, just to get 
straight. Anything I could get beyond 
that I used, but all I got was a kind o f 
bleary peevishness. My rage at not being 
stoned turned into incredible bitchiness. 
My friends, the people I lived with day to 
day, were getting into dope too, and the 
rottenness o f a bunch o f users was dawn
ing on me as the degree o f stone went 
down.

Before that I had been the only one

M y  new  jo b  a llow s m e to  get lots  
o f fresh air and to  m eet all 
of in teresting

with a habit, about which I was fairly 
secretive. I scored from a different set o f 
people who I only saw for as long as was 
necessary. The people I lived with day to 
day would have the occasional hit, their 
tolerances were low, so I often gave away 
my dope, trying to prove to myself I 
could still live by human impulses and I 
wasnt controlled by a chemical.

Nonsense, o f course, as the next dope- 
less day would prove when the panic 
would descend and I ’d have to find more 
dope. But gradually my friend started 
using more and we were all becoming 
fantastically mean.

It was stupid o f me to suppose they 
would be different to any other users I ’d 
known, but I thought pre-junk friendship 
would count for something. I was prob
ably using these people as a token o f my

Y o u  w o u ld n 't  recognise y o u r  fa t  daughter 
lost w e ig h t and lo o k  q u ite  fash ionab le!

I ve Y ou  d like  m y  friends  - th e y  re nice q u ie t 
people. S om etim es w e just s it around and  
listen to  music  —  A

By th e  w a y , could  you send m e  
$ 5 0 ?  Som e unexpected  

expenses cam e up . I f  you d o n 't  
i have th a t m uch I'll take  
L  $ 2 0  or even $10.

apartness: you know, I ’m not really a 
junkie, my friends wouldnt do that to me 
.. . smack delusions are endless, but the 
bitterness hasnt died down yet.

Anybody who’s been through a smok
ing/tripping scene will appreciate the love 
it can generate between friends. Imagine 
those friends suddenly devious, lying, 
stealing from you, keeping watch on 
every word because you might want their 
dope, and even worse, you behave as 
desperately or worse. I had always-tried 
to keep my life apart from the smack 
scene, dive in to score and then out again. 
Now it was all together, all ghastly, 
because in front o f me my friends were 
performing the whole number I ’d already 
done, and in their new smack-confidence 
beating me at my own game.

1 COULD lay a lot o f horror stories 
on you o f the overdose people with 

a balloon for an arm or a cold dead blue 
face, the rattle in the throat. What I ’m 
talking about isnt just the ugliness o f 
addiction, but the slyness o f it.

Once it’s started, the spiral descent is 
so smoothly oiled by the drug itself that 
you never know you’re going down till 
afterwards.

The heroin cushion doesnt last and the 
price you pay for its short stay is enor
mous. The most expensive modern myth. 
Because all we really have is people and 
anyone outside yourself is an expendable 
luxury if you’re a junkie. There are no 
choices.

Dope is always the winner in any 
situation, at any cost, and guess who 
loses?
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bides its time
Suddenly, there’s a third force in 
Niuginian politics — the radical 
young. Students in Lae go out with 
the dock workers, a clever political 
thinker in Bougainville organises 
the structure for a secessionist 
movement on the village level, all 
the time being paid for his efforts 
as an adviser to the central govern
ment. In the Highlands, a 22 year 
old leads 200 people out of the 
white-dominated wilderness to or
ganise a communal village struc
ture that will accelerate self reliance 
and offer a real alternative to white 
economic and cultural imperialism.

IMMENSE cultural, religious and lan
guage difficulties. Profoundly dif

fering rates o f development, lone periods 
o f white contact. Animosity, regional and 
political, that at best expresses itself thru 
the wantok system, at worst is sheer 
racism, visible at football brawls, forums 
on secession, boxing matches.

Without doubt the biggest single unify
ing factor in Niugini has been the con
tinuing presence of white colonialism. 
Ruthless, often brutal kiaps and patrol 
officers, rabid and often destructive min
isters o f religion, irritable and waspish 
public servants, and corrupt alcoholic 
traders -  all have offered a common 
experience o f white society, and at best 
spumed a common revulsion in the alert 
Niuginian, at worst a subjective passive 
sense o f resentment, often mistaken for 
apathy.

Australians, third hand purveyors of 
outworn European cultures and tradi
tions, are often misfits in a society with 
more than its fair share o f freaks and 
mental disorders. They are hungry materi
alistic, indifferent, unesthetic and vulgar, 
with less real sophistication than a Sepik 
villager or a Highlands craftsman, and 
guilty o f the greatest invasion of a coun
try’s lifestyle and mentality since the 
nazis attempted to extend their control 
over eastern Europe, and their domina
tion over a people far less equipped to 
cope with social upheaval and rapid 
change.

Niuginians have developed their own 
reflex to change, though not without 
danger and neurosis. Above all, 
Niuginians are in a high state o f excite
ment, their responses turned to the 
vagaries o f change and chance, their 
senses not yet dulled by generations of 
media and political brainwashing. Our 
criteria, our conceptual structures simply 
do not apply and in any terms most 
moral judgments or predictions for the 
future made by whites are at best inaccu
rate and probably empty and meaning
less.

We can laugh at cargo cult, denounce 
it as a form of insanity to believe that 
goods can be conjured from the air or 
edrth, and at the same time see no 
inconsistencies in priests offering the 
blood and flesh o f a long dead God to 
congregations. We can denounce tribal 
fighting as barbarian and primitive, seeing 
no value in a legal system that settles vast 
disputes at little cost in life or resources, 
yet condones wars that devastate entire 
populations and levels countrysides in the 
defence o f ideals that are in fact not 
threatened.

We can find shell money quaint, ignor
ing the true value it has as a medium of 
communication between coastal and High
lands people, yet condone the insane acts 
o f power-mad speculators in our own 
debased and suspect currencies which are 
o f no actual worth and subject to gro
tesque fluctuations. And not seeing all

these inconsistencies, not seeing the con
tradictions in our own society, we still 
wear the mantle o f a so called superior 
society and attempt to impose our cargo- 
istic beliefs on simple people capable of 
controlling their own affairs.

The tide is too strong to stem, it has 
happened elsewhere, but it still must be 
evaluated as the greatest confidence trick, 
the greatest exercise in pyramid selling, 
the world will ever see. How else to 
describe the trickery that buys land o ff 
Highlanders with no concept o f the word 
“ sell”  when applied to land, that re
inforces a stolen right with police and 
tear gas, then invites those same people 
back to work on their own land at 
subsistence rates. How else to describe 
the catholic church, vilifying and in some 
cases physically attacking local religious 
beliefs, but at the same time inviting 
converts to donate the sculptural prod
ucts o f tjoses beliefs to the church, to be 
stockpiled and sold at enormous profits 
to collectors.

When a highlands indigenous entre
preneur buys a utility to run as a PMV 
(Passenger Motor Vehicle) he is almost 
certainly not buying into a development 
project. Rather, he is entering the highest 
depreciation area known to western man
-  in two years or so his new truck will be 
one o f the many wrecks and derelicts 
littering the Highlands highway, financed 
to an early grave by the shillings and 
dollars o f his villagers, a total net loss of 
thousands o f dollars where the average 
income is less than $25 a year. Only the 
Japanese manufacturers, the white con
trolled dealerships and the big petrol com
panies have made an assured profit. Once 
again, the locals have only bought the 
experience of owning or riding in a truck. 
The paradox is endless and crippling.

Perhaps nobody foresaw the desperate 
and unremitting world hunger for re
sources when Niugini was first colonised
-  perhaps no one thought o f the wealth 
o f the tiny country with a tiny disparate 
population. The current concepts o f in
dependence and sovereignty are totally 
inadequate to deal with economic pres
sures and anyway it's immaterial, Niu
ginians and Niugini are to be thrown to 
the wolves o f international capitalism, a 
small colony of mice in a world of 
corporate tigers.

The massive shock waves o f the 
Bougainville development still sweep 
Niugini; without a murmur whole com
munities are crushed under the feet o f a 
corporate giant. The ludicrously under
estimated possible profits o f Bougainville 
copper are now seen for the sham they 
were, but no matter as the company has 
shot to the top o f the world’s 
great profitmakinq enterprises, and ’ 
the ravages o f the island ;
continue. But the mining activity is 1, 
minimal compared to the size 
o f the island itself.

The real dangers lie in the 
spinoffs, wholesale pollution o f river 
systems and the surrounding sea, 
that promise to force 
the island to a reliance on 
food inmorts within a few years, 
and the deeper social 
and psychological pollution engendered 
by the mining. Bougainvilleans are the 
blackest race in the world, by some 
genetic mischance their black pigmenta 
tion does not persist in the children of 
mixed marriages. Wholesale imports of

cheap labor from other areas of PNG 
threaten their racial identity.

For a national government composed 
party o f semi-literate village big men and 
which boasts at least one cargo cultist in 
the house o f assembly, there can be little 
predictability in the parliament. To offset 
the volatile attitudes o f elected represen
tatives, chief minister Somare has sur
rounded himself with old and loyal 
friends -  men from the first trade union 
movement like Peter Lus and Paulus 
Arek, intellectuals like Albert Maori Kiki, 
Niugini’s first published writer, men from 
the days of first opposition to white 
exploitation.

Perhaps their relationship with the old 
guard administrators is too chummy (o f 
necessity), perhaps they lean too heavily* 
on white advisers, but they are a hard 
personable bunch whose main failing 
could be a reluctance to act swiftly. 
There are others with less scruples. Han- 
net and Kasaiwapalova may still be politi
cal lightweights, but their activities were 
enough to throw the government into 
disarray at short notice.

Hannet is a mixture o f genius and 
shaman. Bom into the famous Hahalis 
Society baby garden cult, he studied in a 
catholic seminary until censured for pub
lishing an underground magazine. Hannet 
resigned from the priesthood and at age 
22 began a one-man literary war on white 
racism, religious hypocrisy and political 
quackery. With a jesuitical, word-perfect 
use o f language he expanded his political 
ideas at university, creating the image o f a 
Niuginian Robert Kennedy. He left uni
versity before the last elections to run for 
office, but his preselection campaign was 
a debacle, influenced as many say by his 
failure to get rid o f a white girlfriend.

Hennet quickly switched tactics to 
harangue chief minister Somare on Bou- 
gainvillean rights, until his radicalisation 
was irked by his appointment as Somare’s 
adviser on Bougainvillean affairs. His of
ficial role was to liaise with local village 
groups and report to Somare, but to the 
casual observer his meetings seemed 
more like crash courses in secession, with 
Hannet dealing out ideology and the 
shortest possible way with white admin
istrators. His recent dismissal by Somare 
certainly marks the end o f his dual role, 
at least, but Hannet’s insistent demands 
for finance from the 
mine company to

pay for the Special Political Committee 
do not augur well for the stability of 
Bougainville as a part o f Papau New 
Guinea. If anyone leads Bougainville into 
a white-financed Pacific Biafra, it will 
be the likes o f Leo Hannet, with his 
ambivalent political ideas and skill at self 
promotion.

John Kasaiwapalova, poet, radical, rev
olutionary, mission educated, one o f the 
first Niuginians to attend a university, is 
small, quiet, intense. An admixture of 
black panther, betelnut chewing villager, 
social revolutionary, yippie and pop star. 
His activities on his home island of 
Kiriwina, a tiny coral islet 800 miles from 
the mainland, population 12 whites, 
about 50,000 islanders, six cars, pigs, and 
lately, a hundred fully armed riot police, 
was enough to drive all else o ff the front 
page o f the South Pacific Post, and make 
news in many overseas papers as well. The 
notorious John K. was leading a revolt 
against both colonial and traditional lead
ers. Hundreds of villagers, armed with 
bushknives, axes and cocomits were about 
to attack the colonial offices. The para
mount chiefs, loyal to the administration 
that paid them wages, were about to send 
out the black stones, call in loyal war
riors, and start a civil war bloodbath.

Chiefs supporting Kabisawali took 
out their war clubs and wiped o ff the 
matted blood and hair o f a dozen tribal 
punishment killings. Panicking white 
administrators rang headquarters and 
two squads o f black riot police flew in, 
components o f one o f the world’s most 
brutal paramilitary forces, trained in the 
use o f long baton, shield, tear gas, gre
nade and shotgun. Their white officers 
spent long days sleeping in their jock
straps, shotguns handy, waiting for the 
mass uprising. The natives were restless, 
or at least that was the media opinion.

John Kasaiwapalova -  like most Niu
ginians, educated or not, is a lot smarter 
than you might think. Seeing a break
down in regional administration before 
the advance o f self government, he and 
many others have moved quickly to set 
up alternative self-help local government, 
pre-empting the imposition o f central 
black government power. Two years ago 
the Mataungan association, sprawling self 
help movement mixed with magic and 
ruthless authority on a village level, was 
an object o f dread to the whites. Now it 
is the official legal local government, 
running its own courts and administering 

development. The lessons were 
” , not missed by John Kasaiwapalova, 

\ -v Lee Hannet -  a new generation 
of young politicians, who can 

see no place for themselves 
, in the older government 

public service nexus. 
Using provocation, 

revolutionary principles, and 
yippie tactics, they are
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organising their own alternatives and 
needling the predominantly white admin
istration. To break the power o f whites, 
and thus the monopolistic trading com
panies that suck the islands dry -  John 
K. buys a truck and sets up 30 alternative 
trade stores overnight. To break the 
Chinese/mission/white control o f the 
Trobriands main source o f income, he 
sets up his own tourist agency and organ
ises tour accommodation.

Suspiciously, the only hotel with ac
commodation on the island is burned 
down within three weeks. To ridicule the 
white administrators, themselves callous 
and indifferent to villagers, the local 
people elect statues to represent them at 
council meetings. They set up their own 
council system, elect governors, issue 
uniforms -  black pride.

In the Highlands now, large tracts of 
land have been alienated by white com
panies, run by plantation bosses and 
yielding rich tea and coffee crops. Cattle 
production is under way, and land aliena
tion has created a labor surplus such that 
it can be shipped to other areas at low 
cost. Where every major service industry 
is under firm white control, and the large 
population (one and a half million) still 
have not realised the consequences of 
white domination and look to the Masta 
with grateful appreciation. This is the 
Highlands, where labor is treated like 
cattle by white bosses and painted war
riors lay down spears to work on the 
highway for a dollar a day.

Twenty years ago, the law was pay
back -  sometimes organised on a massive 
scale but rarely resulting in the death of 
more than two or three warriors. We call 
it tribal fighting, but in fact it was the 
rule o f law. Highly ritualised, combatant 
parties met on specified areas and there 
were long confrontations before the fight. 
Once injury had been inflicted or taken, 
the long peacemaking ceremonies began. 
They often took years and involved mas
sive exchanges o f pigs, shell money and 
women.

This was the genius o f the Highlanders 
■jh the ability to live in small independent 
(groups, but able to assemble in great 
({numbers to cope with threats to peace 
(land security. It was and is a skill we could 
(well imitate. It is the greatest expression 

t pf the ability to think collectively -  a gift 
that no western country values — and 
includes the ability o f each member of 
Jthe society to think morally in terms of 
{the wider grouping, never individualisti- 
cally. In the time o f major cultural 
penetration, Australia was suffering from 
the political neurosis of the McCarthy 
era, and any groupings of communal 
nature were successfully ignored or de
valued.

A  rice project for the Mekeo people in 
the 50s was sabotaged because it had 
“ communistic” overtones. Similarly the 
social framework of the Highlands people 
have been successively disparaged and 
attacked in a sort o f unconscious justifi
cation for the rapine economic colonisa
tion that has taken place.

In the rolling foothills near Minj, a 
unique development is taking place that is 
probably the most radical self develop
ment program to be seen anywhere in the 
Third World. Philip Kauman, 22 year old 
student and one o f the few young men in 
the area who will inherit land from his 
parents, has turned the land over to the 
Highlands Liberation Front Model Village 
Project.

About 200 people, refugees from 
white development, are attempting their 
own form o f self development, geared to 
their needs. Surrounded by white-owned 
plantations, hemmed in by an anti
pathetic administration that has done its 
best to stifle the project, the people of 
Olobus village are working for their 
futures. There is nothing glamorous about 
Olobus, the men and women have long 
given up traditional feathers and grass and

Police at Kasaiwapalova’s trial

priced beyond their purchasing power 
and sold for export, Philip was studying 
the uses of soybean production and com
mon byproducts that are a cheap and 
efficient protein source.

While thousands o f acres are alienated 
for beef and plantation use, Kauman saw 
fish farming in Malaysia, aimed at produc
ing a thousand tons o f fish from each 
farmed acre. Chan, a pioneer in the 
introduction o f low cost, low running 
cost technology in underdeveloped coun
tries, has plans to build a digester at 
Olobus, a low cost power generating plant 
fuelled solely by human and animal or
dure, which will supply light and cooking 
gas for a whole family and has useful, 
clean fertiliser as a by product.

Any spark is better than none, and the 
efforts o f young radicals at least provide 
a yardstick to measure the extent o f 
Niuginian subjugation

But until that beautiful day comes, the 
great day when the pent-up hates and 
lusts o f a generation are loosed on the 
few unfortunate whites foolish enough to 
stay, the blood o f Niugini will not start 
flowing. Then, the spell will be broken, 
energies released, and even if blood flows 
in the streets for weeks it will be worth it. 
Perhaps, if only because we will then 
realise what our ruthless, aggressive life
style has done to a people who deserve 
better.

Then the cardsharps, hucksters, the 
conmen and the cigarette salesmen, the 
bosses and the bashers, the fat men in 
airconditioned offices overseeing a thou
sand sweating men in torn shirts, the 
profit takers and the speculators earning 
25 percent on dirty money, the fat cats in 
the public service waiting for the golden 
handshake that could finance the entire 
village, and the arrogant kiaps in their 
sportscars, perhaps then all o f them will 
get what they have really earned.
The new kiap came, pumped up 

by the meney man 
I pulled out wan Japanese bayonet 
MASTA I TOKI DAI PINIS
POEM by a 23 year old student from 
the Trobriand Islands, the first writing 
by a Niuginian to celebrate the killing o f 
a white colonial administrator. I I

possum for shapeless mission clothes, the 
work is hard and unremitting, and there is 
an air o f joy through the desperation.

Two nights a week they meet collec
tively to learn English, other nights are 
given to handicrafts and traditional 
music. They have a few western tools, but 
no capital and are very poor. But radical 
changes have been forced -  the women 
no longer sleep with the pigs. Each man 
has built his own one room house with a 
separate kitchen, where he lives with his 
one or more wives. Work is organised 
each day after a dawn rollcall with men 
and women sharing tasks._____________

t ?

Leo Hannet Trobriand islander

In 1964 the mission went through the 
valley, burning and destroying ancestral 
posts and the traditional arches o f pigs 
jawbones. Now they have been restored 
and traditional beliefs are encouraged 
over half learned Christian ritual.

Recently Kauman toured Taiwan and 
Japan with one o f the few expatriate 
visionaries resident in PNG, Dr George 
Chan. On Philip’s request, Chan was 
showing him intensive farming activity 
and cottage industry as practised in 
China. While others o f Kauman’s age 
group labor on white cattle projects, 
producing beef that will immediately be
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WHERE THE WASTELAND 
ENDS by Theodore Roszak. 
Anchor. $2.95.
THE PURSUIT OF THE MIL
LENNIUM by Norman Cohn. Pala
din. $2.30.

ONE OF the most obvious re
actions against the style o f life 
offered by urban-industrial so
ciety is the jump by thousands of 
people into what might be called 
transcendental fundamentalist 
religion. You can’ t walk the 
streets in Melbourne or Sydney 
without being accosted by evan
gelists o f different hues. Hare 
Krishnas, devotees o f the Little 
Fellah, Independent Sufis/Gurus/ 
Sages/Madmen. They’re all out 
there trying to save our souls. But 
behind this superficial acceptance 
o f the mystical drive in man is the 
fact that the culture we are part 
o f does not admit the reality o f 
liberation.

I f  the whole structure and 
psychology o f the urban industrial 
part of the world mitigates against 
whole people, and if this spiritual 
plight o f alienation is mirrored in 
the kinds o f activities that occur 
(the ecology/energy/aggression/ 
na t io nalist/industrial/conscience/ 
etc crises) then it is fairly plain 
what has to be done.

