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‘A WORLD OF ITS OWN’

Poems by JAMES McAULEY Paintings by PATRICIA GILES

A World of its Own is a sustained lyric, an en
chanted and enchanting song that captures in 
words and colour the simplicity, the beauty, the 
aloneness of a little-known, unspoilt world.

Poet and painter viewed this world with 
independent eyes, neither seeking to interpret 
for the other. In an unusual collaboration they 
have captured a subtlety of impression and re
created a wholeness of experience difficult for 
either to achieve alone. The poems have a rare 
visual quality about them and the paintings and 
sketches a lyrical eloquence as though each art 
was about to spill over into the other.

In the last poem in this book McAuley writes: 

all things visible
Become a treasure hoarded in the heart 
Till brought forth by the artist’s hand, 

transformed 
Into an image

A World of its Own is a treasure hoarded in 
the heart and transformed by its artist’s hands.
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‘A World of its Own’

I view this book with delight; I see it as one of those rare occasions when poet and 
painter join in a common vision and a common experience and yet each is completely 
individual and each vision is specific and personal. Here, as it seems to me, the ways of 
seeing the same place, the nature of those ways of seeing into total personal experience 
are completely different; and yet the two experiences unite and join in something that 
neither artist nor poet could individually have achieved.
I should like in this note to add my testimony to theirs since I, too, have shared the 
experience that led to the making of this book. Tasmania was where I grew up. The 
east coast, Swansea, Bicheno, Scamander, the Freycinet Peninsula were where we 
went as a family for holidays. One of my earliest memories is looking across from the 
Swansea side towards Coles Bay, a small boy crouched among the reeds, told to stay 
there and not to move while my father and another man went swan shooting farther up 
the bay. I stayed there a long while watching the wild water driven by a gale as in the 
first poem of this series. A later poem, Swans on Moulting Lagoon, recalled this incident 
vividly to me. I heard shots in the distance and after a while a dead black swan with its 
scarlet beak came drifting down and into the shore. It was the first time I had seen one 
of these beautiful birds.
Many years later after visiting James McAuley in Hobart, my wife and I went camping
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in early spring on the Freycinet Peninsula. There in cold air and deep sun we clambered 
and walked over

‘Those miles of track behind the beaches’

both on the inland and the ocean side, exploring the great boulders for the marvellous 
wealth of flowers and plants, many of them peculiar to the area. As it was so early in 
the season we were totally alone and that same ecstatic aloneness is something that 
breathes from the poems and the pictures in this book -  a sense of intense awareness of 
every detail, of total immersion and absorption in the life of rock and bird, lizard, spider 
and tree, and yet a sort of intense detachment of spirit. At night in the camp at Honey
moon Beach we would set up our table and chairs between car and tent. As the dusk 
began to draw in we would find ourselves surrounded by the wild creatures of the bush. 
First the bandicoots scurrying round our feet for dropped crumbs and fragments, then 
two kinds of possum and several sorts of wallaby and kangaroo simply expecting to 
share our meal with us. They seemed completely confident that we would, and in the 
enchantment of that ‘World of its Own’ they were of course not disappointed. I recall 
lying in bed in the tent one night with the flap open while a large ring-tail possum, in 
conflict with an even larger grey kangaroo over the peel and core of an apple I was 
eating, won the contest by simply climbing on to my stomach and warning off his rival 
with the possum’s curious snarl.
This was an area not far from Coles Bay and its creatures which this book celebrates. 
It is part of the same scene. At the time I did not know that McAuley too had visited it,
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though I knew his intense interest and his passionate awareness of every aspect of 
Tasmania’s bush and countryside and the way observation, and his gift of being totally 
absorbed into what he observed, seemed to flow directly into poems of an absolute 
simplicity and lucid statement which I have always envied and have never, as a poet, 
been able to achieve.
I can say less about the pictures that go to compose this book. They are not ‘illustrations’ 
in the ordinary sense any more than the poems are written to be a verbal context to the 
pictures, though here and there one can see that the artist has taken a hint from the poet 
or that the poet has seen something through the artist’s transformation and re-creation 
of the visual scene. An example is her vivid realisation of the granite boulder on page 18. 
What makes the book an indivisible and integral whole, a marriage of two visions of the 
same world in two different mediums, is the one contemplative joy that infuses and 
inspires them. The poems have a rare visual quality about them and the paintings and 
sketches a lyrical eloquence as though each art was about to spill over into the other,

So that the old maxim of the sister arts,
Ut Pictura poesis, is true
T hus far, that both are grounded in the real,
Though in their transform ations they are free, 
and different.