It is Theodore Roszak’s con
tention in his book Where the 
Wasteland Ends, that only 
through an awareness and accept
ance o f a return to an organic, 
mystical appreciation of the 
world/nature/ourselves, can the 
physical world be saved. On the 
way to that conclusion he de
stroys western science as the main 
devil.

His approach is not at all the 
same as that o f the current crop 
o f gurus. He is concerned with 
how mysticism (a loaded, old 
fashioned word, as everyone 
knows) can aid in the rerouting of 
society’s priorities. It seems to me

Another 
Blake 
Flash

GARRIE HUTCHINSON
that the activities o f the Guru 
Maharaj Ji for instance are similar 
in kind to the classic Millenarians 
o f the 14th and 15th centuries, 
without their social (anarchist) 
purpose. Perhaps the Little Fellah 
does seek personal political power 
as a way to having his beliefs 
made into a state religion. At the 
least the conditions for the Guru’s 
nonchristian millennium are similar 
to those that faced Thomas 
Muntzer, or the various emperors 
o f the last days.

Norman Cohn, in his magnifi
cent book The Pursuit o f  the 
Millennium, has delineated certain 
social conditions for the rise o f 
millennial movements. They re
quire a group o f people who are 
not integrated economically or 
socially into the society, as the 
disaffiliated youth o f today are 
not; an actual or imminent disas
ter, such as we are faced with in 
the ecology crisis; a wider social 
revolt in process; a disillusionment 
with established religion, as there 
was in pre Reformation days, and 
as there is now; and prophets such 
as we have all over the place. It is 
plain that the time is ripe for new 
movements, perhaps like those in 
the 15th century: a sort o f renew
ed childrens crusade. Our culture 
has become a thing that few peo
ple profess to understand, and

many people fear.
Cohn himself saw this, though 

in the context o f the secular 
revolutionaries o f the 20th cen
tury, or the “ up to date version o f 
that alternative route to the mil
lennium, the cult o f the free spirit. 
For the ideal o f a total emancipa
tion o f the individual from so
ciety, even from external reality 
itself — the ideal, if one will, o f 
self-divinisation — which some 
nowadays try to realise with the 
help o f psychedelic drugs, can be 
recognised already in that deviant 
form of medieval mysticism. The 
old religious idiom has been re
placed by a secular one and this 
tends to obscure what otherwise 
would have been obvious. For it is 
the simple truth that, stripped o f 
their original supernatural sanc
tion, revolutionary millenarianism 
and mystical anarchism are with 
us still.”

One might only add that the 
lure o f the East has reappeared 
once again, side by side with the 
secular language o f science.

Roszak, whilst he may be dub
bed a Millenarian, is too much o f a 
pragmatist to go overboard on 
predicting the New Jerusalem. In 
fact he is downright pessimistic 
about the chances o f his attitude 
taking hold: which isnt to say that 
he doesnt believe it is necessary.

“ We can now recognise that 
the fate o f the soul is the fate o f 
the social order,”  he says. His 
argument is that “ single vision” , 
one dimensionality or the “ objec
tive consciousness”  which are 
“ the ruling sensibilities o f the 
scientific world view have become 
the boundless condition o f human 
consciousness within urban in
dustrial culture, the reigning real
ity principle, the whole meaning 
of sanity. On that reality principle 
and on the artificial environment 
which is its social expression, the 
technocracy has been raised as a 
benevolent despotism o f elitist ex
pertise. Whatever else we must do 
to supplant the technocracy, we 
must, indispensably, throw o ff 
that psychic style from which it 
draws its strength . . . Our politics 
have become deeply psycholog
ical, a confrontation o f sanities. 
But if our psychology is not itself 
to be debased by scientific objec
tification, then it must follow 
where liberated consciousness 
leads it; into the province o f the 
dream, the myth, the visionary 
rapture, the sacramental sense o f 
reality, the transcendent sym
bol . . .”

He does not conclude, however, 
“ that the industrial economy 
should be abruptly scrapped in 
favor o f a paleolithic primitivism. 
I have no idea what such a prop
osition means, though it is the 
straw man usually pressed forward 
as the single alternative to the 
status quo by those who will hear 
no evil o f industrial progress. Yet 
science based industrialism must 
be disciplined if it is to be made 
spiritually, even physically, liv
able . . .”

It is hard to disagree with what 
Roszak wants. I think everyone is 
sick o f the way life has to be 
lived, and the lucky liberated few 
want the liberation to spread. I 
also think that he is right in 
calling for a spiritual regeneration, 
but between the rhetoric and the 
act in day to day life, the sceptic 
intervenes. Maybe it is a case of 
just believing . . . maybe action 
follows, but I do not have the 
evidence to see it. And if ration
ality is so bad, how does one 
decide to get as high as one 
wants? Blind faith in some passing 
guru? Or perhaps hard thinking?

Not that I want from Roszak a 
program, a spiritual regimen. Nor 
do I want a blueprint of Utopia. 
Perhaps I want to see a less 
sweeping, more decentralised 
philosophy. Roszak seems to me 
to fall into his own trap, seeing 
the world as an either/or situa
tion. In spite o f his nods towards 
some political and social realism, 
his rhetoric carries him away. I 
dont know how what he says 
relates to my day-to-day life. And 
it patently didnt for William Blake 
who provides Roszak with his 
analysis.

If. one is in a state o f visionary 
rapture, how does one know 
which o f the eyes o f technology 
to pick? |— |

Bang,

Bang,

You’re
Dead
a poem  by 
COLIN JA M ES

"Bang, bang, you’re 
dead.”

“ No I ’m not. You can’t 
kill me: I'm wearing my 
forcefield.”

“ We’re playing cowboys, 
not spacemen, so you can’t 
have a forcefield.”

“ Why not?”
“ Because cowboys dont 

have forcefields. 'Cos 
it ’s not real.”

“ Well I ’ve got a 
special forcefield that 
cowboys have, so you can’t 
kill me.”

“ You can’t have one, 
it’s not real. I f  you can 
have a special forcefield 
I can have a special blaster 
that can shoot you through 
it. Bang, bang, you’re dead.”  

“ I ’m not. You can’t have 
a special blaster. That’s not 
real. Cowboys dont have 
special blasters.”

“ They can if they 
have special forcefields.” 

“ They can’t.”
“ They can.”
“ They can’t.”
“ Let’s play spacemen 

thea”
“ No, I ’m sick o f 

spacemen.”
“ Well let’s play 

soldiers.”
“ Yeah, that’s a good 

idea.”
“OK. I ’ll count to 20 

while you hide and then I’ll 
come and find you and then 
we can have a real battle.” 

“ Yeah, but I wanna be 
a general.”

“ No. We've both gotta 
be privates.”

“ Why?”
“  ’Cos you gotta be in the 

army a long time before you 
get to be a general and we’re 
only gunna be in it a short 
time.”

“ Oh, alright, I’ll be 
a private then.”

“ Right, I ’ll start 
counting and you go and hide 
and then I ’ll find you and 
we’ll have a real battle.” 

“ Yeah, I ’m gunna go 
hide. Dont you go skipping 
any numbers either, I ’ll be 
hiding in the jungle down 
behind the toolshed.”

“ One, two, three.
Jack get up, you’ve got to 
go and hide . . . Six, seven, 
eight, nine. Jack, get up 
. . . Eleven, twelve, thirteen. 
Are we gunna have a battle 
or not? Fourteen, fifteen, 
sixteen. Damn you Jack, get 
up, we’re due back at head
quarters in three hours. 
Seventeen, eighteen. Jack 
. . . Jack. . . My God!;
Jack!”

Jack lay face down in 
the rice paddy, his chest 
destroyed by a Chinese bullet.

Nineteen, twenty. Bang, 
bang, you’re dead. □

Irving Berlin And Decadent Dresden

F
O R THOSE o f us who have 
been out on the range or weed

ing the garden and generally not seeing 
Last Tango in Pahs several times, let it 
be said the latest word to use during 
intense cafe society chatter, is “ deca
dent” .

For instance Berlin in the 30s, apart 
from being pre-war and also post-war, 
can be said to have been “ decadent” . 
Similarly Paris in the 20s. However, not 
Melbourne in the 20s which can be said 
to have been “ rough” . There’s a mark
ed difference in sensibilities between 
Gertrude Stein and Squizzy Taylor.

With music, you can say that Lou 
Reed is “ decadent”  whereas Slade (a 
group whose product possibly falls 
outside o f  the category o f  music) is 
decimating. Slim Dusty is neither and 
remains Slim Dusty.

For sociological reference, Lou 
Reed’s admirers have been termed 
“ deco-sleazoids” , which may have 
nothing to do with “ decadence” , per
haps more with “ decor” . Yet his latest 
album is titled Berlin. That, along with 
Procol Harum’s Grand Hotel and John 
Cale’s Paris 1919 could be considered 
as “ decadent”  listening. Whereas an 
album titled Melbourne or Sydney 
Opera House would almost certainly be 
“ rough” listening.

Many things may be said to be 
“ decadent” . As long as they have that 
element o f  sleazy glamor. For instance 
watching television isnt; sleazy it may 
be, glamorous it aint. In fact it ’s almost 
a sacred act with epilogues to  calm the 
mind after the sordid shows, and even 
a patron saint.

Her name was or is St Clare. As a 
rich lass in Assisi, she visited the zoo o f 
St Francis and was most amazed at his 
adroitness in handling things like swal
lows and pigs. In short she dug it, or to 
use the popular phrase “ got o f f  on it” .

Clare tore o f f  her tapestry coat and

fb r e w e / lj
COLIN TALBOT

jewels and pressed on to a Benedictine 
convent where she did all right; in fact 
started her own chapter called the 
“ Poor Clares” . She was canonised in 
1255, and in 1958 was given the 
portfolio o f  patron saint o f  television 
seeing as how at Christmas in 1252 
while in her cell, she saw and heard a 
service some considerable distance 
away, and as the monks said at the 
time, “ nobody’s eyes are that good !”

So for the Catholic church, Clare’s 
closed circuit pre-empted the work o f 
John Logie Baird, the father o f  televi
sion, who died in 1946, but who, as 
yet, has not been canonised. In fact it 
was left to T V  Week to “ immortalise 
the baird”  by naming their “ talent”  
awards after the man.

The story is that Graham Kennedy, 
who won the first Logie way back in 
whatever it was, picked the name for it 
himself. Not that Graham Kennedy has 
anything to do with Ida Lupino, or 
that matter what Dresden has got to do 
with Irving Berlin or Lou Reed. Irving’s 
real name was Israel Baline, a singing 
waiter who was bom  in Russia and 
composed God Bless America  which 
was sung heartily as the Untidy States 
liberated Berlin, in the war. Just an
other example o f Bourgeois Decadence.

Or as the Queen said (on ly a 
princess in those days) in 1948 at the 
opening o f the Century o f  British L ife  
exhibition in Paris: “ I f  we are to 
escape destruction we must work for 
the breakdown o f  prejudices born o f 
narrow-minded nationalism. No coun
try is morally self-sufficient.”  She said 
that in French.

She had obviously noted the link 
between decadence and nationalism, 
and so w ith the current wave o f  “ new 
nationalism”  here, it figures that a 
period o f decadence w ill follow . Basic
ally that means when the government 
nationalises the health scheme, people 
w ill start taking drugs, and partying, 
betting on races and even fornicating 
behind open doors. Unemployment 
w ill rise, and rapes and bashings and 
shootings w ill take place.

But folks, that’s not the worst o f it. 
A fter decadence comes post-decadent 
remoteness. Which is when your chil
dren have stopped taking drugs and 
going to parties and fornicating and 
doing the things you can understand, 
yet continue to smile, remain vague, 
wide-eyed.

They are now ready fo r the next 
and near final stage which is Acid- 
Fascism (Mindfuckers says this is more 
correctly “ post-acid fascism” ).

Pretty soon you ’ ll have some little 
fella coming along, promising to  put an 
end to all the problems. He’ ll be 
round-faced, probably a vegetarian, 
maybe a small moustache unless he’s 
too young to grown one, and he’ ll give 
speeches and gain post-decadent- 
remote followers w h o ’ ll become acid- 
fas cists.

Their ranks w ill swill the nectar o f  
his honeyed words (excuse me) and 
pretty soon you w on ’t be able to walk 
down the street with your mind being 
basically “ beyond these things” w ith
out being assailed and pressganged into 
it.

Anyhow, I had a dream as Lyndon 
B. Johnson once noted and that’s what 
post-decadently happened. But now, as 
Bob Dylan once put it in one o f  his 
remarkable songs: “ my weariness
amazes me”  and who really wants to 
think about it anyway. Close your eyes 
and possibly nothing w ill happen.
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work with their perceptions on a 
visual level, in their search for 
meaning or harmony or whatever 

i I else people search for.
Dont expect to find any

answers in the Melbourne school- 
kids pages. If you see anything 
which purports to be an answer, 
see if you can work out what it is 

K  an answer to. If you can do this
_----  and it seems to be important write

in and let me know. Correspond
ence o f all kinds will be read with 
interest, and will be answered or 
published whenever possible. Ob- 

I servations, articles, stories, draw
ings, games, photographs, fan
tasies or anything else which
seems real, and claims to come 
from the mind or body of a

—  L schoolkid will be received with
interest, and if published will be 
paid for.

Intending contributors should 
who vicariously play out the roles note the following ground-rules: 
they merely observed in their stu- 1) Advise as to whether you 
dent days at university. But there want your piece published under 
are also students who practise your real or an assumed name, 
transcendental meditation, stu- and whether or not you want us 
dents who are experts in astrol- to include your age, form, school, 
ogy, and students who drop acid dedication to your best friend, 
and write poetry. On top o f all culture hero, etc. 
this there are students who dont 2) I f  you are a writer, advise as 
do anything exceptional, except to whether you would be prepar- 
that they notice some of the ed to accept cuts, mutations etc. 
things that are going on around 3) If you wish to be paid, advise 
them and are capable o f writing as to name, address and postcode 
about them. Finally there are the so that we know where to send 
artists and the photographers who your pittance.

nuu V

LO C K Y  A U D IS

pecting to find a solution in the 
hopes and ambitions o f these 
young men and women, but feel
ing that in this way they can 
abdicate from full responsibility 
for the farce which is being enact
ed in their names.

Teachers unions are no longer 
able to request a rise in the 
miserable wages o f their members, 
without experiencing mortifying 
guilt for the shambles they are 
employed to supervise. Strikes 
take place now, not under the 
banner o f better wages or better 
conditions, but under the banner 
o f better education. Teachers will 
not stop work unless they can be 
convinced that their actions will 
do something to alleviate the total 
suffering.

Desperation runs high, and 
there are times when it occurs to 
most teachers that, simply to not 
be in the classroom is a positive 
step. But, inculcated with the 
public service morality o f duty, 
and submission o f self to a higher 
machinery, the teacher cannot 
seriously see himself in opposition 
to the system which employs him.

It is easy to be staggered by the 
organised anarchy o f the system 
and to forget that every Austral
ian child spends at least nine, and 
usually more, critical years pre
occupied by school, and the 
things which happen there. The 
kids are not paid to justify the 
system, or to feel guilty about it,

or anything else. For this reason 
they know more about it than 
anyone else. They are not neces
sarily able to articulate this 
knowledge, in many cases they 
will be punished for doing so. In 
most cases they accept what goes 
on around them, if in a somewhat 
bemused and ultimately cynical 
manner.

In Sydney, John Geek [see 
TLD  2] has discovered groups of 
radical student activists who are 
organising to overthrow the sys
tem, or de-school society, or any
thing else which will make life at 
school a little more meaningful, or 
at least a little more exciting. I 
wish them luck. Revolt is as good 
a way into or out o f the game as 
any other.

It is, o f course, dangerous terri
tory, and some will emerge more 
bewildered and bruised than they 
were when they made the great 
refusal. Others will find that op
position is a reasonably fast means 
of discovering what the system 
looks like, and that people with 
this kind o f knowledge are often 
co-opted to take the reins when 
nobody else knows what is going 
on. A  few will find the pursuit o f 
exhilaration addictive and move 
on to the harder stuff. The system 
will unfold, changing, re-organis
ing, disintegrating and re-forming.

In Melbourne, too, there are 
student activists, in many cases 
encouraged by young teachers

S omething like a hundred years 
have passed since the education 
system we have today was set up. 
Proclaimed, at the time, a revolu
tionary step, which placed Aus
tralia somewhere near the fore
front o f the civilised world, in the 
realm o f enlightened social legisla
tion, it suffered, at birth, like so 
many revolutionary steps, from 
uncertainty o f purpose. Miracu
lously, it has survived to 100, but 
it is hardly surprising that it 
should be entering into a stage o f 
advanced senility.

It has never been quite clear 
why every child between the ages 
o f 6 and 15 should be obliged to 
attend their local state school for 
what is inaccurately termed an 
education. Educational theorists 
o f this century, insofar as they 
have had anything to say, have 
tended towards the liberal view 
that the true beauty and purpose 
o f our system resides in the fact 
that it gives every child, no matter 
how poor his or her background, 
an equal opportunity.

There is some merit in this 
argument. In many respects, 
school is the great leveller. The 
advantage o f an intellectual or 
artistic home background, be
comes, in fact, a disadvantage at 
school, where the struggle for 
survival is dependent on the pos
session o f much more basic re
sources. The “ advantaged” child 
quickly learns to eschew his or her 
advantage, or indeed to pretend 
that it never existed for fear of 
being regarded as a goody-goody 
by the kids, or a smart alec by the 
teacher.

This, however, is not what the 
liberal theorists had in mind. 
Their hope was that natural apti
tude would assert itself over class 
background. Perhaps they were 
right. Maybe guile and cunning are 
the same thing as natural aptitude. 
Maybe all there really is to the 
game is to find out how it works 
and to play it for what it yields. If 
this is the case then the Australian 
education system is as good a 
means o f natural selection as any 
other. Those best able to survive 
will do so, and, needless to say, 
praise the system which proved 
their innate superiority. The lib
erals never took their reasoning so 
far as to produce this rather night
marish formula, but then there 
are few who labor so hard, and so 
unsuccessfully, for an easy night’s 
sleep than the liberals.

But, this is the thinking o f the 
present century, and for all ideo
logical intents and purposes, this 
century ended in Australia a good 
five years ago.

Confusion prevails. At the 
highest levels o f the Education 
Departments throughout Aus
tralia ageing bureaucrats secretly 
confide in young idealists, con
fessing that they no longer know 
what is going on, not really ex

bol.son1. You'r« Y>°'-
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Last w eek JOHN GEAKE m onitored the Sydney kids. 
This w eek ROB KING presents M elbourne kids m aterial 
after he verbalises his disagreem ent w ith John.

The opening pieces for the 
Melbourne kids page come from 
the bustling commercial and light 
industrial centre o f  Frankston.

Situated twenty miles from  
Melbourne, but still a suburb, 
Frankston has long been a town 
without an identity. Among the 
kids, the proximity to water (Port 
Phillip Bay) has in the past ensur
ed the cultural ascendance o f the

surfing cult. More recently the 
sharpies have offered a real alter
native, and the prevalence o f bore
dom and the lack o f  real surf, 
have enabled them to win a sub
stantial number o f  converts. Most 
of the locals have made their 
peace with the sharpies, even if 
they havent joined, and, although 
the surfies live a little dangerous
ly, they survive.

Tripping is the theme. Acid has 
been doing the circuits in Mel
bourne for five years or more, 
and although it is unlikely to ever 
seriously challenge piss, in the 
way that grass has, it retains the 
same kind o f  appeal as the Big 
Dipper. The older head who grew 
up to regard acid with reverence 
as a sacrament, or at the very least 
as the drug which would change

the world, could find SEAN  
M cGRATH'S piece a little unset
tling. But it is probably worth
while to face up to the fact that 
this is, after all, Bazza’s home 
town, so why pretend that it is 
London or San Francisco. I  have 
included excerpts from VINCE 
JEW ELL’S Expanding Minds, to 
reassure and to provide a little 
perspective. Vince is also a Franks

ton lad, so I  guess you couJdl 
say that the place is cosmopolitan. I 

LOCKY AUDIS send me the] 
drawing. He didnt give it a name, f 
in fact, he didnt even sign it. j 
Somehow it seems to say some
thing about tripping and Franks-1 
ton, and about Lachlan himself. ! 
To borrow a line from the Grate-1
ful Dead: WeU I  
matter, a-n-yway.

guess it doesnt

SOUR AND SWEET ACID DROPS
s e a n  McGr a t h

Oaturday morning, it was a 
bulk day. I got up, made my 
breakfast, had a wash and 
walked up to the horny corner.