It does not matter that Horace probably did not mean that a poem should be like a 
picture or subject to the same rules of art. In this instance the Renaissance mis
interpretation of the maxim is almost realised and is both true and fruitful.

9



Something is added too by reproducing the poems in James M cAuley’s beautiful script 
instead of in prin t. To me, who has known it for so many years, it adds a quality to 
reading the poems which is like hearing the actual tones of his voice. This is bound to 
be the case for many of his other friends and, now that he is dead, will be another 
reason for treasuring this book.

A. D. H ope
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Preface

These poems and paintings and drawings come from a rather special part of Tasmania’s 
east coast, which may be loosely called the Coles Bay area, as shown in the map at the 
end. It includes the sea and bay sides of the Freycinet Peninsula, which is a national 
park, and such adjoining places as the swan-haunt Moulting Lagoon and the long 
stretch of the Friendly Beaches.
Patricia Giles has known this area since childhood. My acquaintance with it has been of 
recent years, extending over visits when my wife and Patricia painted together and I 
wandered about.
When the first idea of the book as a joint project came, I intended to write some descrip
tive prose, which would run along with the visual material, without any requirement 
that the one should exactly match or illustrate the other. Subsequently I felt that I 
should and could make my contribution in verse. But the same rule holds, that the verbal 
and the pictorial elements are not meant to match so much as generally to cohere as a set 
of impressions.
It has been a great pleasure to me to work with Patricia Giles. Her best work has a 
quality which everyone who has commented on it has been driven to call ‘poetic’ for 
want of a better term.
While Patricia and I supplied the required materials, we would have been helpless to
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produce the book without a third force, genially supplied by Max Angus as designer. 
The text of the poems is reproduced from fair copies in my handwriting, which is the 
form my final versions normally exist in before they go into print. The script has no 
pretensions to calligraphy, merely a decent legibility.
Neither Patricia Giles nor I have sought to make propaganda for the cause of conser
vation in this work, but it is nevertheless instinct with the wish that this marvellous area 
should remain itself, for future generations to love it as we have.

James M cA uley





The Hazards from Swan River



COl £S i MAge s

'Tkeyc gathered odt Coifs Bag (

Fntk granite penmnvia of shore Aa\JL ßjrcsl 
CrviOned bij the H awards ; 'Vcn/e y Ames f M agson  ; 

divert the sea-ttigle scuds mJr jn m i. the bUcffs 
A^d. mvCkg tfjfal g iezuns ln honten, cLt̂ cL t 
White isn* t TMstiru*ig J?txstmaw ̂  Sun (yrchid shuxe 
As the dhoU heudhhmcL jtovoers / Siiiij uhth honey.
' T l c r y n e i S e  -  Co U n b r e d  iV C u t£r$  u \  S n x a i L  b a y s

towards ike beach say shalem ptnet 
Gaaneh p u t  cm diving display . A ska te  
Qhdts iAx the shallours. Sometimes violent iWlnd 
'Drives reugh ^Vaves wp ike bay ̂  cuxd powered boats 
'Break jrm*t their moonng After a  storm  
Hit beach has ramparts c f fin e  w a tted  u>eedf
Bvjvotx, y Violet green ; Xnd geidy  - blobs Ufae glass, 
Vink bivalves n et g e t  Julien apart Ue tvnpty
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Granite Boulder



Gx A mr e  G o u L ^ e q

boulder toIMzL a*u{, Or f u x t  clpuL ccu*e fc rest —•
Hoil i&vxQ cujo ? — ax Iso Lute U\ ike busk ••
Vuik ö^rfkocLlse, ) tjlcick b io fitef Cjl&tty Cp^axtx 9 
C oarse ßral^eti  jintrwi CooL+v̂  IM^cUmeAth fkc -emrHi. 

Licken bez^in tv $f> rtziA Uv Iflkt ~ grtcn yxtckes f 

AxcL cLt?:p<rf PjfttH' CUiA CL -pxderzl uikxte^k Cjoieicc. 
Qnl -jxce Cjreio petted  Uht U, (icwtyCffwib 

Inhere iolvuL aucL Tea*, scoopetJL fk i burst ß  ravet cut.
be1st uxm> cu t U\ t lezxvHxß (Ui overkcuaj 

Skelter SpuiertOebs CUvL or dials # H*c6 t

ISnde rock  ̂ x  density 0-f silence# a  spl+iebUL 
iT&cU\y Its ncryndi Arc xrou*icL tke comer 
Checks sfrA/Urt-c/tUy X t nuj Irnnvobtylt j i r m  #

%en (jixtts ffjp Sutexo&ys fLrru^li the s c m l.