Everyone was there, sitting, 
smoking and talking about last 
nights effort down the surf.
‘Hi ya, sugar.’
‘Hi, yous, what we doing 
tonight?’
‘We could go to Nonkles party,
I suppose.’
‘Aw, piss o ff stupid, not again.’ 
‘A ll right then Bubbles, what 
will we do?’
‘Let’s go to the pub.’
‘With yous chicks we’ve got 
Buckley’s. Besides, all the 
Giuseppis will be there and. 
beat shit out o f us.’

Then Jeff and Dock came 
screaming round in their Comby. 
‘What you doing tonight?’ 
‘Nothing, we aint decided yet.’ 
‘Want to come to a party?’ 
‘Where at?’
‘My joint.’
‘Bring our own bottles, I 
suppose.’
‘No mate, we got better than 
that’
‘Ah, bullshit, you havent got 
no grass.’
‘ I know mate, acid.’
They all laughed.
‘Beauty, we’ll buy some tonight’ 
‘Looks like we got it made 
tonight.’
‘You ever drop acid before?’
‘We all have, it’s bulk. When 
I was tripping once, I thought 
I was tiptoeing through hundreds 
o f sheila’s boobs.’
‘Frog shit.’
‘Fair dinkum, it’s grouse.
I sat there talking to this 
guy in a car, who wasnt there, 
once. You'll love it, Sean.’
‘ I cried because this guy broke 
my match, once.’
‘Yeah, but you’re a dumb bitch, 
though.’
‘ Yeah? We’ll see what you’re 
like tonight. ’
‘Pigs arse! I ’m not dropping 
acid by myself.’
‘We’ll drop it with you.’
‘It ’s grouse, Sean. It ’s a way 
out for a few hours.’
‘Well, I ’m going now. I ’ll see 
yous at 8.00.’

On the Way home, I thought,

will I drop it? I was scared, 
but excited in a way. What will 
it be like? Will I get 
addicted? Will it make me sick? 
'Hi, mum.’
‘What are you doing tonight, 
Sean?’
‘Nothing much’
If only she knew, if only I knew.

Eight o ’clock. They were wait
ing in their cars.
‘We thought you might pike it, 
Sean.’
‘Me? Pigs arse.’
‘We’ll see.’
‘I wonder if we’ll get a bit 
tonight?’
‘A  bit o f what?’
‘Not while you’re tripping, 
spunk trunks. You can’t do 
anything. Chicks won’t even 
enter your head.’

We got to the house. There 
were a few cars out the front. 
Loud music, Deep Purple, I 
think. We walked inside.
‘Ah, look who it is -  McGrath. 
How you going?’
'Grouse. How’s yourself?’
‘Not bad. Grouse tonight, 
though. Got plenty o f stuff 
tonight. It was a aassle 
getting it though.’
‘So I heard.’
‘Jeff and Dock. They’ve got the 
biggest mouths in the place.’
‘How much is the acid setting 
us back?’
‘Five bucks.’
‘Good stuff, there’s no shit; 
it will really freak you.’
‘For five bucks, it would 
want to?’
‘When we going to drop it,
Pete?’
‘Later mate, check out the 
place frist.’

We walked around. The house 
was full o f  people. In this big 
room, the floor was covered 
with cushions, and a dim purple 
light made it very hard to see.
We could make out five guys 
sitting around, smoking this 
strange kind o f pipe. They 
offered me a drag, so I took it.
I pulled it away very fast, and 
it brought tears to my eyes.
‘What is this stuff?’
'I t ’s a chillum.’
‘A  what?'
‘A  special pipe we made for

smoking grass.’
‘ It ’s strong, isnt it.'
‘ I reckon. Shit man, there’s 
about 30 bucks worth o f grass 
there.’
‘Well, I ’ll see yous later.’
‘You got anything tonight?’
'Yeah, got some clear dots.’ 
‘Rough stuff, Pal. Dropped it 
before?’
‘No.’
‘Be careful, man.’
‘No worries.’

We walked out to the kitchen,
I think. There was some juice 
freaks getting down that beer 
as soon as they opened it.
‘Come on Sean, let’s drop it.’ 
‘Righto.’

So, me, Bubbles, Peter and Joe 
walked into this brightly lit 
room. There was a small table 
in the middle o f the room. The 
four o f us got around the table. 
Pete put the acid on the table.
He took a small knife and cut 
the tab into four. He placed 
a bit in front o f all o f us.
It looked harmless enough.
‘Come on Sean, swallow it.’
I put it in my mouth, had a 
drink, and sat there.
‘Come on, drop yours.’
‘Pigs arse, who’s going to 
look after you?’
‘You pack o f low rats. -Yous 
shit me.'
‘You ’ll be glad you’ve got 
someone looking after you, 
later on.’
‘ Yeah, I suppose so. How long 
will it take to knock me?’
‘It should take about 30 
minutes.’
‘What do I do till then.’
‘Dont drink no piss or jump 
around too much. Come in here.’ 

They led me into a small, dim 
room, covered in posters o f all

shapes and sizes. Peaceful ones, 
evil cruel ones. I sat there 
for about 20 minutes, thinking, 
what have I done? I was scared, 
shit scared. I singled out this 
poster on the wall. It was ugly. 
To me this represented every
thing evil in my life, every
thing I hated, everything I 
was scared o f and wanted to 
destroy.

I started crying, and 
I snuggled into a corner.
Every poster on the wall went, 
but that poster stayed as if 
to claim me. These dark 
shadows came out o f the poster, 
three o f them, I think. They 
surrounded me, trying to take 
me.

I stood up to fight them.
I fought against them with 
everything I had, but it was 
no good. I fell down. They 
came groping for me, Their 
hands coming in closer, smoth
ering me. They picked me up 
and carried me towards the 
poster. I guess I must have 
flaked out.

I woke up dry, sore. I was 
flat on my stomach. I raised 
my head to see my knuckles and 
hands covered with blood. 
Furniture in the room was 
broken. I got to my knees, 
and put my head down. I was 
still shaking and I started 
crying, saying why, why, why 
was I so scared, why was I so 
stupid?

VINCENT JEWELL

r  radical life is made irrelevant. 
Existence itself does not really 
revolve around this world. You 
are opened up and confronted by 
images that represent a fleeting 
glance at the immense power in 
our minds, which we somehow 
never fully use.

The individual will probably 
withdraw from his network o f 
relationships. This seems natural, 
for he can see the beauty of 
contemplating the mind in union 
with the universe. As in re-incar
nation, he is bom to a higher 
plane o f existence. It takes im
mense effort and will to relate to 
our world, once he sees this higher 
plane o f existence. He will not 
willingly release his hold.

Consider you are wandering. 
Your mind, your body and you go 
deeper. You feel the power o f 
your spreading consciousness. Still 
you go further and deeper into 
the dream parts o f your mind.

It is good and beautiful if you 
encounter your greater self. How
ever, it is bad and terrifying to 
start comprehending your darkest 
dreams. Here you are faced by 
fear, complete sense o f useless
ness. A void, an abyss stretches 
beneath you, and images o f dis
unity and chaos run wild. Words 
will not convey the possible hor
ror, the insanity o f this feeling 
when on a bad trip.

There is a reason for a bad trip, 
the rejections o f the revelation o f 
L.S.D. The tripper seeks alterna
tives to his new found image, and 
plunges into something else, only 
to find that there is nothing else.

Two learned men converse, not 
really concerned for discussion. 
They become involved in some
thing, as yet intangible. Clinging 
to an obsolete memory, one man 
is drawn to piety and devotion to 
bring the world together. You 
know, he claims, you must submit 
to the wisdom o f our age, to our 
infallible doctrine. You are, as 
yet, only a child. The concept o f 
total being is beyond you. I am 
the truth, supreme love, the es
sence o f a universe you fail to 
understand.

There is, it seems, little flexibil
ity among the ruins.
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YbUNG:Could you say something about 
your relationship with Peter Orlovsky? 

GINSBERG: We met in San Francisco. 
He was living with a painter named 
Robert LaVigne in ’54. I was having a 
very straight life, just trying it out, 
working in an advertising company, wear
ing suits, living up on Nob Hill in an 
apartment with Sheila, who was a jazz 
singer and worked in advertising. Things 
were somewhat unsatisfactory between 
us. We’d been taking peyote, so we were 
into a psychedelic scene, too.

We got into an argument, so I wander
ed down one night into an area o f San 
Francisco then called Polk Gulch, now 
known as a notorious gay area with lots 
o f gay bars. It was then more of a 
bohemian section, somewhat gay, artis
tic. Hotel Wentley was there, right on the 
corner o f Sutter and Polk, and a Fosters 
cafeteria. I went and sat in the Fosters, 
late at night. I ran into Robert LaVigne 
and got into a big, interesting, artistic 
conversation about the New York paint
ers I knew -  Larry Rivers, deKooning and 
Kline. LaVigne was a provincial San 
Francisco painter, so I was bringing all 
sorts o f fresh poetry, art news from New 
York.

He took me up to see his place and his 
paintings about four blocks away on 
Gough street in an apartment that I 
subsequently lived in for many seasons 
and still use now. I walked into the 
apartment and there was this enormous, 
beautiful lyrical, seven-by-seven foot 
square painting of a naked boy with his 
legs spread, and some onions at his feet, 
with a little Greek embroider on the 
couch.

He had a nice, clean-looking pecker, 
yellow hair, a youthful teeny little face, 
and a beautiful frank expression looking 
right out o f the canvas at me. And I felt a 
heart throb immediately. So I asked who 
that was, and Robert said, “ Oh, that’s 
Peter; he’s here, he’s home.” And then 
Peter walked in the room with the same 
look on his face, a little shyer.

Within a week Robert said that he was 
going out o f town or breaking up with 
Peter, or Peter was breaking up with him 
He asked me if I was interested in Peter, 
and he’d see what he could arrange. I 
a id , “ oooh, dont mock me” . I ’d already 
given up. I already had had a historic love 
affair with Neal Cassady a decade earlier. 
So I was already a tired old dog, in the 
sense o f the defeats o f love, not having 
made it, not having found a permanent 
life companion.

And, in 1955, I was already 29. I 
wasnt a 20 year old kid with romantic 
notions. That night we were in Vesuvio’s 
bar. Robert had a big conversation with 
Peter, asking Peter if he was interested, 
sort o f like a "shachun” , a matrimonial 
arranger.

Then I went home one night. I went to 
Peter’s room. We were to sleep together 
that night on a huge mattress he had on 
the floor. I took o ff my clothes and got 
into bed. I hadnt slept with too many 
people. Never openly, completely giving 
and taking. With Jack or Neal, with

Continuing and concluding 
the rem ark able  discussion 
betw een Allen Ginsberg 

and Allen Young. Part One 
appeared last w eek

people who were primarily heterosexual 
and who didnt fully accept the sexualisa- 
tion o f our tenderness, I felt I was forcing 
it on them; so I was always timid about 
them making love back to me, and they 
very rarely did very much.

When they did, it was like blessings 
from heaven. I f  you get into it, there’s a 
funny kind o f pleasure/pain, absolute 
loss/hope. When you blow someone like 
that and they come, it’s great! And if 
they touch you once, it's enough to melt 
the entire life structure, as well as the 
heart, the genitals and the earth. And it ’ll 
make you cry.

So . . . Peter turned round (he was in 
his big Japanese robe), opened up the 
bathrobe — he was naked -  and put it 
around me and pulled me into him; and 
we got close, belly to belly, face to face. 
That was so frank, so free and so open 
that I think it was one o f the first times 
that I felt open with a boy. Then, 
emboldened, I screwed Peter. He wept 
afterwards, and I got frightened, not 
knowing what I’d done to make him cry, 
but completely moved by the fact that he 
was so involved as to weep. At the same 
time the domineering, sadism part o f me 
was flattered and erotically aroused.

The reason he wept was that he 
realised how much he was giving me and 
how much I was demanding, asking and 
taking. I think he wept looking at himself 
in that position not knowing how he’d 
gotten there; not feeling it was wrong, 
but wondering at the strangeness o f it. 
The most raw meat o f reasons for weep
ing.

Then Robert hearing, seeing the situ
ation, came in to comfort Peter a little 
bit. I was very possessive and I pushed 
Robert away. That got me and Robert 
into a funny kind o f distrust that lasted 
for a year or two before our karmas 
finally resolved. He then realised he was 
well o ff on his own; and I was burdened 
with the karma kind o f love.

Peter was primarily heterosexual, and 
always was. I guess that was another 
reason he was shocked — the heaviness of 
my sadistic possessiveness in screwing 
him. For the first time in my life I really 
had an opportunity to screw somebody 
else! I think that wounded him and 
thrilled me a little bit. So we still had to 
work out all that in our relationship over 
many, many years. It ’s painful some
times.

We slept together perhaps one more 
time. Then I had to go to New York for 
my brother’s wedding at Christmas ’5 4 .1 
came back and moved into that apart
ment where they were living, at their

invitation. And then there was a triangle 
o f Robert, me and Peter. Peter had not 
made up his mind whether or not he 
wanted to make a more permanent rela
tionship with me. I had my eyes on Peter 
for life-long love; [I was] completely 
enamored and intoxicated -  just the right 
person for me, I thought. Robert was not 
sure he hadnt made a mistake, seeing the 
flow and the vitality that was rising in 
both me and Peter. And Peter began 
withdrawing.

He was caught in the rivalry between 
me and Robert, and, at the same time, 
there was his unsurety o f me and his 
relation to me. Basically he liked girls 
anyway, so what was he doing lying there 
being screwed by me?

So I moved across from the Hotel 
Wentley and got a room. I was working in 
a market research job. I had the brilliant 
inspiration that all the categorising and 
market research I was doing could be fed 
into a machine, and I wouldnt have to 
add all those columns any more. So I 
supervised the transfer for the company, 
and that left me out o f a job just nicely. 
Then I got unemployment compensation.

I was being psychoanalysed at Lang- 
ley-Porter Clinic, an elite extension of 
U.C. Berkeley medical school. It was a 
very good doctor, and I said: “ You know, 
I’m very hesitant to get into a deep thing 
with Peter, because where can it ever 
lead. Maybe I ’ll grow old and then Peter 
probably won’t love me — just a transient 
relationship. Besides, shouldnt I be 
heterosexual?”

He said, “ Why dont you do what you 
want. What would you like to do?” And I 
answered, “ Well, I really would just love 
to get an apartment on Montgomery 
Street, stop working and live with Peter 
and write poems!”  He said, “ Why dont 
you do that?”  So I said, “ What happens if 
I get old or something?”  And he replied, 
“ Oh, you’re a nice person; there’s always 
people who will like you”  -  which really 
amazed me. So, in a sense he gave me 
permission to be free, not to worry about 
the consequences.

So then I waited for Peter, and Peter 
stayed up at the Gough Street apartment 
and went to school. I got this room and 
started writing a lot and waited and 
waited for Peter. Neal Cassady came by a 
couple o f times. I made it with Neal. I 
can remember one o f the last really wild 
times I made it with him, because I had a 
room of my own and there was privacy, 
finally. He was lying there naked, and I 
was sitting on his cock, jumping up and 
down, trying to make him come.

And I just waited and waited [for 
Peter]. There was nothing I could run 
after or pursue, because I couldnt claim 
anything by force. Things got too diffi
cult where Peter was living, so he got a 
room himself in the Wentley, across the 
street from where I was. And there was 
embarrassment, coldness -  not knowing 
where each other was, what we would do. 
I was waiting for him to make some sort 
o f decision. A  couple o f times we drank a 
little to see if we could get over that low. 
We didnt sleep together at all, though I

was longing to.
Then one day he was lying in bed, and 

he started crying again. He said, “ Come 
on and take me” . I was too overwhelmed 
and frightened to even get a hard-on. I 
didnt know what to do. We both had our 
clothes on. I was afraid he was interpret
ing it as me screwing him again, rather 
than really just having each other. But 
that soon got resolved, and we moved in 
together, into an apartment in North 
Beach. We found an apartment, and it 
had a room for him, a room for me, and a 
hall between us; and a kitchen together. 
So that gave us both a little privacy, and, 
at the same time, we could make it when 
we wanted.

He was very moody, very sweet, tend
er, gentle and open. But every month or 
two months he’d go into a very dark, 
Russian, Dostoyevskian black mood and 
lock himself in his room and weep for 
days; and then he’d come out totally 
cheerful and friendly. I found after a 
while it was best not to interrupt him, 
not to hang round like a vulture; let him 
go through his own yoga.

The key thing was when we decided 
on the terms o f our marriage -  I think it 
was in Fosters Cafeteria downtown 
about three in the morning. We were 
sitting and talking about each other, with 
each other, trying to figure out what we 
were going to do, who we were to each 
other, and what we wanted out o f each 
other, how much I loved him, and how 
much did he love me. We arrived at what 
we both really desired.

I ’d already had visionary experience: 
an illumined audition o f Blake’s voice and 
a sense o f epiphany about the universe. 
He had had an experience, weeping and 
lonesome, walking up the hill to his 
college, and having a sense o f apparition 
of the trees bowing to him. So we both 
had some kind of psychedelic, trans
cendental, mystical image in our brains 
and hearts.

We made a vow to each other that he 
could own me, my mind and everything I 
knew, and my body, and I could own him 
and all he knew and all his body; and that 
we would give each other ourselves, so 
that we possessed each other as property, 
to do everything we wanted to, sexually 
or intellectually, and in a sense explore 
each other until we reached the mystical 
“ X ” together, emerging two merged 
souls.

We had the understanding that when 
our (my particularly) erotic desire was 
ultimately satisfied by being satiated 
(rather than denied) there would be a 
lessening of desire, grasp, holding on, 
craving and attachment; and that ulti
mately we would both be delivered free 
in heaven together. And so the vow was 
that neither of us would go into heaven 
unless we could get the other one in — 
like a mutual bodhisattva’s vow.

That’s actually the bodhisattva’s vow 
-  “ Sentient beings are numberless, I vow 
to enlighten them all.
Passions are num-

Continued next page
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berless, I vow to quench them all, cut 
them all down. The nature o f the dharma, 
the doors o f nature are endless. I vow to 
enter every single one of them. Buddha 
path very high and long and endless -  
vow to follow through all the way -  
Buddha path, infinite, limitless, vow to go 
all the way through.’-’ Sentient beings, 
numberless, unnumbered -  countless, 
vow to count every one, enlighten every 
single one of them. Basically a vow to be 
reborn as everybody one after another, 
every stone, every leaf blade, vow to be 
every individual part o f the universe at 
one time or another, and accept the fate 
o f that particle, so to speak.

Well, this is like a limited version of 
that, almost intuitive, the vow to stay 
with each other to whatever eternal con
sciousness: him with his trees bowing, me 
with Blake eternity vision. I was more 
intellectual, so I was offering my mind, 
my intellect; he was more athletic and 
physical and was offering his body.

So we held hands, took a vow: I do, I 
do, you promise? Yes, I do. At that 
instant we looked in each other’s eyes 
and there was a kind o f celestial cold fire 
that crept over us and blazed up and 
illuminated the entire cafeteria and made 
it an eternal place.

I ’d found somebody who’d accept my 
devotion, and he found somebody who’d 
accept his devotion and who was devoted 
to him. It was really a fulfillment of 
fantasy, to a point where fantasy and 
reality finally merged. Desire illuminated 
the room, because it was a fulfillment of 
all my fantasies since I was nine, when I 
began to have erotic love fantasies. And 
that vow has stuck as the primary core of 
our relationship. That’s the mutual con
sciousness; it’s the celestial social con
tract, valid because it was an expression 
o f the desire of that time, and it was 
workable. It’s really the basic human 
relationship -  you give yourself to each 
other, help each other and dont go to 
heaven without each other.

There’s this mythology o f Arjuna, 
from the Baghavad-Gita, getting to the 
door o f heaven. He’s got this little dog 
following him, and they say you can 
come in but you can’t bring your dog. 
And he says, well, no, if I can’t go in with 
my dog, I won’t go. And then they say,

oh, come on, you can go in, just leave 
him behind, it’s only a dog. And he says, 
no, I love my dog, and I trust that love, 
and if I can’t bring that trust in, then 
what kind o f heaven is this? And the 
third time, he says, no, no, no, I’ll stay 
out and put the dog in heaven but I won’t 
go in without the dog. I vowed to tears 
with my dog, I can’t leave my dog alone.

And so, finally, after the third time, 
the dog turns out to be Krishna, the 
supreme lord o f the universe and heaven 
itself. He was only trying to get heaven 
into heaven. And his instinct was right. 
And our instinct was right. It was enough 
to bring us through very difficult times -  
all through the change o f status, beat 
generation and fame, the alteration of 
social identity that fame entails.

Our relationship has lasted from 1954 
to 1972. The terms have changed tremen
dously. Peter’s gone through a lot of 
changes, and we’ve separated for a year at 
a time. And always come back. We’ve 
gone through a lot o f phases o f sleeping 
with people together, doing orgies togeth
er, sleeping alone together.

Now Peter sleeps with a girl. I very 
rarely sleep with him. But the origin of 
our relationship is a fond affection. I 
wouldnt want to go to heaven and leave 
Peter alone on earth; and he wouldnt 
leave me alone if I was sick in bed, dying, 
grey-haired, wormy, rheumatic. He’d have 
pity on me. We’ve maintained our rela
tionship so long that at this point we 
could separate and it would be all right. I 
think the karma has resolved and worn 
out.

The original premise was to have each 
other and possess each other until the 
karma was worn out, until the desire, the 
neurotic attachment, was satisfied by 
satiation. And there’s bieen. satiation, dis
appointment and madness, because he 
went through a long period o f speed 
freakery in the mid 60s which really 
strained things.

We had times o f hostile screaming at 
each other such as happens in the worst 
o f homo and heterosexual marriages, 
where people have murder in their hearts 
towards each other. That burned out a lot 
of the false emotion o f youth, and the 
unrealistic graspings, cravings, attach
ments and dependencies. So he’s now

independent, and I’m independent of 
him. And yet there’s an independent 
curiosity between us.

Cuba
YOUNG: There were some vague stories 
going around about your visit to Cuba in 
1965 and departure. I ’d like to know 
more about what you did in Cuba and 
what you said that eventually got you 
deported.
GINSBERG: Well, the worst thing I said 
was that I ’d heard, by rumor, that Raoul 
Castro was gay. And the second worst 
thing I said was that Che Guevara was 
cute. The most substantial thing was that 
I went around wondering why their mari
juana policy, as o f 1965, was so unscien
tific. I didnt accept the answer I got which 
was that the Batista soldiers used to get 
high and shoot at them, because I didnt 
think that was true. By hindsight, it 
doesnt seem really relevant to their needs, 
but at the same time, the denial of 
marijuana doesnt seem relevant to their 
needs, either.

There was persecution o f homosexuals 
in the primarily gay-oriented theatre 
group at the time. Instead o f finding a 
place for that, they tried to break it up 
and sent everybody out to the sugar cane 
fields to work. This was an attempt to 
humiliate them, to use sugar cane for 
humiliation rather than community. And 
it wasnt in the newspapers. It was a secret 
campaign, with all the young Communist 
League party hack, flag-waving kids, like 
the Nixonettes, so to speak, accusing 
everybody they didnt like o f being fag
gots.

It was considered bad form to wear 
beards and long hair, even though that 
was the characteristic style o f Castro and 
the liberators up on the main drag, La 
Rampa. People were being stopped by the 
police and busted for having long hair, 
accused o f being existentialists and de
generates. A  bunch o f young kids belong
ing to a poetry group I knew, El Puente 
(The Bridge), were being bugged by the 
police, not allowed to publish, and were 
called fairies.

The whole group o f Escritores del 
Encuentro Inter-Americana, sponsored by 
Casa de las Americas, went to the theatre. 
We were joined there by a whole bunch

Allen & Peter

o f the young poet kids. When we left the 
theatre, they were all stopped by the 
police, arrested and told to stop hanging 
around with foreigners. Some o f the 
young poet kids were translating my 
work.

There was a police bureaucracy in 
Cuba that was very heavy and was coming 
down heavy on culture, in terms of 
beards, sexual revolution tendencies, so
ciability, and homosexuality. In other 
words, there was no real cultural revolu
tion; it was still basically a Catholic 
mentality. As in many communist coun
tries, the police bureaucrat party hacks 
were like mayor Daley ward-heelers: flag- 
waving, fat assed square types. Self seek
ing squares, not at all spiritually commun
ist, were getting control o f the police and 
emigration bureaucracies and setting 
themselves at odds against the people 
who screw with their eyes open, listen to 
the Beatles and read interesting books 
like Genet, and fought at the Bay o f Pigs 
against the Americans.

Even people who had been up in the 
mountains with Castro were very secre
tive about smoking grass. The press was 
monolithically controlled and boring, and 
the newspaper reporters for the press 
reminded me very much o f the self- 
righteous newspaper reporters from the 
Daily News as far as their opinionation 
and argumentativeness.

I just continued talking there as I 
would talk here in terms o f being anti
authoritarian. But my basic feeling there 
was sympathetic to the revolution. I had 
friends living there, was invited there as a 
guest, and I took part as a judge in a 
literary contest. The worst thing was the 
talk about homosexuality and the chal
lenge to the official position about it. 
Castro had taken an official position in a 
speech at the university in which he had 
attacked homosexuality. He called it de
generate or abnormal, saw it as a cabal, 
perhaps, a conspiracy. I think he praised 
the Young Communist League for turning 
in fairies.

I suggested to Haydee Santamaria that 
they invite the Beatles and got the an
swer: “ They have no ideology; we are 
trying to build a revolution with an 
ideology.” Well, that’s true, but what was 
the ideology they were proposing? A 
police bureaucracy that persecutes 
fairies? I mean, they’re wasting enormous 
energy on that. Some o f those “ fairies” 
were the best revolutionaries — people 
that fought at the Bay o f Pigs, Playa 
Giron.

I slept with one young poet, secretive
ly I took one stick o f grass one day, 
walking along a shady street with a 
bearded fellow who said he’d been up in 
the mountains with Castro and that they 
had smoked up there.

I thought one o f the most brilliant and 
interesting results of gay liberation was 
the confrontation with the repressive, 
conservative police bureaucracy in Cuba. 
I think the confrontation between the 
Venceremos Brigade and gay lib show
ing the Cuban mental block on the 
subject o f homosexuality was one o f the 
most useful things that gay lib did on an 
international scale. At least it brought the 
question to front-brain consciousness. 
Gay lib people went there to offer them
selves and, I think, less to confront the 
Cubans than to find out what the scene 
was.

They were, obviously, faithful in terms 
of change and sympathy with the revolu
tion. Since it was a gay lib group [that 
did this], the rightwing, capitalist press 
couldnt take advantage o f the confronta
tion to put shame on Cuba, because 
otherwise they’d have to defend gay lib! 
So, it was gay lib taking the bull by the 
horns, within the context of brother
hood, challenging the Cuban macho, re
pressive mentality in a constructive way. I 
dont think the Communist party there 
reacted very well. What was the result?
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YOUNG: In the interim period the 
brigade has adopted a policy o f excluding 
gay liberation people. There was a fifth 
brigade that did not have gay liberation 
people on it. The Cubans have since come 
up with a detailed, rather specific policy 
statement on homosexuality, declaring it 
to be a “ social pathology” . The pro 
Cuban Venceremos Brigade people have 
related with hostility to the radical gay 
lib movement. Large numbers of New 
Left people who formerly were very 
sympathetic to Cuba have reduced their 
expression o f sympathy for Cuba because 
o f the gay question. The Cubans, basical
ly have forced a lot o f people to choose 
between the Cuban revolution and gay 
liberation, and they’re quite surprised to 
find people choosing the gays. 
GINSBERG: When Castro originally had 
his revolution, he said it’s a marxist 
revolution but still a humanist revolution. 
If it’s a humanist revolution, they cannot 
put down gays. Otherwise, it’s double 
talk. I think it ’s important to support any 
separation from American imperialism 
and conspicuous consumption, and any 
sort o f independence from American 
psychological domination. But, on the 
other hand, the reason for doing so is to 
become human and independent again.

If the definition o f human and inde
pendent means sustaining an old, auth
oritarian viewpoint towards sexuality -  
the monotheistic, Catholic viewpoint -  
then it would be better that American 
radicals at least realised that they’re 
dealing with human beings in the Cuban 
situation rather than with divine author
ities. I am willing to accept the fact that 
the Cuban revolution is a genuine relief 
from Mafia capitalist domination, the 
previously corrupt society of Cuba, and a 
release from America.

In other words, I feel the Cuban 
revolution is important and should be 
supported. They’ll learn, soon enough. 
They’re gonna see the end o f the world 
anyway and end up with long hair and 
pansexualities. They’re going to have to 
take it as state policy before they're over, 
just to relieve their population problem. I 
think gays are dealing in the long run 
from a position o f great strength, because 
their position is founded in ancient rules 
o f mammal behavior and ecological neces
sity as far as the future and the recogni
tion o f common humanity. So I think 
gays can afford to say, “ Ahhh” .

I saw a lot of other things there in 
terms o f cultural persecution. I was inter
ested in santeria [Ed.: Afro-Cuban cults]. 
With a group o f writers I went to a 
santero’s house in the outskirts of Havana 
for a Congo and Yoruba ceremony.

In the middle o f the ceremony the 
police came in, wanted everybody's name 
and address and harassed everybody. 
They said you had to have a permit for 
any meeting o f more than ten or 12 
people after a certain hour or even at any 
time in a private house. They knew who 
we were perfectly well; we had repre
sentatives there from the Casa de las 
Americas. So again it was the police 
bureaucracy hassling the cultural side.

One o f the boasts in Cuba was the 
acceptance o f black consciousness. The 
santeria religion was one o f the great 
ancient tribal things that had resisted the 
white, honky, Christian church, and here 
they were interrupting this ceremony! 
There was apparently an attempt to 
discourage the practice o f santeria be
cause it was like a rival spiritual authority 
to the state.

In Cuba I remember that most o f the 
honkies from a Catholic background were 
indifferent to black culture and to the 
heart o f it which was the santeria cult. 
But among the appreciators were some of 
the old gay painters and poets.
YOUNG: A  couple of friends of mine 
who were recently in Cuba told me that 
the persecution o f the santerias con
tinues. At the same time there is peace

between the Cuban government and the 
Catholic church. The Cuban Declaration 
o f the Congress on Education and Culture 
specifically attacks the santeria but 
speaks very positively about relations 
with the Catholic church, especially in 
terms o f the support o f the Catholic 
church in other Latin American countries 
for leftwing forces.

One o f these black santeros, who was 
wanted by the police, escaped and hid in 
the house o f a homosexual friend. They 
were both caught and arrested. The news 
report about the arrest emphasised the 
connection between santeria and homo
sexuality. They used the stronger taboo 
against homosexuality to reinforce the 
attack on the santeria.

Edward Carpenter says that one o f the 
things that made him a revolutionary was 
going to Africa and through his gayness 
becoming familiar with the humanity of 
the African people.

In Cuba I met the three people who 
run the puppet theatre, the Teatro de 
Guinol, a brother and sister and a third 
person. The brother and the third person 
are both gay. The people in the theatre 
are mostly gay. When I was there in 1969,
I hardly even perceived that they were 
gay, because o f my own closet situation 
They told me they were producing a 
Yoruba play. Pepe Carril wrote it and it 
has been translated into English by Susan 
Sherman. Carucha, one o f the directors o f 
the theatre, told me that they had to 
fight to do this Yoruba play. They did a 
theatrical puppetry presentation o f the 
Yoruba cult, and afterwards the party 
hacks thought that it was OK.
GINSBERG: The original humanist - 
Marxist approach was that western 
monopoly capitalism, homogenised, turn
ed into a commercial mass cult, a plastic, 
degenerate commodity. From a revolu
tionary point o f view, the rights and 
cultural heritage o f workers and minor
ities had to be preserved from the depre
dations o f the evil banks and cultural 
monopolists. By revolutionary theory the 
Yoruba tradition among the blacks 
should be cultivated and subsidised, kept 
as folk art o f the people, as their art and 
religion. So, it’s a contradiction in basic 
Marxist approach to have a rivalry be
tween police bureaucracy and Yoruba 
priests.
YOUNG: I think it has something to do 
with plain old racism; white supremacy. 
GINSBERG: I suppose so. It means that 
blacks have a culture o f their own, and 
whites dont want that. So what do you 
say to Castro? Has anyone had an inter
esting conversation with Castro in the 
past seven years? He used to have con
versations with interesting people like 
Sartre.

I was in my hotel room one morning 
towards the end o f my stay in Cuba when 
three uniformed, olive-clothed, mute 
soldiers came in with an officer. He said 
he was head o f immigration, that I had to 
pack my bags, and that I was being 
deported on the next plane to Prague. I 
asked if they had informed the Casa de 
las Americas, and the answer was no; 
there will be time enough later.

They wouldnt let me make a phone 
call to the Casa which was my host, and 
they took me downstairs. I shouted in the 
lobby to Nicanor Parra [a leading 
Chilean poet] that I was being deported 
and they should get in touch with the 
Casa de las Americas and warn them. I 
was driven out to the airport. On the 
way, I asked why I was being deported. 
The officer said, “ For breaking the laws 
o f Cuba” . And I said, “ What laws?” He 
responded, “ You’ll have to ask yourself 
that” . And that answer, I thought, was 
like the answer I got from Dean McKnight 
at Columbia University when I got kicked 
out for staying overnight in my room 
with Jack Kerouac. And we hadnt made 
love at all. We just slept there because 
Kerouac had no place to sleep that night.

I didnt go round screaming to Time 
magazine that I ’d been unjustly kicked 
out o f Cuba I just gave them the benefit 
o f the doubt, understanding that I was 
like a pawn. It was a fight between the 
liberal groups and the military bureauc
racy groups. I realised also that the more 
the United States put pressure on Cuba, 
the more power the rightwing military, 
police bureaucracy and party hacks 
would get.

The real problem was to relieve the 
pressure in America, to end the blockade 
rather than to “ blame” the Cuban revolu
tion, Castro, or Marxism -  although I 
dont think Castro was very tactful on the 
question o f homosexuality. There was an 
excessively macho thoughtlessness on his 
part, and insensitivity.
YOUNG: When I was there in ’71 at the 
journalists conference, there was a recep
tion, at the side o f a big swimming pool. 
Everybody was crowding around Fidel. 
He was loving it and getting involved in 
lively conversation with different people.
I was feeling very out o f it. I was the only 
male that didnt have short hair, a suit and 
a tie, except for some Africans in African 
dress. The whole idea o f pushing into a 
crowd to talk to a famous man was 
something I wasnt exactly into.

I decided to get involved in conversa
tion with some other people. I spoke with 
a very important comandante, a black 
guy, who had fought with Fidel in the 
hills and was on the central committee. 
Karen Wald, an American who was with 
us, asked him what he thought about 
machismo. And he said, “ Oh, man, that’s 
good!” I can’t figure out to this day 
whether he was putting her on or whether 
he was simply expressing his very gut 
reaction — which is that machismo is an 
important thing for a Cuban man to 
appreciate.
GINSBERG: The question does finally 
boil down to machismo, both here in the 
United States, and there, in terms of 
revolutionary tactics. Gay lib, in a sense, 
has a good approach to straight people 
with smug, middle class ideas about pow
er coming out o f the barrel o f anything, 
actually.

Gay Liberation
YOUNG: I think there’s been a certain 
schizophrenia in the radical section o f gay 
liberation. People have said they’re 
against power. In fact, most o f the people 
I know in the radical wing o f gay libera
tion dont even like and dont use the 
slogan “ gay power” because o f the word 
power.
GINSBERG: Gregory Corso has a great 
poem called Power which I invite you to 
check out. It was written in 1959: “ Pow
er is standing on a street comer waiting 
for nobody.”  A  thirst for power is a 
thirst for sand.”
YOUNG: Do you feel that gay liberation 
has influenced you personally in any 
way?
GINSBERG: I use the word “ gay” now 
which I never did before. And that’s 
important when you change somebody’s 
language. I find myself drifting towards 
the gay lib group whenever there’s a big 
parade because it’s generally so sincere 
and interesting. The ideology there at 
least is personal. Gay lib has influenced 
my thinking on a few other things -  like 
junkie liberation.

If  you can have gay liberation from 
the oppression o f the macho oppressors, 
then you can have junkie liberation from 
the oppression o f the macho Mafia CIA 
fuzz AMA, the Truman-Nixon oppression 
o f punitive treatment o f junkie illness 
rather than medical treatment.

There should be a Junkie Liberation 
Front. They’re the most oppressed group 
in America, in the sense that they’re 
hunted down like dogs by people with 
guns. They’re always under the threat of 
jail. They’re sick. They’ve got a legitimate 
illness, and they’re not being treated with

legitimate medical means. But they are 
thrown over into the hands o f the most 
corrupt police agents in America -  narcs 
who have relations with the Mafia and 
peddle -  as proved by the Knapp Com
mission and various other documented 
analyses.

They’ve suffered the greatest image 
distortion o f any group in America. There 
was never a category o f human being in 
America that was invented as low as the 
fiend category for heroin addicts. They 
didnt even say liquor fiends.

And they are the victim o f slander. 
They’re called a criminal class, violent 
murderers when they’re not; when it’s the 
alcoholics who are really out o f control. 
Half o f the Pentagon generals are alco
holics, too.
YOUNG: Martha Shelley has a great first 
line in Gay is Good, one o f  the first gay 
liberation articles: "Look out straights, 
here comes the Gay Liberation Front, 
springing up like warts all over the bland 
face o f America, causing shudders of 
indigestion in the delicately balanced 
bowels o f the movement.”  At the end o f 
the article she says: “ You will never be 
rid o f us because we reproduce ourselves 
out o f your bodies.”
GINSBERG: There’s too much o f a con
flict there. The point is that nobody’s 
straight. It’s like calling someone a pig. 
Everybody has dreams that have some 
homo-erotic content.

So the problem is to make it safe for 
“ straights” to feel the whole spectrum of 
feelings instead o f single level feelings, 
just as it’s important for gay people to 
feel a whole spectrum o f feelings.

The politics o f challenge in that sense 
doesnt seem to make too much sense. 
You dont woo somebody by challenging 
them. You woo them by giving them a 
place where they’re comfortable, making 
it safe for them to get a hard-on.
YOUNG: I think there are definitely 
tensions in the movement now between 
the people who say having lots o f blow 
jobs is liberation, and those who say that 
we are trapped in a meat-meets-meat 
approach and have to get out o f that and 
relate to each other as people.
GINSBERG: It’s an important human 
experience to relate to yourself and 
others as a hunk o f meat sometimes. 
That’s one way o f losing ego, one holy 
divine yoga o f losing ego: getting involved 
in an orgy and being reduced to an 
anonymous piece o f meat, coming, and 
recognising your own orgiastic anony
mity.

It’s not a place where you want to live 
all your life, but it’s certainly a place 
where you want to see and experience as 
a lesson, experience o f consciousness 
that’s valid for a certain level, an experi
ence o f great, divine beast consciousness.

That’s what they used to have the 
Dionysian orgy for; it’s an ancient ritual; 
I dont think there’s anything wrong with 
relating to people on the level o f pure 
meat, as long as you dont get trapped 
into that all the time as a single level o f 
consciousness as some queens do.

The gay lib answer is obviously not 
going to be just simply lyrical sexuality. 
The use o f sex as a banner to epater les 
bourgeois, to shock, show resentment or 
to challenge is not sufficiently interesting 
to maintain for more than ten minutes; 
it’s not enough to sustain a program that 
will carry love through the deathbed or 
help out Indochina. Or even get laid, 
finally. You have to have something 
more. You have to relate to people and 
their problems, too.

I dig baths and orgies. I think orgies 
should be institutionalised: impersonal 
meat orgies, with no question o f personal
ity or character or relating to people as 
people.