1 9



w O L F  - /Vc-57

It f^kul& ptuvse (xlüviß tkc traxk *

A yiruMot h$Lt - u)tde"i
Idvth Oc hinged jy-n̂ pcLcnrc Caver . A fa*
Of fwujk qtcck russtv Cjrcu) bdüwd ^

J\t\cJL &vtt 'Jr <K $fra.<j(jlevt sftwi 
Of tke Sioett- scented U)attU /xrcku^q.
Hivt umj tke tenan t in jr  out •
A  yrotJy^ Qrtcss - 5fax£4 pnrvaketi no grip.
l \ ) k c y £  V O tcS  S t tC  O K  f i v e s  S < l * \ j i y  Q r t r u m d  ?

Alowse-grey y Stick-grey  — -  t ngk(r tkevt
A UüTQZ U)olf -  syldcr  ̂ v^cKes SUOOAj .

f e cLotlcL j t \jl vOtn^Ldixt move"
Fcrt (Uuj fielding hUde of- jr2US
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Or tu) iß ttu it flrued  cl jü^eie^ tcj?.
V>u£' Side bevnQ tenstil } At Lccstr
s h l SCLcrried Quickly £^nO/t /ver hoU .
\? e fu -rt^ m j before >ußht I ^ouasjL

5 ^ ’d ebeneri iAc I d  Against- tke dezj. 
Ttve>e tjT i^  ao  7 Ol  p t r f o d r  J f o t .



Mount Amos from Honeymoon Bay



S  i  e t  f>y b ä  y

A cUrzj frtn+i tWt berU Mickc*.

Quite fo ix lr  (rrv Cjrtcn, clvuL yu^yte sufclt
skirr^ u)itk sjbzu*\ iLe r tU -  Uc Lewcd irt>ck,

A CrttM. Tvcyii teih> u, SCzJLuLtxL Co*£
^Lßlur uAfiAer Petrs jyv!> Pexk . FtevcLu^^ tuc-s y iitd  

k l t ^ v  citbrls IU4, stveiun-ocdi ushzre lo*- fcctmlrLr
CcvuxLks crfy bu^vkna. U^ht~ ti*t S u l le n  cjUtuph \

'fcrtglvt'tgretvL 0 * v l  •  a* bu rw  <rvdr

T&ê f c (uux^er fo ^M/yßCY' CwuJL ClA test fc J jr*y 

W t ' t f t  tc^ui Ldlump - u) lun*vp cfy totems ux ik Jterhjfcjkt'
A  (mos(v -  fLßtTM br£ulo  ih  dn /cr tet u lu r# i t

A*uA fifrt irn rtiest las^e vtrc£* lim f bteJi tke.
Ux 'ijtilau) cUx$+xrt  ̂ /Yi&yt dcteuvte, tuch,OM,irMevvt'^ 

'Pyevuiwbiunx tei ^lovöfrr^ (L> c r e tk ^ u H r  ßurjLt$.
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A Creek at Sleepy Bay



'S U/S H s c e ^ c

HavsA, , cC*y 9 frbmtLve , > j

tln,tüi<j } tittered f irr*rßtA,lur :

T$etu^y U /urt A. A)(?n{ you'd c(ujw r  

Fcrr tvluif^ m a t cfuiraxt tr is tic ftere.

AU^xvu/fj^ tU t buth Uĉ s yyiürtuij

Dp feerzuJr  ̂ ----- b uM trfliti t

^ 'ru*s*r'ju'b SydirbM   ̂ fajef-archlcU —  

KU? b trttch  Ls Lt Cl iccivS ^^oeru^S  

1*v uyCvtck, Uvid ĵ UulIcwi ^üxd$

M & d s  yd rcu ic^a i yartUvv crt yajrk 

Lev fru>y o J t r c L c t i c field tüi »und. 
öf- cdL tUese v&rietL eu,caLjyts 

Ckxr&it oKe — iiu î cn<e <y a*ui. Let tke eye' 

Explore Its Tdvifyy curxj s tn u tu r t  :
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H<no U s t & + i # i e z L  Uz~fy yocorxsoi^ rmxkt

A oj- mwLefnes
S ^ t u n r l  cr+i^e c ^ U j by cn±e b f t z . 

i f ir? ?  yeibnJ-tcLcLecL U dck Ccckato05 

Cfunereu** f'U s ie y '& 'L 'S ! ^

Screech kcvrsbUj frtw , rite' breeze - bvugds.