Anyone who insults Dionysus had 
better watch out! The leopards come and 
get them, or else they get turned to vine 
leaves, in Ezra Pound, [Canto 2] when
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they practice God slight, the insult to 
Dionysus.
YOUNG: The problem with that ap
proach is that as long as your meat is 
young and attractive, you’re doing OK. 
But if it doesnt meet the standards. . .  
GINSBERG: When you get to be my age, 
that’s when you really appreciate orgies, 
in the dark when nobody sees anybody 
and doesnt give a shit who they’re being 
screwed by. The paranoia in Turkish 
baths, are you acceptable or not, is 
another problem. But orgy is one way for 
people to equalise -  for fat people, thin 
people, handsome people and ugly peo
ple, hunchbacks and one-legged people 
and rachitics all together in the dark.

Peter and I used to get into scenes in 
San Francisco with girls and boys to
gether, very nice. He liked girls, and that 
situation would set up a nice vibration 
when other men would come in. Since 
Peter and I were already close and making 
it, that opened the door to anybody. 
He’d make out with girls and I ’d make 
out with boys. Sometimes I ’d make out 
with girls too. Or we’d make out with 
each other.

We had a two year period in San 
Francisco where almost every party we 
went to we took o ff our clothes and 
wound up in bed with one or two people. 
We didnt try to start orgies; we just took 
o ff our clothes, wandered around the 
party, had a good time and didnt make a 
big scene out o f it.

Solom an & Leary
YOUNG: I remember hearing that around 
the time o f the original excitement about 
LSD, Timothy Leary made some state
ment saying that it cured homosexuality. 
I recall you said you had a heterosexual 
experience under the influence o f LSD. 
GINSBERG: I had an emotionally hetero
sexual fantasy experience in relation to 
my mother and girls. But everybody has 
that on LSD. It was a breakthrough of 
heterosexual feeling/emotion in relation 
to my mother, and there were so many 
girls that I ’d rejected.

When Leary was looking around for 
information and rationalisation on LSD, I 
told him that it would probably loosen 
up some o f the blocks in homosexuality. 
The reverse is true, too: it would prob
ably loosen up some of the blocks in 
heterosexuality, which it’s notorious for 
doing.

Leary or someone else carried the ball 
a little too far on that one, to say that I 
experienced heterosexual breakthrough 
for the first time in my life. I ’ve got a 
venerable heterosexual or bisexual history 
to begin with.

In the context o f the arguments about 
LSD I gave congressional testimony: One 
effect I experienced in Peru I would like 
to explain.

From childhood on I had been mainly 
shut o ff from relationships with women, 
possibly due to the fact that my own 
mother was, from my early childhood on, 
in a state o f great suffering, frightening to 
me, and she finally died in a mental 
hospital.

In a trance state I experienced in a 
curandero’s hut in Peru a very poignant 
memory o f my mother’s self, and how 
much I had lost in my distance from her 
and my distance from other later friendly 
girls. For I had denied most of my 
feelings for them out o f old fear.

And this tearful knowledge that had 
come up while my mind was opened 
through the native vine, [some yage] did 
make some change towards greater trust 
and closeness with all women thereafter. 
The human universe became more com
plete for me, and my own feelings more 
complete. . . ”

GINSBERG: Yes. There’s a mysticism 
when you screw somebody in the ass, or 
in being screwed. There’s a great mys
ticism in being screwed and accepting the

Bill Burroughs 1957
new lord divine coming into your bowels 
— please master. There’s a great mys
ticism in a girl being screwed, or climbing 
on a guy. Any position is mystical.

The official answer o f my Tibetan 
teacher was interesting: the quality o f the 
emotion is important; communication is 
important. And the form is not, obvious
ly-

There’s a tradition against marriage in 
the Gelugpa, a yellow-hat sect o f Tibetan 
buddhism. It slowly evolved historically 
that the monks all make it with each 
other. But basically the bias, if any, in 
yoga is towards chastity, retention o f 
sperm. Sperm is art, poetry, music, yoga. 
Sperm is Kundalini (serpent power): a 
shivering tingling that runs and takes over 
the top o f your head and spreads 
throughout the whole body. Retention of 
sperm is apparently one o f the basic 
understandings o f some forms o f yoga.

So it’s not really homosexuality or 
heterosexuality that would be disapprov
ed. It would be attachment to any kind 
o f “ pleasure”  as a neurotic attachment. 
As Burroughs might say, an attachment 
to the green goo factory, an attachment 
to body. The body itself may be the 
by-product o f a large scale conspiracy by 
certain forces, as Burroughs says, trying 
to keep people prisoners in a prison 
universe made out o f parent matter, 
subjected to appearances and apparent 
physical conditions defining their limita
tions. As Blake, the Buddhists, and Bur
roughs would say, the real world is a 
world o f complete, blissful, empty 
silence. In other words the anti-body 
yoga position is not anti-homosexual; it’s 
pro-empty or pro-transcendental. We are 
so free o f our bodies that we are able to 
stay in them; and it’s all right to be in 
them and use them. That’s the buddhist 
position. You’re so free o f the body you 
dont have to be afraid o f it.

Burroughs
GINSBERG: We have the question o f 
what is sex, which William Burroughs has 
addressed himself to. He’s one o f the few 
gay lib “ heroes” , one o f the few homo
sexual theorists who has theorised up to 
the point o f outside-of-the-body, and 
detachment from sexuality.

In fact, the cut-ups were originally 
designed to rehearse and repeat his obses
sion with sexual images over and over 
again, like a movie repeating over and 
over and over again, and then re-combin
ed and cut up and mixed in; so that 
finally the obsessive attachment, compul
sion and preoccupation empty out and 
drain from the image. In other words, 
rehearsing and repeating it over and over, 
and looking at it over and over, often 
enough.

Finally, the hypnotic attachment, the 
image, becomes demystified. His particu
lar sexual thing is being screwed, because 
Burroughs can come when he is screwed; 
he’s one o f the few men that can.

Self A ccep tan ce
GINSBERG: Your own heart is your 
guru. The main slogan, instruction, teach
ing, compass and fidelity o f the whole 
love situation is the heart which must 
always be followed because there’s no 
other place to go. And that will dissolve 
perplexities o f ideology, or complexities

o f the political fix we’re into. Following 
the leart a little more -  there’s a way o f 
avoiding the pitfalls o f hyper-intellectual 
ideological dead-ends, which both homo
sexuals and radicals have gotten into.

Rely on your feelings and trust your 
feelings. I think a lot o f homosexual 
conflict comes from internalising so
ciety’s distrust o f your loves, finally 
doubting your own loves, and therefore 
not being able to act on them. I think it’s 
important to accept rejection.

The more you have to accept rejec
tion, the more you leave yourself vulner
able to be rejected, the more you have a 
chance o f getting laid, o f scoring, both 
for heart and for cock.

The more you open yourself up and 
give yourself, continuously without 
rancor, and accept rejection from people 
who are either too timid or who dont 
want you, the more open you’ll be to 
your feelings, the more you’ll communi
cate, the more likely you’ ll just connect.

One of the greatest difficulties, es
pecially for the younger sexualists o f all 
kinds, is the fear o f making a move, 
because they’re afraid o f being rejected. 
So, the only thing is frank revelation of 
the heart; then the rest is a perpetual void 
o f the intellect, urizen [Blake’s Urizen],- 
rationalisation, common error, and, ulti
mately, the heart becomes brightly 
empty. Thinking o f that in terms of 
making judgments politically, is Mother 
Machree’s heart brightly empty as she 
comes out o f the Capri [San Francisco 
gay bar] at 3 am, leaving the most 
beautiful boy in San Francisco with long 
curls flowing down his lion-like shoulders 
with a smile in his eye and pearly teeth 
showing in the moonlight?
Beauty is but a flowre 
Which wrinckles will devoure,
Brightnesse falls from the aire,
Queenes have died yong and fair,
Dust hath closed Helens eye.
I  am sick, I  must dye;
Lord, have mercy on us.

This is Time o f  Pestilence (1593) by 
Thomas Nashe (1567-1601). It is maybe 
the great poem in the English language, 
and the greatest line is “ Brightnesse falls 
from the aire . . . ”  j ^ j

PLE A SE  M A STER

please master can I  
touch my tongue to your rosy asshole 
please master may I  
pass my face to your balls, 
please master, please look in to my eyes, 
please master order me down on the 

floor
please master tell me to lick your thick 

shaft
please master pu t your rough hands 
on my bald hairy skull 
please master press my mouth 
to your prick-heart

please master press my face into your 
belly,

pull me slowly strong thumbed
till your dumb hardness
fills my throat to the base
till I  swallow & taste your delicate
flesh-hot prick barrel veined
Please Master push my shoulders away
and stare into my eye,
& make me bend over the table 
please master grab my thighs 
and lift my ass to your waist 
please master your hand's rough stroke 
on my neck
your palm down my backside 
please master push me up, 
my feet on chairs,
till my hole feels the breath o f  your 
spit and your thumb stroke 
please master make me say 
Please Master Fuck me now Please 
Master grease my balls 
and hairmouth with sweet vaselines 
please master stroke your shaft with 

white creams 
please master touch your cock head 
to my wrinkled se lf hole 
please master push it in gently, 
your elbows enwrapped round my breast 
your arms passing down to my belly, 
my penis you touch w/ your fingers 
please master shove it in me a little, 
a little, a little,
please master sink your droor thing 
down my behind,
& please master make me wiggle my rear 
to eat up the prick trunk 
till my asshalfs cuddle your thighs, 
my back bent over, 
till I ’m alone sticking out, 
your sword stuck throbbing in me 
please master pull out 
and slowly roll into the bottom  
please master lunge it again, 
and withdraw to the tip 
please please master fuck me again with 

your self, 
please fuck me Please 
Master drive down till it hurts me the 

the softness the 
Softness please master make love to my 

ass,
give body to centre,
& fuck me fo r  good  
like a girl
tenderly clasp me please master I  take 

me to thee,
& drive in my belly your selfsame sweet 
heat-rood
you fingered in Solitude Denver 
or Brooklyn
or fucked in a maiden in Paris carlots, 
please master drive me thy vehicle, 
body o f  love drops, 
o f  sweat fuck,
body o f  tenderness, give me your dog 

fuck faster 
please master make me go moan on the 

table
go moan O please master do fuck me 

like that 
in your rhythm thrill plunge
& pull-back-bounce <6 push down 
till I  loosen my asshole a dog on the 

table
yelping with terror delight to be loved 
Please master call me a dog, 
an ass beast, a wet asshole,
& fuck me more violent, 
my eyes hid with your palms round my 

skull
and plunge down in a brutal hard lash 

thru soft drip-fish 
& throb thru five seconds to spurt out 

yOur semen heat
over & over, bamming it in
while I  cry out your name I  do love you
please Master.

— Allen Ginsberg 
May, 1968

Please Master can I
touch your cheek
please master can I
kneel at your feet
please master can I
loosen your blue pants
please master can I
gaze at your golden haired belly
please master can I
gently take down your shorts
please master can I
have your thighs bare to my eyes
please master can I  take
o f f  my clothes below your chair
please master can I  kiss
your ankles and soul
please master can I  touch lips
to your hard muscle hairless thigh
please master can I
lay my ear pressed to your stomach
please master can I
wrap my arms round your white ass
please master can I
lick your groin curled with blond soft 

fur
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A ONE NIGHT 
STAND WITH 
SLIM AND JOY 
DUSTY
Slim and Joy Dusty are legends: their record  
sales in this country exceed even those of the 
Beatles. Last w eek CHRIS HECTOR talked  
to them  and string fiend Chris Duffy after a 
sell out con cert in G ippsland

T r a n s e a s t e r n  Motel, Tra-
ralgon: Slim’s shrunk three 

inches; bespectacled, mild, Joy, 
more fragile and so, so very 
beautiful.

Drinking Diet Ale (Slim) and 
red wine (Joy). Joy brings up 
pumpernickel and camembert, 
hot frankfurts and mustard, 
bread and liverwurst. They talk 
o f learning to sing their songs 
from their family on the farm. 
Joy’s father, a school teacher, 
travelling northern New South, 
playing Hawaiian steel guitars, 
singing Carter family songs. “ I 
didnt know they were Carter 
family then, just songs.
I ’ve been playing ukulele since I

Duffy, pre pedal days

was six, singing since I was 
nine . . . just country music.”  

Slim: “ I grew up on the 
farm, lived on it, till I was 
twenty-one, even after I ’d star
ted recording I ’d go back to the 
farm . . .  I was listening to im
ported records, Jimmy Rogers, 
Gene Autry, the yodellers, the 
hill-billy groups, Tex Morton 
was the up and coming star then, 
but I always wanted to take the 
music and do something o f my 
own with it — Australian songs, 
Australian lyrics!”

Joy: “ And they said we were 
mad, mad, you’ll never get any
where singing Australian songs, 
no-one wants to listen to them.” 

Of the country music boom 
in the late 40s: “ Then, in 
1946, 47, 48, 49 you could sing 
anywhere in Sydney, places like 
St Albans, you could fill a hall 
anytime, singing six nights a 
week. Then rock and roll came. 
One country music fan -  one o f 
the few honest ones -  said 
to me: “ When rock and roll 
came I got all my country music 
long plays and I took them out 
and hid them under a stone.
And that’s what happened, only 
the Country country music fans 
stuck with us . . .  ”

Travelling, on the road: “ When 
we started out, in 1953, we had 
the old Ford, the caravan, the 
generator, three months halls 
booked and paid for in advance, 
and nineteen pounds in our 
pockets. Nineteen pounds. I 
just couldnt do it now, I 
wouldnt dare, but we did . . . ”  

Slim: “ We used to travel 11 
months of the year. Six 
shows a week. We’ve cut it 
down now. Down to nine 
months, then six, then four 
months this year, we want some 
time on the property, but next 
year it will be up again. Next 
year we go to the Territory 
again.”

The musical changes: “ We 
just havent had the time in the 
past to look round for the mu
sicians, travelling all the time.
And when you get to the record
ing studios they treated you 
like dirt. Even when we’re sell
ing lots of records, they couldnt 
care how they were produced 
or how they were marketed -  we 
were just country music.”

Since the Hamilton County 
Bluegrass Band travelled with them 
Slim’s begun to appreciate what 
bluegrass can do for his music. Joy 
has made two o f the new instru
ments her own. Particularly the 
autoharp: “ I hadn’t played an 
autoharp until we travelled with 
Hamilton County and I saw one 
there and started playing and 
then bought a second hand one 
in Melbourne. The fiddle I meant 
to learn from Colleen Trenwith 
(Hamilton County’s fiddler) when 
we were on tour, but you’re so 
busy.

“ In the whole o f that time, I 
had two lessons. But I had this 
fiddle — it belonged to Slim’s 
dad -  and when we went back 
to the farm, I went to this very 
proper old gentleman to learn 
the fiddle. And he was very out
raged. A  woman, and at my age, 
what did I need learning a new 
instrument. So I had a couple of 
lessons then we were going on 
tour with Chris Duffy and we 
needed a second fiddle for Light 
on the Hill so I just had to start
playing the fiddle on the show

11

Hamilton County, a group o f 
young New Zealanders, were the 
first to open new musical horizons, 
Chris Duffy is pushing them 
further: It ’s only when we meet 
young people like Chris, who are 
playing these instruments, that we 
can change. For a long time there 
was nobody around -  It's to the 
young musicians that we have to 
look to because they are the only 
ones who are changing . . . ”  
(Joy)

Slim and Joy are looking a 
bit tired; but Duffy’s arrived 
and we go back to our room, 
sitting round smoking. Chris is 
enjoying the tour.

Duffy: A  six foot plus, fid
dling freak, totally committed 
to his music, moving out o f the 
city for the first time, on stage 
blending his Goon Show humor 
with outback corn . . .

“ It ’s great man, I dont think 
I ’ll ever be able to go back to a 
city job. Travelling round, and 
the air’s clean, and you feel 
good. It ’s like one extended holi
day -  playing all the time. Since 
I ’ve got into pedal steel, that’s 
become really big. I heard a pedal

steel and I thought if I can’t 
play that, then all the other in
struments dont really matter . . . 
it just gets to you.”

“ And it's incredible getting in
to these little country towns, 
one, two thousand people, and 
when you walk along the street 
in the morning to get bread or 
something, they recognise you -  
because you’re the only strangers 
in town and they talk about the 
show, that’s really incredible.”  

“ When we started I was a bit 
worried, about long hair and 
that, but you walk into these 
bars — right in the bush — and 
all the ringers, and stockmen, 
and jackeroos, they’ve all got 
their hair down below their 
shoulders. It’s just happened in 
the last couple o f years.

“ I didnt realise how much

Slim had done with Henry Law
son — using his lyrics. He’s done 
more for Henry Lawson and 
making people know his stuff 
than any publishing house or 
Leonard Teale. And musically, 
Slim’s listening to a lot o f new 
stuff. John Prine I heard first on 
Slim’s sound system. I hadnt 
heard him, Slim had.”

* *  *

THE NEXT morning Slim and 
Joy load up the Fairlane.
They’ve had to ring through to 
their property to find out if the 
old power generator is still work
ing. It is. They’ll pick it up on 
the way to Sale, enough power 
to get through the strike; but it 
will be mainly acoustic sounds 
tonight.

Cadd’s Buffalo Shit
PARABRAHM: Brian Cadd, 
(Bootleg. BLA 034).

Home again and listening to 
Brian Cadd’s offering, Parabrahm, 
which is pretentious, entirely de
rivative and as American as buf
falo shit. I f  style, accent and 
delivery were grounds for a plag
iarism suit, he’d be up to his Leon 
Russel hats in writs. Australia’s 
own “ Mad Dog”  Texas licker has 
obviously decided that to crash 
the international market an Ameri
can accent is imperative.

I f  the lyrics had been better 
they might have been termed 
banal; as it is they dont even rate 
that classification. His obsession 
with rhyming couplets is painful. 
The best thing that can be said 
about his words, plots and morals 
is that the album would have been 
a hundred percent better if it was 
an instrumental.

The music is again an unde
served ego trip, the backing 
musicians might as well have been 
sound effects for all the oppor
tunity they get. The whole alburn 
is Cadd stamped, and stamped on. 
His playing covers the whole thing 
like cold melted cheese. Handy
man is such a complete Band 
ripoff, it’s almost laughable . . . 
almost. Matilda could very well be 
a super subtle nationalist plea: 
“ . . . Matilda baby you’re growing

up again, You’re a long way from 
convicts in the rain, Matilda baby 
you’re growing up again.”  Pretty 
subtle eh?

Subtlety or obscurity? In most 
o f the tracks on side one, it is 
hard to tell. A  series o f meaning
less images, phrases, cliches, hung 
together in the couplet trip. Side 
two is just the opposite. So blat
ant it is almost sickening.

The entire side is the story (in 
five parts) o f a “ sweet little coun
try lady” , bom poor, married 
young, widowed by a war, falls in 
love with a gamblin’ man on a 
riverboat queen (so distinctively 
Australian) and dies alone, with 
everyone wondering whether she 
was really bad.

The production is the best 
thing for which Cadd claims cred
it, but even this is fucked up. He 
opens the Ballad o f  a Country 
Lady with strings/surf/baby cry. 
His overkill sound effects is ridic
ulous. The backing musicians, in 
their submerged subservient role, 
do a creditable job, especially the 
bass playing o f Barry Sullivan and 
the drumming o f Geoff Cox. You 
dont have to need All-bran to eat 
All-bran, because if you eat it you 
dont need it. Originality is the 
key.

STU HAWK
TH E  L IV IN G  D A Y L IG H T S  — Oct. 30-Nov. 5, 1973 — Page 21



GAZ GLITTER’S GR
MARGARET MACINTYRE

o:INE DAY, Mike Leander, suc
cessful record producer, and 

Paul Gadd, not so successful per
former, sat down with a couple of 
their more business minded buddies. 
They pooled the sum total o f their 
experience and knowledge of both 
show business and pubescent girls, 
thought o f a name, and Gary Glit
ter was born. That’s one explana
tion.

Gary Glitter, formerly a high 
priest in the London cast o f Jesus 
Christ Superstar -  once Paul o f 
Paul Raven and the unsuccessful 
Ravens -  flew into Melbourne on 
Wednesday morning to give three 
concerts to packed houses at Fes
tival Hall. From the minute he 
stepped from the plane into the 
arms o f three glowing glitter-laden 
models, one thing was obvious: 
Glitter does not make one public 
gesture which has not been asses
sed for effect before he makes it. 
Every detail has been examined, 
every fantasy pandered to, and it is 
this sort o f meticulousness that has 
made millions for Glitter and his 
management.