Rock Pool



T  t V  A L ? 0 0  L

iht rock- pool U ou jewel -  bo/. ; ou jaxdewt 
Green, sea-grapes fo i cme Corner y tiiuj 
SilverT  fob glide OVer C o lo u red  sheds ;

A jedeb of Sand le a v es  ; Ur’s a restless crab 
H*(f-frwniOMfi Ife iMader Shells OUtcL Stunts 

A scarlet cutewioae has closed f bujeshag 
A trapped fo b  whose head's still viable;

A tuft erf Starry eyys drifts ent the S u rface  t 
*$u,t Sadden hj } frwu Stme mcttxra of its own 
Spins d*id disintegrates in. cut cnUward flew. 
The tide teturnfog washes tbnmßb the hrarut
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i/ii> ujL-tU The dcuon the butrcker ~ lint Swuys 
Ĥ s jn ii r ich  note3 . As tke Sun rises 
Thus fxctch of LujhtecL ßyvuncL T events

A CotowncLcie chAscl frcueyies
Anct fine Calligraphy &J- shndcnos. 
ifuxnets of ihrL-ptomene ruLiunx f
TetL' free f (tenth j cuui P̂nckUj jVlones 
Are (xnu^d by skeins of slender threads 
Running lOith sheen m level U ßh t,
The. iC/Uinby f u)Lth dcio in. Its fwr 

IB (Htnuis o ff f tUen Sits un^a^türeU j .

Ji^nrugk trees *\he bay y letups blue. cu*Jl yd xk .
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J K V  Af v o  K )A re i^

Sunset cUrsey oc Ytujjftl cudumn cL&̂j :
Ttvc joesf- 5̂ knßhtemd inj Tuye~ madder cloud 
Id Mi stcwdey' bUU'flftTj drifts U front • Iwoe* f
A band of gretn tujkt kas a fru> grey Islands.
7/u revncums cLtty blue &cej>t fLc lash
r&0 hundred tjards y id(i£rt bodes cf tOâ eLrh

(jLYrij fLe sunset coLvu*s u  reflections.
After dusk the nurmi cuud ike ttfcnduj jtur
Shine dose together Ui tie ioesterm s k j ,
Ijitjlnß long yurciLift trucks cf yux€ Ußkt f
One brVTui, wit ncvrrou) t across ike Smooth dark looter.

31



Sea-shells



Sleepy Bay



C L C u. v U Ö H T

L vn j S h iln tsS  o f  CLf+ernavti. 7fcc J/oj 

(5 ranged with tfrrcucs of grey.
The Sun rides in ike turrfk  ̂ ntstruse: 
A^OVt i t , Cu W&rrju) sbnkJxeU brims 
tiitk blue Left -  u>(ute etUereni Light 
IntensHy incarvoies c en t f brteu> f
A voider epenhuj 'pcntrl cLtnon
Mild (jCiLcnO TaijS d<iSioU>i+\g tb
An area, cf $Uver sheen
On ike transverse grey-green sortie stuf twig 
Textures of ike lOdters of ike Ipcuj.
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Moulting Lagoon



Sh)Ari  5 oh MOlllT ioSC, LACtOOfii

gr&en uü&rcL b&rcLeruMj tke l&ke turns reti 
As (Udu^vLW brings A e dcuk-shcot sev-Scrw 1*V. 
rfuidcketC <oitL bntjk' d\t hunters' luduts Are 'Tanked 
Lke SmeJi square boM5 over ike' u>idz leugoon.
A ^d  Leiter jor a , feu) decys there iodl be 
% t  tobvL - s k ü t t . Tfcn* jor a h  tk e  Ljenr 

% l Sedan* TttrCun <X tter-votcS d r e a d

At even ike most d v s t ^ t  approculv 
Fax out And keep in Tenducess h> j i j  f
l*)lik (\ny>L-pu-S cedis t And uHctß -  beech jlccshi*^ 0̂ holer

cdp neat 

tkey moter
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Courting Swans



A f~ i C 'A, frl c 0 »%)

Front IbuteyUss 7>cnj ikprc 14 d  truck ttuit skirt* 

rtfciy ntcersh, . [etuU*i<j to H azards 'Qcicclv:
A iJaJtte- bud uv the m i tidy s e n d

Fnrvn time to time- lUvCicrrlc* Itself- to utter

Its fu l te  yenutLdr rwtcUUc re+ckduj nette,
AI/ule u)iti\ Cut effxjrt ikcct hardly Setnts u)orHuodU. 
Ftcytker aicruß } t^ o  Tnvevts d ese r t theCr m eal ;
A Jcntny u)ottL&'by Uyuay vxt  tUc track

Its eyes ylck&L <rctt dLreuUy. V>uJf hate ctUL dc die^.
I never serewt tb tueve a+t$u)er>. Oyster- shell*
Luter the lory bench, % Tloo s&c-ezcyCes vrtr  

Sndduf the uSl+'LcL  ̂ Qjlct yPH/ttcb h  i/ut̂ o tke c *~ncj $ .
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A Track to the Hazards



f  I 5 H I q

iti, wetter gleziMt' Out jrvun the pewit
A sbreuatu d&Ai Unz appears, Steely d  sieves
AliMsß l i l t  SwrpOCC 0*icL ttxBVL $wik$ jvr>*t SUjjnt y

And reappears except r>V scdttrtti i*\ tCirtt;
7$ut ^evv tkc pieces jcri+i tack a*ul repeat: 
itix S a m t  ^ y ia m e tn ^ r t  t im e  CivuL t u n e  i t^ a U i  : -  

f-airy ~ penguins leckert clese firrmatio*
For ensCy jtslwVt  ̂ — Itdten̂  f y*rtc com, hear 

i h t i t  p u f f y '  b c u f k ,  •  u ) o v i t  C o m e  U n  t o  s h o r e  t 
ALvruj l i l t  leu)-tide rocks pied ceruioranh stzmd, 
FULtd uritk ji*(vf cuici kcldaicj onJr le'wujs tb dry .
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A fiock cf pjcmntH floats **t /ncddle distance 
i^ULt 0ne pr tu)o (<etf circk*Uj highs c*t Match.
A fwkemvum at the slip /terms the bay
Has frnntied (us (ulges : (til drifts pret here
And frr^lb the pUcruoyer of the Silver eyu,IU.
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Coles Bay Bush



' B t H i N P  3€Acnes

A t htue$ f W absent- jw u t lOaXfc t
l i n t  wult$ jj- buck, beiunA tk t benches. 
Snm ii dcrtterei tkm, lu m arshy cyrou^A .

ifltcUklnuds thick, cOiH\, CrvutSjn CUuL ophite 
QaardeA (?y sentu^L blacktnnj - Speuss ^
AwL Ußkt&cL $HUu) bamfcu*- Curves.
A scarleir rvkrU\, yerckts cUnt ,

A bU<t Loren, ^*khbrtn in tkz shrub f 
A chestnut - breasted SfmzblU jUts *

l td  fjcnitail CtLchxso Arwrys its ball 
Fnrvn further off cohere be*.j herein,.
Such mcc^^zlLaus tUhvx^s  ̂ iketj ovtßhir to jiii 
ltd, eye cuui ta r  f and s til t  the mind  :

At h*ntS I hardly hnou) they're there'.
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5  E C H E T  Li  F t

k)(uits that tnet&Llic sHetvu xicKy fUc /zoî  ? ~
A  slender l&ctivtAUj touscluLnt iOiHv ftjlded n)Uujs

(atcfufUj fte  leestem s^jis (U tlU iin ^  riujs .
Arid- (ieve$ cl cLidtLyie iAt fU t sa/icly 'paMv 

A s Il&LLcu) fiuuxed cditin svKcpth, sL&pi*uj sides  *

'Belcu (yds f r u p  ike cUtt- Uat iocuks Lovseeu, —

A $cv*4p cf felt t arfyunvrecl i^utk. S/vxrp yltxcen,
3ll*i 'jSrvvLofcs (L toû ncuL 'pu,fj?J3<S 

A5 AM“, u)iup' beetle f ezLrvltj f cricktt fly 
Atones x^ci nuAqt, Ud~ent> yariuer tkeir y o tte r s .
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Across Coles Bay



AT UlCH AUVS  ö N ‘}

Greets seu.~ »urt>$ y tfeytru*er*> beivis f a  ia*yle' 
Of" \>tzjeiritL0ri Uke (K jzrrt$t 
liwcLtr rvj)j)Letl ßklSS y silver ßidsL)
A-iVkirr J bbroYl Jfhe* <UOcuj *

roc/b /uute Suxf-ticeti UZÄi A. Wac .̂ 
M attie cf Haaj cUcstered vuLssels ;
In/ ike lade UßLt 9 cjt Idlest tide t
Cu*nj £V<h $ Ccfitt(VLte-dUj S ^u irh a j \