The crowd at the concert on 
Wednesday night was astounding. 
Row after row o f 13-15 year 
old kids sat squirming with excite
ment and anticipation, one o f the 
largest and most electric crowds at 
Festival Hall since Cocker gave his 
blood last year.

Lights off, and boom boom, a 
heartbeat drum was heard above the 
screams o f the audience. A  glim
mer, a shadow -  any movement on 
the dark stage had the feet stamp
ing harder. Then the lights flashed 
back on; a false alarm, the usual 
technical hitch you associate with 
Festival Hall. The chants o f “ We 
want Gary” were urgent and fren
zied.

Boom, boom, lights o ff and 
they started again. The band 
strode on stage, dressed like space 
age escapees from Cabaret, and 
went straight into the Glitter trade
mark -  the roaring guitars, and 
soaring brass while the crowd went 
crazy.

On the side of the stage the 
kids could see a motor bike.
Vroom -  the roar o f the bike 
tore the crowd apart, and the head-

Fonda 
Zenophon
(S IN G E R -C O M P O S E R )
Recording Artist on 
“ M A TILD A  RECORDS”

N E W  S I N G L E ! 

O U T  N O W !
‘I thought I heard you 

cry over the telephone”

light blinded as it swept about the 
hall. Glitter. Slowly the bike drove 
out to the front o f the stage and 
stopped.

Then, just as the crowd was 
about to curl up and die with joy 
at seeing their hero . . . another 
roar, and there from the other 
side o f the stage came another 
bike, another headlight. Confusion. 
The lights dazzled the crowd as 
they swept back and forth, rack
ing the hall, drawing the screams 
out shrill above the throbbing of 
the band.

For an age they buzzed and 
roared, till the proper little girl 
next to me, escorted by her con
temptuous elder sister, let out a 
fearful little whimper o f frustra
tion.

Then, another roar, and slowly 
the third bike rode out into centre 
stage. And there, riding pillion, his 
hand raised in a fist above his 
head, was Glitter. Flashing lights, a 
couple o f fierce drum rolls and 
with a whiplash stroke o f his arm, 
God Glitter banished the bikes one 
by one from the stage.

It was brilliant. Glitter (always 
read Glitter and his management) 
had wrung every bit o f tension 
possible from the audience. He 
made them want him more than 
they had believed possible, and 
from that time he had them in the 
palm o f his hand.

O ff stage Glitter is very careful 
to always act the Star. He won’t 
stay in the same hotel as his band 
for this very reason. If you act 
like a star people treat you like 
one, and with the press it has 
worked like a dream. The Star, by 
treating the press with courtesy, 
and by carefully answering their 
cliched questions (he managed to 
convincingly repeat his press re
leases, word for word), received 
the best press coverage o f any visi
ting pop star this year, with the 
possible exception o f the Stones.

On stage this is used in another 
sense — the kids love those who 
love themselves. Glitter frequently 
stops mid-song to stroke his hair or 
fondle his body, with a humorless, 
vain grin on his face. Depressingly, 
it works. No matter the reality: a 
man, old enough to be the father 
o f the average member o f the aud
ience, falling about in a drunken 
imitation o f Mick Jagger. That’s not 
what they see. They see every 
fantasy that they don’t even know 
they have, enacted for them by 
Gary Glitter, their hero.

No angle was spared. As a 
rocker, he took a bit from Elvis, a 
bit from Jagger, he even attempted 
a bit of Jim Morrison from time to 
time. A  bit o f the old bump and 
grind, that gets the kids off. Now 
what else?

Pubescent girls, let’s try a bit of 
violence. Hand shooting forward in
to a fascist salute he went into 
“I ’m the Leader o f the Gang", 
strutting and preening.

It ’s nice to be needed, and Glit
ter staggered his way through 
Lonely Boy weeping copiously 
through his sweat, mascara running 
down his face as the audience 
screamed words o f comfort. Then, 
Baby Please Don't Go with Glitter, 
the broken man, shuffling about 
the stage, hand outstretched, point
ing through the lights. “ Would you 
ever leave me? Oh, tell me you’d 
never leave me.” “ No Gary. No, oh 
no!”  Glitter knows well the use of 
silence. He stood motionless, star
ing, blinking like a maudlin owl, 
and had the audience begging for
giveness.
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Sexuality is at its most crude 
and obvious with Glitter — from 
shoving the microphone into the 
mouth of the saxophone and var
ious obscene hand gestures, to the 
obligatory stage blow job from his 
guitarist. It is also frighteningly 
humorless. In the midst o f some 
gyrating, his gut hanging gracelessly 
over his skintight black satin pants, 
he suddenly stopped, smilingly 
imbecility at the crowd. They knew 
what he was after and shrieked 
while he smirked knowingly. “ I 
know what you’re thinking. Our 
minds think alike, dont they?
What do you want?”  “ More, more!” 
Gyrating starts again.

His whole performance is a 
carefully arranged series o f orgas
mic build-ups and climaxes, but 
the sex appeal comes not from 
Glitter’s personal attractiveness, but 
from his manipulation o f the 
crowd’s sexuality through his act.

Gary Glitter is undoubtedly the 
pop businessman’s biggest coup in 
recent years. The mind behind this 
bad dancer, bad singer, fat and 
ugly pantaloon has hit every teeny 
fantasy square on the head, from 
aggression, schoolroom sexuality, 
to the good old maternal instinct.

There is something sad about 
watching Glitter and his band (who 
have all the charm o f child moles
ters) leering at the kids, but there

i
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STU HAWK

A FEED’S a feed I always say, 
and if you happen to notice 

my rotundness, you would be 
correct in assuming I say it quite 
often.

The occasion was a scintillating 
glittering event to welcome back 
the leader o f the gang, G. Glitter. 
Scintillating it werent. Glittering 
-  apart from Gaz and the odd 
sparkly eye -  it werent. But a 
gastronomical orgasm it were.

I knew no one at all, and from 
the overheard conversations I 
snatched, this appeared to be 
most fortunate. I tried to block 
out the invitees with a sweet 
vermouth, and it was at this very 
pinprick in the great time that I 
saw the FOOD for the first time.

I suddenly flashed to historic 
sightings o f ages past. Cortez and 
The Pacific. Cook and Botany-Bay 
Sirica and the tapes. The vision 
had been obscured by a dense 
mass o f suited execs, admen and 
the occasional groupie (their label 
not mine), clutching armfuls o f 
Glitter discs for the magic signing 
As the mist left my eyes, I beheld 
the splendor o f peeled prawn 
mountains. Turkeys, hams, cray 
and fish. It was all so . . .  so .. . 
uplifting.

So I just drooled. Straining at 
the proverbial leash. Saliva oozed 
out o f my watery mouth, and 
slithered into my crumb choked 
beard. The circulating caviar boats 
and pizza squares seemed an in
sult, but I condescended to eat a 
tray or two. No sense alarming the 
staff I thought.

Finally the head twerp (who 
looked like he’d been in Baden 
Powell’s original troop) an
nounced: Lunch! I didnt really 
mean to knock him over, it was an 
uncontrollable desire took hold o f 
me your honor.

The demon hunger had taken 
over. My body was not my own. I 
dashed to the tables, my expert 
eye quickly ranged over the uten
sils. A  large plate (with crest) and 
yes, a four pronged/side sharpen
ed chrome plated fork would do 
very nicely. Lunge towards the 
first selection.

Salad with egg, tomato, lettuce 
etc. Scoop. H-boiled egg halves 
with those colorful little top
knots. Slices o f turkey, ham, roast 
beef, silver rollmops, sliced dills, 
beans (butter, broad and kidney). 
More salads then the prawns.

The mountains I had seen from 
afar, turned into wire lattices with 
the peeled crustaceans hanging by 
their very tails. Grab. I battled on. 
On through the turkey and the 
craylegs. On through the roast 
pork, baked fish and scallops. Into 
the valley o f food, rode the six 
hundred. Horseradish, mustard, 
asparagus . . . and I was through.

Back to the table and chair. 
Thrust, parry, swallow. The brain 
exploded in a gigantic foodfuck. 
Some minutes later as the plate 
was being licked for the last time, 
a small round o f applause (of the 
volume o f a stifled fart) announc
ed the arrival o f he him . . . the 
Living, Breathing Christmas Tree.

Bulging out o f his size six (or 
at least five) white pants, with 
hair a Williamstown or Liverpool 
saint would be proud to wear, it 
took all my inner power/peace to 
hold down the tabled delights. As 
I rushed for the exit 1 noticed he 
was sporting part of his street 
glitter. A  rather subdued sparkle 
jacket with padded shoulders, in a 
tasteless combination o f green, 
blue and silver swirls. i— i
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DAYLIGHTS’
SAVINGS
our bargain 

book basement

T H E  S E X  B O O K : A  M O D E R N  
P IC T O R IA L  E N C Y C L O P A E D IA
by G o ld s te in , H aeberle , and  
M cB rid e. B an tam . R R P  $ 1 .9 5 .  
O u r price $ 1 .5 5 .
This po cke t size paperback is a 
m odern , in fo rm a tiv e , and p ic to ri-  
a lly  honest encyclopaed ia  on sex. 
I t  is m odern because it looks upon  
sex and the hum an body  as na
tu ra l and b e a u tifu l. I t  is in fo rm a 
tive  in p rov id ing  know ledge  on all 
aspects o f sex. T h e  e x p lic it  p h o to 
graphs are n o t o n ly  in s tru c tive  b u t 
also convey a sense o f  jo y , te n d e r
ness, and respect fo r  th e  hum an  
body.
.4 Daylights truth zap: M a in ly  fo r  
the young at b o d y , w h o  cou ld  be 
confused by the  m ysterious  
a u to n o m y  o f  th e  ph otographs.

THE MOTHER 
EARTH NEWS
^ A L M A IS IA C

Featuring recipes, home business ideas, 
money-saving hints, free-lor -the-gath- 
ering wild foods, land-finding and 
financing methods, homestead animal-
raising tips, organk-gafdenlng informa
tion. weather lore, recycling projects, 
gbmes, pastimes, formulas, alternative 
power concepts, down-home problem
solving and satisfying lifestyles for 
spring, summer, autumn and winter

B U S T E D  ed ited  by 
Ross F ires tone . Penguin. R R P  
$ 1 .7 0 . O u r  price  $ 1 .5 5 .
Th is  b o o k  conta in s  m ore than  
f i f t y  accounts  o f w h at i t ’s like  to  
co llide  w ith  th e  law  in A m erica . 
C o n t r ib u t o r s  include: Jerry
R u b in , B illie  H o lid a y , Law rence  
F e r lin g h e tt i,  T im o th y  Leary , 
E id ridge  C leaver, N o rm a n  M a ile r, 
M a lc o lm  X , J o h n n y  Cash, Joan  
Baez and others.

“ I was called up  befo re  the  
judge and sentenced to  3 0  years  
im p ris o n m e n t and a $ 4 0 ,0 0 0  fin e  
fo r  the  u n re p e n ta n t crim e o f pos
sessing less than  h a lf an ounce of 
grass.”  T im o th y  Leary .

“ T h e  Pig o f  Pigs looked  dow n  
at m y w o u n d , raised his fo o t and  
stam ped on m y w o u n d . 'G e t him  
o u t o f here,' he to ld  the  o th er  
pigs.”  E id ridge  C leaver.

A  Daylights truth zap: Lacks
laughs.

T H E  M O T H E R  E A R T H  N E W S  
A L M A N A C :  A  G U I D E
T H R O U G H  T H E  S E A S O N S  by
the staff o f M other earth news. 
R R P  $ 1 .9 5 . O u r price  $ 1 .5 5 . 
A lth o u g h  the  Alm anac is a guide  
to  the no rth ern  seasons it  conta ins  
m uch th a t w ill in terest sou th ern  
hem isphere readers. A m o ngst the  
m any articles are: In s tru c tio n s  fo r  
m aking com post and c o n tro llin g  
garden pests o rgan ica lly , an il lu 
strated guide to  knots , h o w  to  
bu ild  a cheap m odern  ho m e, plans  
and instructions fo r  k ite  bu ild ing , 
fo lk  m ed ic ine  trea tm e n ts  and  
preventatives, fo rm u las  fo r  w h ite 
wash, an in tro d u c tio n  to  canning  
and preserving garden produce, 
directions fo r  m aking e xo tic  
cosm etics fro m  o rd in a ry  k itch en  
ingred ients, ho w  to  generate elec
tr ic ity  by harnessing th e  w in d ,  
solar energy etc etc.
A  Daylights truth zap: Transpos
ing some o f the  bush lore  to  th e  
antipodes  can get tireso m e.

T H E  B O O K  O F  G R A S S  e d ite d  by  
G eorge A n d rew s  and S im on  V in e -  
koog . Penguin . R R P  $ 1 .5 5 . O u r  
price  $ 1 .5 5 .
T h is  is n o t a new  b o o k  b u t it  is 
the  classic a n th o lo g y  o f Indian  
h e m p , w h ic h  has been revised and  
up d a ted  fo r  Penguin Books. It  
offe rs  a w id e  range o f w ritings  
a b o u t th is  a n c ie n t p lan t, its re
m arkab le  p rod ucts , and its long  
and a n c ie n t h is to ry .

A m o n g  th e  authors represented  
are: R abelais, B audela ire , R im 
baud , A ld o u s  H u x le y , A llan  
Ginsberg, G . Jung , H en ry  M ille r, 
H e rm a n n  Hesse, A la n  W atts , Lew is  
C a rro ll, W illiam  Jam es, A n th o n y  
S to rr, and W illia m  Burrouqhs.
A  Daylights truth zap: A n  o ld ie  
b u t w e ll-w o rn  goodie fo r  a rm chair  
enthusiasts.

my Rubin 
ifHeHoWay

idtWg« CtMwit 
lorniaoMad#* 
WeototX 
(WV!y Brucv

Yiiieeeeeeeee Dalmaaaaas
ROBERT KING

IT IS, by and large, conceded 
that the counter culture, 

which emerged during the 60s, is 
not any longer a viable alternative 
to the society it challenged.

While no one would deny that 
the thrust was a powerful one and 
one which exposed key weak
nesses in modern culture, the in
ternal uncertainty, the lack o f 
coherence of the alternative, and 
some devastating instances o f fail
ure to contain violence, has frag
mented and emasculated a move
ment which, for a while, threat
ened to render the modern world 
obsolete.

But, despite the predictions 
and fervent hopes o f the straight 
world, the men and women who 
aligned themselves with the coun
ter culture have not renounced 
their rebellion and returned to the 
fold. There is simply no reason to. 
The freaks may not have discover
ed the key to perfect bliss, but the 
straights are not noticeably hap
pier. And so the search goes on.

It is all a question o f survival. 
The movement o f the 60s quite 
simply was not economically self- 
perpetuating. Communes might 
work on a small scale, but in the 
long run they mean a return to a 
peasant economy, and, in global 
terms, there are too many people 
and not enough land.

It is easy to forget that in 
Australia we had a powerful 
countercultural movement. Maybe 
it was derivative in many respects, 
and dependent on the impetus 
generated overseas. In this sense it 
was but a mirror o f the straight 
world it challenged. But the fact 
remains that in their daily lives 
thousands o f Australians attempt
ed to face up to life, as human 
beings in this country, without 
preconceptions as to how it 
should be done.

It is for these people, and for 
others who might join them, that 
the film Dalmas was made. 
Dalmas is one o f the few extant 
documents o f the counter culture 
as it was lived in this country. For 
this reason, despite, or perhaps 
because of, its inadequacies, it is 
seminal to the process o f re- 
evaluation which we too must 
face up to.

The driving force to the movie 
is LSD. In many respects it is a 
home movie, shot by an energetic 
band o f trippers. Kesey's troupe 
did the same sort o f thing in 
America, as, on a more ominous 
note, did Charles Manson’s Family. 
There are obvious parallels to be 
drawn between the action in 
Dalmas, and the activities o f 
Kesey and Manson. The psy
chedelic bus on the one hand, and

the genuinely horrifying scene in 
which the star o f the movie at
tacks the director with an axe.

To throw a large group o f 
people together, give them acid, 
and then film the result, is a 
courageous and dangerous ven
ture. The result is a piece o f 
modern anthropology: the naked 
ape, the white Australian, exposed 
and revealed in his beauty and 
ugliness, dignity and squalor, love 
and fear.

I doubt if there are any two 
people who have exactly the same 
feelings about acid. And yet I am 
quite sure that anyone who has 
tripped -  whether they worship 
the stuff or loathe it -  will 
identify with Dalmas. It is an 
honest film, almost embarrassing
ly so. The actors are by and large 
amateur, in the sense that they 
have not gone through the mill o f 
professional theatre or television. 
Their sole concern is to portray 
their feelings and ideas. This may 
mean a man screaming uncontrol
lably and then, suddenly becom
ing aware o f what he is doing, and 
breaking off. There is, perhaps, no 
real difference between spon
taneity and contrivance.

It is not the sort o f movie 
which invites criticism. And yet I 
would hesitate before giving the 
impression that it is a completely 
satisfying experience. Some o f the 
early scenes border on the ridicu

lous. There is some pretence at 
maintaining a storyline, and it 
just doesnt work.

Dalmas interviews an ex-cop 
turned junkie, to a background o f 
multiple TV  sets which feature 
former Leary associate, Richard 
Alpert (Baba Ram Dass), talking 
about his experiences in India. 
Director Bert Deling claims that 
this is designed to get the average 
moviegoer involved in the film, 
but I am afraid that, despite trip
ping on Number 96, and increas
ingly fantastic plots on Ryan, the 
Australian moviegoer is not ready 
for ex-cops who shoot dope and 
maintain batteries o f televisions 
showing obscure videotapes.

I find it difficult to believe that 
Deling seriously expected a mass 
audience would be interested in 
Dalmas, and so it is hard to justify 
this kind o f incursion. Perhaps he 
just wanted to show that he could 
handle more or less straight 
cinema.

Dalmas is a first film, it is 
ambitious. Perhaps it tries to 
cover too much ground at once. I 
hope that it is approached by 
those who have not tripped in the 
spirit in which it was made, that 
o f a genuine search for truth. I f  
that search has not been wholly 
successful, then at least we have a 
substantive record o f an attempt, 
and we have only ourselves to 
blame if we get no further.
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Subscribe
The Living Daylights

Brighten up and energise your letterbox!
Gladden up your postie’s mailbag!
Picture this: I t ’s raining outside; the shop lies beyond
the bridge which has been swept away in the
raging flood ; the water’s rising around the dwelling
and you ’re reaching for the roof. A ll is bad
and boring . . . until you see your
friendly postie rowing to YO U
with YO U R  copy o f  The Living Daylights.
Just the thing, you think, 
to look at till the water subsides 
( i f  it ever does).
Tear o f f  the coupon below.
Fill in the details and send it in.
I t ’s fairly safe.

AN IN V IT A T IO N  TO  A  V E R Y  SPECIAL CONCERT 
on SUND A Y  NOVEMBER 4

A  Prom-Style Party Concert for 
DON BANKS FIFTIETH  B IR TH D A Y  with, 

Pieces by: BANKS, SEIBER.
Artists i n f i n r i p -

JEANNIE LEWIS, JUDY BAILEY. CARL PINI QUARTET. 
DON BURROWS QUARTET, ALBERT LANDA. LAR R Y SITSKY.

Commencing around 8.00 p.m. in the 
JOSEPH POST AUDITORIUM , SYDNEY CONSERVATORIUM  

Tickets $3.20, $1.70 (Students). Bookings: Mitchell’s 
COME TO THIS P A R T Y ! !

SEXIST ADS

SURFACE M A IL : Within Aus
tralia $A15.60; New  . Zealand 
$A19.24; any overseas address $A21.84 
A IR  M A IL :
Australia SA20.28;
TPNG $A20.28; New  Zealand 
$A23.92; South Pacific, Malaysia 
$A41.60; other Asian countries 
$A46.80; Canada, United States 
$A57.20; Europe,
South America $A62.40 
Pro rata rates fo r six months

this 60p ag e  magazine 

is the very best 

in male nude 

photography

for immediate delivery 
send $ 6 .0 0  to

CHRISTOPHER WILDE 
PRODUCTIONS,

PO. Box 5 0 . Terrey Hills, 
N SW  2084.