A t smustd Cl ^evieticux sky —
A 'vl&'P <r| ofkev > jur^Aev .
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lOnJ TiO£ j SkJ^isI f^iVcK w,7" H

71U kerwtS stcuud aw ikeCr rej(eck*rws 

Ot  skfusUj U)0uLt ClLkû  thsi SkaUloun

Or fUj to Hservnfum yusts
Qvl frravuhes cf cl tcdi d ev d  tre t.

Tk* hda~C jU its  a r t  s k l l  »y y ieti  jfccajs 

Kelt criv isLa#uierdL rcrtks y ike saa^vs
A re  nuyturwLess crw ja r  ipa it <*>&*&*. 

Quits Cure, scievut -y tke awUj sounds 
Cowe jrowi ike skcrt : Cl tuxunj jiock.
Of Soldier- birds letwivu] cl bcuuksue i 
A s (u tr p -Voiced (unaeyenters n o te  f 

A n d  Hcvo CLud ik fr i fkc iOcUtLebird. >
And. *unc> cuud fk e n  five bOattLefrurA. .

'B r ig h t Scut breaks ik r a u ^ k  ike c lo u d y  grey t 

A\ad (\LL ceb c n c e  sku d eu /s  CLjjyenr 

Bruited distinct erw the nwaisb seuwd .
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4 <STen Aivrs

As 'Vuixer n o te d t ail thuigs

75 fee me' CL treasure (ursordezL in, Ike h eart

Till brought jvrtk by Hit CbrHstJ hand f Wcmsjurwed

Into cut inaage ; Somettuhg a>(vich U neither

ik t  emgi+utl rurr rkt impression. shared lolthin ^

$o tiuit old. yna\LM ej fht Jitter arts }
Lit ptlc+Hrq -poeyut f is truer

ituuS jur ; that berth Art Cgrtnund̂ d In the m / f 
Turugh in, their trims jyrynadecus tUey art jree 

A n d  dijjererd'. Tijjereut too Hvtj land  .' 

A^SunUaturn /><j Hit CaercovtS Cyef 
Tkt Oipedenced heart f the Testiest han d  

It, Otdi a . iVcrh fvr nui+uj years CUud U^es
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In Memoriam, 1976

Sleep sound here , brother, by your tranquil bay! 
What can the tongue we both served now express 
Other than this ? All that is left to say 

Is loss and emptiness;

Empty as ocean stretches towards the pole 
Beyond this island which you loved, my friend, 
This island where at last you reached your goal 

Of landfall at land’s-end;

The island which your lucid poet’s eye 
Made living verse: wildflower and sedge and tree 
And creatures of its bushland, beach and sky 

Took root in poetry;

Until a world to which your poet’s mouth 
Gave being and utterance, country of the heart, 
Land of the Holy Spirit in the South 

Became its counterpart.

It was my island too, my boyhood’s home,
My ‘land of similes’; from all you gave,
This I hold close and cherish, as I come 

To your untimely grave.

Where the great mount’s apocalyptic beast 
Now guards your bones and watches from the height, 
Fixing his lion gaze towards the east 

For the return of light,

Standing on this last promontory of time 
I match our spirits, the laggard and the swift;
Though we shared much beside the gift of rhyme, 

Yours was the surer gift.

Your lamp trimmed, full of oil, you went before 
Early to taste the Bridegroom’s feast of song;
Wait for me friend, till I too reach that door;

I shall not keep you long.

A. D. H ope
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James McAuley was one of Aust
ralia’s most distinguished poets. His 
Collected Poems 1936-1970 reveal 
his stature, and the wide range of his 
intellect. He was equally at home in 
both academic and literary circles. 
He was editor of Quadrant and after 
accepting an invitation to become 
Reader in Poetry at the University of 
Tasmania, he was later appointed 
Professor of English, a post which he 
held until his death in 1976.

Patricia Giles, Hobart-born, is one 
of Tasmania’s most prolific painters 
of its landscape. She studied with the 
late Jack Carington-Smith, and com
pleted a Diploma of Fine Arts before 
embarking on a teaching career.

The demand for her work became 
so great that she abandoned teaching 
for full-time painting. Her know
ledge of the Tasmanian landscape, 
its flora and fauna, is remarkable.
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