X
To: Incsubs, The Living Daylights, 
Box 5312 BB, GPO 
Melbourne, 3001. Please 
commence m y subscription 
as follows:
( ) Six months $7.80 enclosed 
( ) One year $15.60 enclosed

USE BLOCK LE TTER S PLEASE 

NAM E ............................................

ADDRESS ....................................

POSTCODE-

Adults 0

SWEDISH PHOTOS
Set of 10 photos fen dollars

.: ; ' '
‘  • * ■ '  .

Or write enclosing $1.00 for
an interesting

A. JEFF
P.O. Box 524.

ESKIMO NELL & FANNY FONDLE
TWO OF THE NICEST LADIES YOU'D EVER WANT TO MEET

the 
ballad of 
eskimo 
nell r

r  C\ n c
\ \ ••!o

\! I

Fanny Fondle
AND LET’S NOT 

FORGET “SCHOOLGIRL”
S till regarded as Austra lia 's  d irties t book, 
"S ch oo lg ir l's  Fancy”  is also A ustra lia 's 
best. Y ou 've  heard abou t it, read about it;

now here's your 
chance to  buy a 
copy.

nr mm

■ IP MB
mmm\

$4-50

Released fo r  the  f irs t t im e ! "W hen a man 
grows o ld  and his balls grow  cold . . . "  
etc.
Eskim o Nell now fu lly  illustra ted by
T itus . 64 pages $3-95

The seduction o f the  devou t bu tle r 
B ra ithw a ite  b y  Lady Sarah and her maid 
Fanny Fond le . A  d e lig h tfu l s to ry  in 96 
pages o f saucy pictures and spicy te x t.

$4.50

ORDER
NOW
WHILE
STOCKS
LAST

. > y V / °

 ̂V  •
V  w® '
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ACCESS

SO R R Y  if  last week's lit t le  
“ send the ticke ts ”  rap 

offended. It  was aimed no t at 
yo u r sincere, selfless entrepreneur 
pu tting  on good th ings at loss, bu t 
at yo u r expense account, profes
sional PR lo t  w ho are in the  habit 
o f d ispatch ing great wads o f gu ff, 
usually accompanied by tickets. 
OK?

W hat’ s happening? The Aus
tra lian  Perform ing G roup  in Mel
bourne wants to  hear fro m  women 
w rite rs  w ho  have already w ritte n  
scripts they w ant to  subm it, are 
th in k in g  o f w r it in g  scripts, o r who 
w ant to  w r ite /w o rk  in an experi
m ental g roup  s itua tion . Contact 
W om en W riters, Pram Factory, 
325 D rum m ond Street, Carlton .

In M elbourne again, as part o f 
the Carlton Music Festival, the 
P ort P h illip  fo lk  fou n d a tio n  is run 
ning a co lon ia l dance on F riday 
Novem ber 2 at the Royal Park 
Womens Recreation Centre at 
8 .00 pm . Cost is $2 .00 per head, 
B .Y .O .G . Dances w ill be played 
and called by  the O rig ina l Bush- 
wackers & Bullock ies Bush Band. 
If anyone gets lost, there w ill be 
gu ita r sym bo l signs w ith  arrows 
at appropria te  places. A ll ticke ts  
on sale at the door.

The New Music Centre — also 
in con ju n c tio n  w ith  the Carlton 
fes tiva l -  is organising a series o f  
concerts. If you th in k  Zappa and 
Beefheart are fa r ou t d rop  along 
to  have yo u r ears rea lly opened: 
Saturday, Novem ber 3, Bob Pol
lack, gu itar, and Anne M urphy, 
harpsicord , p laying B ach /L ig e ti/ 
Ian B on ighton at the Students 
in Queensberry S treet.

Novem ber 4: Organ recital,
Graham Cox in the  Church o f A ll 
Nations, Palmerston Street. The 
firs t  perform ance o f a w o rk  by 
Ron Nagorcka at 3 pm.

Novem ber 5: A  percussion re
c ita l by  John Seal, leader o f the 
A ustra lian  Percussion Ensemble, 
1.15 pm at the S tuden t’s Church 
playing Stockhausen and Dan

'r<

Robinson.
On the same n ight at 8 .30  at 

La Mama in Faraday S treet; the  
New Im provisers A c tio n  G roup  
fo r  G nostic and R h y th m ic  A w are
ness (N IA G G R A ).

Novem ber 6: 2 pm at M c A rth u r 
Place, John M atthews (D idgeri- 
doo) and Peter Mumme (A KS  
Synthesiser). A ll th a t day at the  
Carlton Fair (n o rth  end o f the 
E x h ib itio n  Gardens), Chris Mann 
(V oice), Jerem y K e llo ck  (sax), 
and Dan Robinson (Bass and 
Voice) a co llec tio n  o f sounds, 
images and lingu is tic  gym nastics.

In Adela ide an anarchist meet
ing, 281 Rundle Street, Sunday, 
Novem ber 4, at 1 pm . Planned a 
free store set up in the  basement 
o f the  A lte rn a tive  Centre. “ Hope
fu lly  we can get in to  happy, fu n  
things like  theatre  and free music 
and poetry ra ther than heavy 
arguing o r figh ting  . . . ”  Am en.

From  Sydney a note fro m  Bob 
Hudson. “ The Boy E ntrepreneur 
in tre p id ly  hurls him self in to  the 
chasms o f capitalism , sk irts  the  
p itfa lls  o f pop and plunges in to  
the vortex o f va rie ty . Perhaps 
you r old Much More B a llroom  
aficionados w ill f ly  th e ir Cessnas 
up fo r  the grand Opening.

A  handout announces: “ A
night o f good clean fun  (b u t d o n t 
bring yer m other) w ill be held to  
D e ligh t and Educate the  Young 
People o f our C om m un ity , w ho 
have heretofore know n o n ly  the  
lust-p rovoking rhy thm s o f rock 
and ro ll and the Bolshevik d ittie s  
o f F o lk  M usic.”  Featuring John 
Burke, The East Neasdon Spasm 
Band, Bob Hudson, the love ly 
Valmae S oubre tte  and her per
fo rm ing  dog, pres tid ig ita to r, Steve 
W alker and Bernard Bolan ( fo r  
m ine the  funn iest singer/song 
w rite r  in the  c o u n try ] all at O m 
nibus, a t the  corner o f Glebe 
Point Road and Parramatta Road, 
Glebe, Sunday, Novem ber 11, 
7.30 pm. T w o  bucks a head.

CHRIS HECTOR

I HAVE just recovered from 
an information processing 

binge. During the past year I 
have co-edited the Alternative  
Pink Pages, a directory o f alter
native resources in Sydney, Adel
aide and New Zealand.

I t  required lots o f paper shuffling, 
stamp licking, wrong nu&bers and 
long nights . . .  at least that’s what I 
most remember about amassing the 
2000-3000 “bits”  o f  in fo in the sec
ond edition. N ow  I am taking a re
cuperative break to  write this column 
for fe llow  information gatherers.

Republishing the material from  
A PP2  would be a drag but some o f 
the more generally interesting entries 
will pop up from  time to time. Basic
ally the column will consist o f readers 
feedback and my own meanderings 
through all the information systems I 
can lay m y beady eyes upon.

Access to information holds the 
key to  social change, joy, knowledge, 
action and problem solving. We can 
use this space each week to concen
trate on possible solutions, not on 
obvious problems. For instance Big 
Business and Government have all 
sorts o f information; the problem is 
finding out about it and then getting 
hold o f  it. I have no truck with Big 
Business or Government. They are 
both in control and out o f control.
If information access is one o f their 
best weapons le t ’s get inside their ar
mor and use their directories and cata
logues, their files, data banks, libraries, 
machines, trade shows, pamphlets and 
whatever else can be put to positive 
use.

That is one side o f  what’s in store.. 
There are many m inority interest 
groups, specific interest groups, learn
ing exchanges, unions, trusts, clubs, 
film  groups, associations, meeting 
places, co-operatives, video-banks and 
individuals with information storage 
systems. Better access to these, with 
their help and yours, is the second 
side o f  this column.

I H A V E N ’T  been able to find out 
much about the expressway/roadway 
making lobby in Australia as yet. If 
you have inside in fo on the roots o f 
its power let me know. Roads and 
expressways are not necessarily the 
result o f  public demand or need. Ce
ment interests, trucking lobbies hot- 
m ix suppliers etc. are right in there

doing their thing.
The same applies for the traffic 

lights erection business in big cities. 
Private contractors must be making a 
mint out o f  putting them up. And 
remember where there are govern
ment contracts there are free lunches.

A  small magazine called Moving 
and Living  runs interesting informa
tion in this field. The editorial is 
slanted towards living and away from 
moving; against urban freeways and 
pro public transport. I f  you would 
like more info, write to A lbert Mis- 
pel, 3 Cardigan Street Glebe 2037 
or phone 660.5996,

*  *  *
A N  interesting little number from 
APP2  feedback: thanks Peter Mar
shall: “ Send $US2 to  Recreational Equip
ment Inc. and receive a glossy cata
logue of camping gear. They sell the 
most terrific stuff — nothing over two 
and three quarter ounces — high on 
technology. They make latrine spades 
out o f the same metal as ICBM nose 
cones. I ’m sucked in by the “ triple 
bladed silicon steel band saw disguised 
as a shoe lace” . So I am sending o ff 
m y two bucks to P.O. Box  22088, 
Seattle, Washington, USA  just to  see 
for myself. 1 w ill let you know how I 
get on.

AB O R TIO N  law reform  may well be a 
fine thing for white liberals but for 
young black women in the Northern 
Territory it is another matter. It seems 
that in some cases black women have 
been forcib ly robbed o f  their ability 
to conceive. And this is happening 
under the existing abortion laws in the 
N T . The Sydney Aboriginal Medical 
Service is concerned about the results 
o f the new abortion laws. A  minimum 
donation o f  two dollars w ill keep you 
in touch via a monthly newsletter 
with this and other developments in 
Redfern and around Australia. Send 
to the Aboriginal Medical Centre,
193 Regents St. Redfern.

I DONT know how well the Mel
bourne Learning Exchange newspaper 
is distributed in Victoria but an apol
ogy from  Askin would be easier to 
obtain in NSW. It is definitely worth 
a subscription. The latest issue in
cludes info on food  co-ops, a diary of 
events in Melbourne, eco-housing, 
people with skills and people wanting 
to learn. It is good value at five dol

lars for twelve issues. Write to  430 
Waverley Road, East Malvern.

*  *  *
W AN T  to find out about native Aus
tralian plants? H ow  about an intro
duction to metal working? Will you 
settle for the Diesel Fuel Tax Bill, 
numbers one and two? Before I get 
carried away, you too can subscribe 
to a monthly listing o f  all the Federal 
government’s publications. M ostly dull 
stuff but decide for yourself — it ’s 
free. Mail your request to  Mail Order 
Sales, P.O . Box 84, Canberra, A C T .

*  *  *

“ TH E R A PY  is change . . . not adjust
ments.”  One o f the best anti-psychiatry 
information sources I have seen from, 
the US is Rough Times (form erly The 

. Radical Therapist). The most recent 
issue includes info on therapeutic 
communities, prisons, mental patients’ 
rights. It costs $US10.00 per year 
(eight issues), so you could try send
ing less for a sampler. Rough Times 
P.O. Box 89 West Sommerville, Ma. 
02144 USA.

*  -k *

BUSINESS lobbies keep a fairly low  
profile. They come up fo r air around 
budget time or whenever the govern
ment treads on their delicate fiscal 
toes. You  may have noted that they 
talk mostly o f doom — “ The govern
ment's latest move is a disaster for the 
little man and business in general.”  

Their announcements always 
sound authoritative yet one is le ft 
thinking “who the hell are they any
way?”  Well, there is a directory avail
able which includes a listing o f  all the 
major industrial, commercial and pro
fessional lobbies in the land o f  Oz.
I t ’s the Business Services Guide, com
piled by the department o f  trade and 
industry. It also provides a “ directory 
o f those government departments and 
agencies which provide services that 
might be o f  assistance to Australian 
manufacturing industry.”

A t $1.50 (plus ,60c) a good refer
ence if you are at all interested in 
business, politics, government or none 
o f them. Address your order to  Mail 
Order Sales, PO  Box 84 Canberra 
A C T  2600.

*  *  *

T H A T  is all for this week. I f  you have 
access to good sources o f information, 
let others know by sending details to 
me C/O APP PO Box 8 Surry Hills 
2010. Whistle Blowers, te ll talers and 
tale tellers always welcom e.

STEVEN WALL

To: Lumiere, GPO Box 5312, Melbourne 3001.
Please commence annual subscription to Lumiere. Fee $4.40, 
enclosed.
NAME ...................................................................................

A D D R E S S ............................................................................

POSTCODE

What is the 
Road Movie?

In the current issue o f 
Lumiere, Graham Barry sees 
the road movie as being a 
mirror image o f contemporary 
America — a strange meta
physical America which has 
grown unnoticed and barely 
recognisable . . .
Read his definition o f this 
movie genre in Lum iere, 
Australia’s film media monthly. 
Also in this issue, there’s an 
article on an amazing eight 
hour film record o f a New

Guinea lifestyle and an inter
view with the film ’s director 
Ian Dunlop, Australia’s top 
anthropological filmmaker. 
There are two articles on 
films for kids, there’s a 
tribute to John Ford, a west 
coast report on the Perth fes
tival and John C. Murray on 
film awards and justice. 
There’s a stack o f great re
views, a Bombay letter and 
more . . . more than you ever 
thought. . .

■  Australia's film media monthlylumiere
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Rights-Notices

Melbourne. Male student, 21, 
seeks femme fo r  dalliance. INC  
box 5958.

Melbourne. Young camp Asian, 
sincere, seeks educated honest 
guy for reliable friendship. A ll 
replies answered. INC box 5959.

Melbourne. Professional male, 30, 
seeks attractive, liberated, un
inhibited, educated, aware Ms to 
30; preferably Jewish — but not 
essential. For companionship and 
possible dalliance. INC box 5960.

Melbourne. Manied male, 30s, 
very handsome, frustrated, re
fined, gentle, seeks daytime dal
liance w ith attractive female 
similarly inclined. Discretion as
sured and expected. INC  box 
5961.

Melbourne. Male. G IRLS ! Both o f 
us should be satisfied! Let’ s dis
cuss it. I f  we can’ t agree; we’ ll 
forget it. INC  box 5962.

Melbourne. Lonely gent, late 30s, 
would like companion male, age 
25-40, fo r  togetherness and Christ
mas holidays. Bi-sex or homo. 
Must be well hung. A ll letters 
answered. Have car w ill go any
where. Share expenses. W ill do 
anything if willing. INC  box 
5963.

Melbourne. Happiness is a warm 
bed, Beethoven’ s “ Eroica”  fo llow 
ed by gentle foreplay, more 
beautiful music, then three good 
orgasms. Male seeks femme, 
16-55, to share happiness. INC 
box 5964.

Melbourne. A  woman who 
relishes pain to help satiate her 
abounding appetites may find 
here a young man worthy o f  her 
lust’s desire if nothing more. INC 
box 5965.

Melbourne. Handsome musician 
and hairy writer, seek bedroom  
dalliance w ith girls. Preferably in 
pairs. Interesting time assured. 
INC box 5966.

Melbourne. Quiet, passive guy, 
28, wants well hung blond to 28. 
Someone straight looking, intel
ligent (not intellectual) who loves 
nature, music, the arts, laughter. 
Photo and phone number ap
preciated. INC box 5967.

Melbourne. Male, 34, wide inter
ests, hom y, needs to meet femme 
fo r  discreet dalliance, day or 
night, your place. INC box 5968.

Melbourne. Male, mature 38, sex
ually competent, would like to 
meet similar female fo r  perma
nent affair. Expenses refunded. 
INC box 5969.

Melbourne. Wanted a man who 
prefers vintage burgundy to  
Barossa Pearl! Intelligent, profes
sional woman o f over 50 summers 
would like to share leisure with a 
tall greyhaired Aussie who enjoys 
books, films, country drives, in
deed anything good o f  its kind. 
INC box 5970.

Melbourne. Intelligent, aware girl, 
25, seeks female lover, preferably 
youngish, slim, attractive fo r 
emotional-physical relationship. 
INC  box 5971.

Melbourne. Warm, sensuous, at
tractive female seeks highly intel
l ig e n t , confident, attractive, 
sensuous fortyish unattached 
male for meaningful, possibly per
manent, relationship. INC  box 
5973.

Melbourne. Late 20s, T V  pro
ducer, lonely, would share com
fortable apartment w ith young 
guy in return housekeeping and 
affection. Prefer non femme male.

Suit student or country boy. A ll ' 
Interviewed. Reply INC  box
5974.________________________________
Melbourne. Bi-guy, 30s, good 
looking, married, seeks sincere 
friendship w ith another male, 
married/single, any age to 35. 
Nationality o r  color unimportant. 
W ill also correspond country and 
interstate. INC  box 5975._________

Melbourne. Divorcee, 48, kind, 
happy nature. Likes dancing, golf, 
music, travel, cruising, seeks 
sincere, attractive lady com
panion. Please write, completely 
confidential. Photo appreciated, 
returned. IN C  box 5937.__________

Melbourne. Attractive redhead, 
28, own private premises, will 
dally m y place by  appointment, 
prefer married business types. 
“ Carole” , INC  box 5836._________

Launceston. B lond guy, 20, new 
to Tasmania, is finding life rather 
lonely. Would like to  meet a guy 
approximately the same age to  be 
“ me mate” . INC box 5888.

Hobart. Sincere girl, camp, 18, 
seeks similar fo r  mutual com
panionship and love. Gen. ad. INC 
box 5889.___________________________

Launceston. Male, passive, good 
figure, like contact young active 
male fo r  casual meetings, your 
place. Phone No. appreciated. 
INC box 5890._____________________

Canberra. Male, 36, needs purpose 
in life. W ill share home, car, with 
genuine woman 28, child OK. 
INC  box 5886._____________________

Canberra. Passive camp guy, 26, 
quiet type o f  average looks, 
desires permanent relationship, 
ages 24-36. Must be o f sober 
habits, sincere, gentle, intelligent. 
N o effeminates. Photo appreciat
ed. Replies answered. IN C  box
5887. ______________________________
Adelaide. Camp guy, 36, looks 
square but enthusiastically pas
sive, needs appropriately domi
nant partner for discreet dalliance 
my place. Emotional involvement 
neither sought nor rejected if o f
fered. INC  box 5885.

Adelaide. Male, young not ugly, 
drops in sometimes, drops out 
most times. Only hangup not be
ing w ith small, sensitive, slim, 
sensual lady to  share music, sun
shine, natural food , film  comfort, 
creative environment, dop people, 
peace and love. INC box 5944.

7*> Incorporated Newsagencies Company Ptv Ltc 
(j.P .O  Hfo 531 2 BB. Melbourne, 3001 Vic

P lea se  in ser t th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  in:
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F IR S T  A V A IL A B L E  OF EITH ER PU B LIC A TIO N  ( )

H EAD ING S: (Circle required listing)
D a llia n c e , D ea lin g s, D e a th s , D e liv er ie s , D e p a r tu re s , D e p lo y 
m e n t ;  D ia le c t ic s ;  D ia llin g ; D is tr e ss ; D o in g s ; D o p e ;  D u e ts ;  
D w ellin g s .

PUBLIC 'VTION
Indicate with cross where copy is to 
be published. Insertion costs are 
constant fo r  each appearance irre
spective o f  publication/s used.
HEADINGS

Nominate one listed heading only — 
D a llia n c e  appears only in L iv in g  
D a y lig h ts .

A ll copy m u st be printed IN 
BLO CK LE T TE R S  on this form  — 
copy submitted in any other style is 
unacceptable. Telephone numbers 
and addresses must indicate*city o f 
location. Dwellings and Dalliance 
ads must commence with their loca
tion, eg. Canberra. Copy is uncen
sored except where necessary for 
publisher’s legal protection.
PA YM E NT

A ll monies should be payable INC
Pty Ltd. Every ad must be prepaid 
— including repetitive and dual-pub- 
lication appearances — and accom
pany initially submitted copy.

c-xtra words @ 10c each

NOT FOR PUBLICATION

NAME

ADDRESS

POSTCODE
MONEY ENCLOSED:

Category A  ($ 1 ) ................................................... $ _

Category B ( $ 2 ) ................................................... $_

Category C ( $ 3 ) ..................................................$_
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D E A D 1 NFS
D-notices fo r N a tio n  R e v ie w : noon, 
Tuesday prior to publication. D-
notices fo r T h e  L iv in g  D a y lig h ts : 
noon, Thursday prior to  publica
tion.
INC BOX NUM BERS

Advertisers using INC Box numbers 
fo r replies must allow 3 words in 
text and add 20 cents for this 
facility — we forward replies week
ly. Dalliance ads m u st use INC  Box 
number, which we allocate before 
publishing.
A D VE R TIS ING  COSTS

A ctiv ity  categories determine the 
basic cost. Category (A )  is fo r free 
public meetings ($1 fo r 21 words). 
Category (B ) is fo r individuals ad
vertising under any heading ($2 for* 
21 words). Category (C ) is for any 
business enterprise advertising 
under any heading ($3 fo r 21 
w o r d s ).  A L L  A D D IT IO N A L  
WORDS 10c EACH.
REPLIES V IA  INC BOX NOS.

All replies to INC Box numbers 
must be in a stamped, sealed, un
addressed envelope with the adver
tiser’s D-notice box number clearly 
written in the top le ft corner. This 
envelope is to be enclosed in a 
second one addressed to: INC D- 
notices, GPO Box 5312 BB, Mel
bourne, 3001.
Dalliance respondents must include 
$2 payment with each reply when 
sending to INC for forwarding to 
advertisers. Non-complying letters 
are destroyed.

Dubbo, Parkes areas. Female 
homosex. trying to mend broken 
heart fo r  hetero. Like meet fe
male the same. V iew : outings, 
friendship, loyal, generous heart
ed. Dont keep me waiting too 
long. Fee refunded. A ll answered. 
INC  5976.__________________________

Virile body-builder, 28, desires 
similar physically fit guy under 35 
for uninhibited friendship. No e f
feminates. Own pad Sydney. IN C  
box 5977.___________________________

Sydney. Camp guy, 30, attractive, 
needs stability family. A m  finan
cially OK, wishes marriage, 
Lesbian pref. Interested most 
things, similar hopes children, 
companionship. Genuine. INC 
box 5978.___________________________

Sydney. Male, late 40s, virile, 
intelligent, financially secure, sep
arated, pro-lifer, big and kind, 
sexy and sensitive, wants to  meet 
female counterpart (children O K ), 
for permanent emotional security 
and more life. IN C  box 5979.

Sydney. Masculine looking camp 
guy, 37, good build, discreet, own 
harborside flat, seeks slim, 
straight looking sincere guy, 20s 
or 30s. Object: dalliance, friend- 
ship, ideally both. IN C  box 5880.

Sydney. Fem m e(s) w ith strong 
erotic orientation wanted by  good 
looking, w ell built, country aca
demic male, 47, fo r weekends o f 
dallying, dining, discourse. Es
pecially desire experiment with 
bi-femmes or swinging parties. 
INC  box 5881._____________________

Sydney. Couple, late 30s, educat
ed, liberated, healthy outdoor 
types. She blonde buxom — he 
tall, strong. Own riverside prop
erty, desire intimate friendship 
w ith similar couples to mid 40s. 
INC box 5882._____________________

Young, active guy wanted as com 
panion one week’s holiday on 
cruiser Hawkesbury R iver, mid 
november. Reply with phone No. 
and photo, if available, for 
prompt contact. INC  box 5883.

Canberra. Fun seeking sailor 
wants to see deviation buoy in 
lake to have a swinging time on 
many headings. INC  box 5886.

Rockhampton. 28-year old male 
seeks couples fo r  anything goes 
times. In area fo r one month 
only. Prepared to watch only if 
that preferred. INC  box 5891.

Brisbane. Business gent, 6 ft, slim, 
40, separated, own home, car, 
boat, seeks affectionate femme, 
18-35, fo r mutually satisfying 
relationship. Maybe share accom
modation later. Fee refunded. 
INC  box 5892._____________________

Ipswich-Q’sland. Camp guy, 43, 
quiet, reserved nature, average 
looks, would like to correspond 
with — meet later if compatible — 
other chaps in all states. Sincere 
advertisement. A ll genuine replies
answered. INC box 5893.__________
Brisbane. Tall, blond, well-hung, 
good looking male with camera

desires to meet big bronzed coun
try chaps within 200 miles for 
discreet weekend dalliance and 
photographic activities. Samples 
available. Photo appreciated. INC 
box 5894.__________________________

Townsville-Q ’sland. Married pro- D G B U i I K S  
fessional gent, mid 20s, seeks day- ®
time dalliance with single or at
tached woman or women. Adven
turous type preferred. Photo if 
possible and phone number.
Absolute discretion. INC  box 
5895.

beach tropic nights, object sheer 
pleasure. A ll expenses paid, no 
pros or kinks. Photo, details, 
urgently. Jim, B ox 1949, Boroko, 
Papua.

G A M B L E R S  follow  “ wise”  
stable-money in betting rings! 
Read up! Bookies mind-“ Bet-0- 
M eter” . Send $4.00, V . J. Krsek, 
18 Robert Street, Marrickville, 
2204.

Brisbane. Femme, 20-35, as a 
crew companion living on 45’ 
trawler travelling east coast. Share 
profit, must be fond o f  sea life. 
Review  box 5872.

Dwellings

Deployment
Melb. Parttime weekend work 
available, vicinity La Trobe Uni
versity. Suit masculine camp stu
dent, live in i f  desirous, Inquire 
now, give details, work house, 
renovating, salary commencement 
negotiable. Reply box 5989.

Dialectics
A ll old friends wishing to  contact 
Adrian Rawlins, please write INC 
box 5987.

Adrian needs you David. N o  one 
else can delight this souL Please 
write. NRC  box 5988.

Distress
Sydney. Gordon Meggs, Social 
Worker, offers help to  those in 
distress. Call 665.9280 or write 
PO box 229, Coogee 2034.

Doings
North Fitzroy. Male or female to 
share large house, garden with 3 
males, 1 Female. Own room. 
$11.25. Melbourne 489.2413, 
A.H.___________________ _____________
Sydney. Attractive mixed Glebe 
terrace has space for happy bird. 
Own tiny room  and equal rights 
in rest o f  house. Suit student or 
nurse. Ring Sydney 660.7652.

Melbourne. Liberated guy wanted 
(preferably under 21), to share 
house in K ew  with art student, 
male. Furnished. $17. Ring 
80.3893. A.H.______________________

Melbourne. Ms, mid 30s, wanted 
to share comfortable house 
Armadale area. $25. Spouse or 
child acceptable. 267.3274.

Departures
H aw kesbu ry  holiday, 10-16 
December, requires chic mid 20s 
to partner, tall, blond guy (26 ) in 
mixed foursome. Relaxing week 
anticipated. Expenses paid. Let’ s 
meet Sydney/Melbourne first 
please. Review  box 5990.

Attractive hetero male departing 
Moresby 11 days Stay Lindeman 
Island via Syd/Melb, Nov/Dec, 
needs accompaniment: attractive, 
unhibited, intelligent bird on

Campaign workers urgently re
quired. Help Australia party 
candidate Peter Clark fo r  Heffron 
electorate, NSW state elections, 
November 7. Phone Sydney 
31.8722.

Sydney. Hypnotist and psychol
ogist has had a high degree o f
success resolving sexual prob
lems:- Premature ejaculation, 
frigidity, impotence and related 
anxieties. For information and 
appointment phone 389.2103.

The North-Western Distributor 
affects you. Stop the expressway 
madness. Public meeting, National 
Street,Rozelie, Saturday, Novem
ber 10, 10 am. Sydney 827.2398.

S y d n e y  Qualified masseuse, new 
in Sydney, seeks clients. Please 
p h o n e  fo r  a p p o in tm e n t, 
357.1984. Genuine please.

THERESE: Exclusively fo r fe
males seeking discreet female con
tact. Members in Port Moresby, 
Brisbane, Sydney, Canberra, Mel
bourne, Hobart, Adelaide, Perth, 
Darwin, also other cities, towns 
and country areas. Write in con
fidence fo r obligation free details 
s en t in p la in  e n v e lo p e :  
THERESE, Box 4984, GPO 
Sydney, 2001.

‘Sexist Ads*
FOR ILLUSTRATED  
CATALOGUE, SEND 

(2 )7 c STAMPS

THE VENUS SHOP
2 6  B a y s w a te r  R o a d ,

K in g s  C ro ss , 2011

M r, M rs, Miss ......................

A d d r e s s ...................................

................P o s tc o d e ...................

I am  o v er 21 years o f age.

THt ANIMAL
/  S 4  -

THE MOST FORBIDDEN SUBJECT NOW REVEALED IN 

REALISTIC PHOTOS AND ONE OF THE.HOTTEST 

STORIES EVER TO BE RELEASED IN AUSTRALIA

also available for immediate delivery «c m

G O  5 S 0 0
J n c e n s o r e d

PHOTOS
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U O U W fflM

BEAUTIFUL

MAN
S 4 .-

N ;SEE PENIS PHOTOGRAPHED 
a *  FROM EVERY ANGLE. YOU

 JLLUSTRATEU TO  llw iL L  ENJOY TO COMPARE
QVFHSF AS STANOA R PS "

i! ! i|<
* i i  2 i?

M 1 I

Dalliance
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LETTERS & THINGS

IA N  McCausland’ s artistic vision o f  Australia Unlimited (TLD  no. 2) 
seems to d iffer from  industry’ s vision, as depicted in this advertise
ment, which was published in Australian newspapers several months 
ago.

I wonder whose vision is the more prophetic?
D A V ID  A LTH E E R , 

Flem ington, Vic

Sympathy 
for the devil

THANKS for the welcome 
aboard. We dont want to 

appear to be reluctant passengers 
but do you have lifeboats?

The first issue was a disaster 
graphically and as for the wit, 
wisdom and what was i t . . . ? 
Enough said anyway.

We would like to comment on 
your written contribution.

Our first impression was that it 
read like an infantile student edi
tor o f five years ago. That is 
verbose, sloppy and unintelligent. 
And maybe that’s where you are 
at, living o ff the corpse o f OZ. 
The radical “ movement” and 
“ youth culture” has come a long 
way since then.

This is not an attack on you 
personally. We’ve only met you 
once and liked you. It is an attack 
on the ideas that you presented in 
your “ crap and seeds etc” .

Let’s begin with the absences 
in your piece. You fail to mention 
the womens liberation movement 
or the problems o f sexuality. 
These are glaring omissions even 
given the loosely defined project 
Daylights has set itself, that is 
speaking to "youth”  radicalised or 
not. We do not feel that these 
omissions were accidental. They 
are symptomatic o f your total 
failure to really confront realis
tically the problems facing people 
today.

Indeed, you recognise that 
many people today are crapped 
o ff and frustrated but all you’ve 
offered them is a 30c ticket per 
week to stay that way. You slip 
and slide all over the place and 
refuse to commit yourself while at 
the same time asking people to 
believe that you are sincere. 
You’ve got to be kidding. Yet 
there are two things that you state 
clearly. First that you are against 
revolutionary Marxist. Secondly, 
that you dig mysticism. The tune 
is a very old one. It is the tradi
tional lament o f a small-1 liberal 
overwhelmed by the brutality o f 
contemporary capitalism and the 
requirements to change it.

Your retreat to mysticism and 
tirade against rationalism contains 
quite logically its own totalitarian 
assumptions. That is, whatever you 
say cannot be disproved and has 
as much right to theoretical and 
practical existence as anything 
else. Anybody who opposes what 
you say from a rational point o f 
view, like we do, can simply be 
dismissed as hung-up or suffering 
from “ spiritual hunger” .

The world is complex and 
needs to be understood scientifi
cally if we are going to change it 
for the better. Different inter
pretations o f what is “ better” 
ultimately means one has to take 
sides. In Indochina one is either 
for or against the liberation fight
ers.

One is either for or against

fascism “ Forgive our eclecticism 
is too easy.

People are oppressed because 
of the objective social conditions 
under which they are compelled 
to live. Under capitalism, workers 
work and are exploited because o f 
the demands o f capitalism It is 
not something they choose to do, 
or because they are fools, as your 
article contemptuously implies (so 
much for the love and sympathy). 
It is because under capitalism they 
have to. To end this oppression 
demands a total break with cap
italism -  we believe in the direc
tion o f socialism It demands a 
change in the objective social con
ditions.

Sexual oppression, the oppres
sion o f women, the oppression o f 
races and nations, political oppres
sion all stem from the objective 
social conditions under which 
they are found. This applies equal
ly to the present “ socialist”  coun
tries. How to understand and then 
overcome all forms o f oppression 
is the central question which faces 
all those concerned with libera
tion.

Your waffle about searching 
for "a profound personal mystical 
experience”  dodges all this. Mysti
cism is mystification and leaves 
people no closer to understanding 
what is going on.

Indeed we are going to have to 
construct alternatives -  alterna
tives to the present form o f the 
family to ensure its abolition, 
alternative forms o f democracy, 
and conditions for the develop
ment o f non-repressed sexuality -  
and begin now. This is going to be 
difficult and will take a lot o f 
thought and a lot o f pain.

We personally believe as 
Marxists, indeed as Leninists, that 
Marxism provides the most ade
quate tool for understanding the 
world around us and for changing 
it. At the same time Marxism still 
hasnt provided the answers to 
numerous questions. The onus is 
on Marxists to do so. This will 
demand dialogue, but as we have 
indicated your retreat to mysti
cism ultimately excludes this.

Daylights has a responsibility 
to confront the real problems o f 
people living in the real world. 
Mysticism has been offered by 
every oppressor in history as con
solation for an unhappy life, and

” as a distraction from oppression. 
We didnt expect Daylights to 

be Marxist, though obviously we 
would prefer it to be. But we did 
hope it would attempt to clarify 
many o f the problems facing peo
ple today, and not just another 
paper cashing in on the “ counter
culture” .

R U TH  GREG O RY  
GRANT EVANS 
SYD SHELTON

Right of reply
SURE, “ the world is complex 

and needs to be understood 
scientifically” , but a billion Marx
ists with log tables and slide rules 
cannot guarantee a solution to the 
hunger o f the spirit.

Your irritation at this modest 
truth leads to an abominable dis
tortion o f my views. Strangely, 
your respect for the omnipotence 
o f scientific method equates you 
with the very founders o f western 
mercantile capitalism.

My mystical waffle meant 
merely to suggest that the current 
spiritual upheaval is worthy o f 
scrutiny.

When veteran anti war activists 
such as Rennie Davis fall at the 
feet o f Guru Maharaj, arch femin
ists and SDSers swallow sufism 
and old friends and allies put Baba 
Ram Dass under their pillows, 
then it ’s time to explore the im
plications o f this energy. If such 
an interest is treated as capitula
tion to mysticism, then you 
reduce the world to a glorified 
gadget and condem all debate to a 
fusillade o f propagandas.

Revolution and spiritual com
mitment are far from incompat
ible, as the extraordinary career o f 
Gandhi made clear. Or perhaps 
you pin the red merit badge on his 
contemporary, Stalin, a dutiful 
Marxist and the inheritor o f 
Lenin’s bureaucratic machinery.

While these days it is a pleasant 
sensation to be accused of under- 
stressing sexuality, I was not real
ly attempting to solve all the 
problems o f the universe im
mediately. Considering my “ un
intelligent verbosity” , you should 
be grateful. Some o f the pages 
which followed the editorial dealt 
specifically with problems o f re
adjustment to the hurly burly

issues o f liberated sexuality. Who 
wants a roll call o f trendy causes?

The editorial stated that “ a 
socialist proposal is generally 
more liberatory than a non so
cialist one” , but I was at pains to 
preserve for Daylight’s a vigorous 
independence o f outlook. The 
nature o f your reply confirms this 
determination.

R. N.

Please help 
the Dingos

MUCH respected Dingo’s lead
guitarist, Chris Stockley, shot sev
eral times by some loons the 
weekend before last, is o ff the 
critical list and on the mend. It 
w ill still be a while before he’s 
back in action. With a w ife and 
kids and very little money etc, 
things are pretty grim

A  benefit concert will be held 
this Sunday afternoon (November 
4) at Leggett’s Ballroom, Greville 
Street, Prahran — featuring Ariel, 
Madder Lake, McKenzie Theory 
plus almost anyone else whose 
playing around town. T w o  bucks 
to get in . . . and its all going to 
Chris.

News & weather
Following the avalanche o f 
poetry. We have asked the NEWS 
& WEATHER people, Nigel Rob
erts and Richard Tipping, to act as 
a creative outpost. Like their last 
week’s Aleks Danko page. They 
will provide the complete presen
tation.

Send poetry on the state o f the 
state . . . verse/typography that re
futes McLuhan’s claim that the 
linear medium is dead. We want 
graphics, letters; poetry and draw
ings in mix. We aim at more than 
collating a page o f verse . . .  we 
want to present the texture, the 
world o f poetry, and the finished 
poem as object . . .  a poetry re
source page, yr interview, and 
relevant documentation. Submit 
yr poetics, yr photograph and rele
vant material. NEWS & WEATH
ER 33 Duke Street, East Balmain, 
2041.

Hunter S. Hector
MR CHRIS HECTOR, your “ De
lights”  man has wasted little time in 
establishing himself as a freebie. The 
closing remarks at the tail o f his 
column, “ send the tickets next time 
and you might just get a plug” , is the 
typically b loody selfish remark one 
would expect from  a paper o f  the ilk 
o f “ Go Set” , not from  a column which 
pretends to  be a roundup o f  current 
activities. How  would Hector respond 
to  concerts like the Bangladesh bene
fit? Hmm?

JOH N AB R A M S ,
Mordialloc, V ic

Beatle bigot
CHRISTIE  Eliezer’s review o f George 
Harrison’s Living in the Material World 
in T LD  2, page 25, can be regarded as 
an unprecedented example o f anti- 
Beatle and anti-spiritual bigotry. The 
fact that the review has been made 
months after the record’s release re
veals this article as a deliberate plot to

humiliate and discredit not only 
George Harrison and the other Beatles, 
but the spiritual philosophies that are 
the essence o f  the album.

One criticism put forward is that 
George takes four minutes to “ com
municate a (simple) message” , yet ab
solutely no recognition is given to  
Harrison's later explanation in the song 
That Is A ll :-

Times I find it hard to  say
With useless words getting in my
way.
Silence often  days much more 
Than trying to  say what’s been said 
before.
It  is precisely the philosophy o f  

Harrison that offers com fort to the 
quiet people in the world, who live 
oppressed in their vacuum o f  commun
ication inability. The Writer o f  the 
article regards this as “ self conscious 
escapism” , but when confronted with 
brutal, vicious attacks on things o f  
beauty (such as Harrison’s record) re
treat from  the material world into 
mysticism is the obvious course.

The article also departs from  the 
vague editorial policy indicated in the 
previous issue, which suggested a de
parture from  materialistic obsession to 
spiritual enlightenment, or at least the 
search fo r same.

M. SCHACK, 
East Brighton, V ic

Queen of rock

More about 
chocolate

I MUST point out however, that your 
contributor, Colin Talbot, in his quite 
amusing article about various brands o f  
chocolate, should have done a little 
more research on his subject. In the 
third paragraph from  the end, he states 
“ Cadbury is now British-owned but is 
still Australian” .

I am sure that nobody would be 
more surprised than the English Cad
bury fam ily to  hear this piece of 
information! Please tell Mr Talbot that 
Cadbury and F ry (w ith whom they 
amalgamated some years ago) are both 
very old-established English Quaker 
families. As  you have, I understand, 
lived in England, you have probably 
heard o f  Elizabeth F ry (1780-1845) 
the famous English prison reformer, 
who was a member o f  this same Fry 
family.

As a matter o f interest, another 
famous Quaker industrial fam ily is 
Clarks (o f Street, Somerset) manufac
turers o f  the well known Clarks Shoes, 
which are also sold in Australia.

R. E. H A R TM A N , 
Murrumbeena, Vic

OTOTBBlnlQMB
See Jeckie fo r  som eth ing  d iffe re n t in clothes. 

Super gear for super guys — 8 t 274 Flinders Lane, 
Melbourne. Call in soon &  let Jackie dress y o u l
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