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Thomas Shapcott, Traveldice. University of Queensland Press, 1987. 
$7.95 (paper) 84pp. 

Traveldiceis the latest title in this prolific Queensland poet's list of 
collections. Browsing down the contents page alerts the reader to Shap-
cott's crowded itinerary for a global journey, with subtle view of the life 
of a poet. There are memorable stop-overs in Italy and Greece, Canada, 
Australia, but for much of this journey the dice has rolled to register that 
other reality of travel, weariness. In the series "Greek Postcards" (p. 
44-48), however, the travelogue is well sustained and detailed; "Leros is 
an island gnawed by the erosion/ of people." (p.  47). The conversational 
style complements and allows time for recording the poet's insights. 

Travel is of culture, the mind and the life, as well as of geography: 
Shapcott has communicated this, particularly where the collection 
pauses to take a cautious look at being fifty years into a past. Con-
sciousness of an ageing process is one effect skilfully achieved, through 
balancing memory within the present: 

Genes hold the trump card though I have 
invented myself continuously. When I was fifteen 
I had a sharp tongue and did everything myself 
because nobody in my family understood. 
My daughter makes her own way with gestures 
of her great-grandmother. Turning fifty 
is a way to arbitrate between all these claimants 
and to catalogue the library of Alexandria 
in the drive-in video supermarket. 

"Turning Fifty" (p. 82) 

Some insights offer compassion, neatly tailored with irony as in "Fairy 
Penguins, Phillip Island" (p.  67), and "Bath: The Ralph Allen Guided 
Walk and Study Tour" (p.  18). 

It is the poet's contrasting changes in style, however, which add 
sparkle, for example in "Life Taste (VI)": 

We inhabit 
each other. 

There is salt edge 
to our hunger 

grains of sand 
entering the melon 

our bodies 
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are rubbed our flanks 
have the gift 

of sand 
tongues. 

(p. 75) 
Flying appears to cause an immediate sense of stress, in the title 

poem (p. 53), restated in "Aeroplane" (p. 13), and summed up neatly 
when "The elastic twangs/ right back to ground. Rebound." 
("Rebound" p.  52). With the consciousness of ageing, however, Shap-
cott explores a more challenging sense of the stress of travel: 

Like wheatseeds out of a Nile tomb 
the stored relics shoot 
as soon as they are brought into the light 
and send nerve roots 
deep into the alive brain. 
I cannot sleep. 

"Museum Insomniac" (p.  37) 
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Michael Sariban, A Formula For Glass, University of Queensland Press, 
1987. $7.95 (paper) 103 pp. 

and all the words that never found words 
surrender without a fight I capitulate 
at the edge of a painting, I am swallowed 
by the frame 
And he is ravenous for more 

"Monet In Black & White" p.  73 

The poems of Michael Sariban in A Formula For Glass are characte-
rised by this verbal energy which urges the reader to a variety of 
locations in place and experience. Childhood, in Berlin, is revisited in the 
first section. In "Returning," the reality of meeting again the father, 
after years of not knowing, is captured deftly: 

the afternoon tips back like an hourglass 
I am history book and camera 	I am 
my father's diary 	but the day he was here 
eludes me 	it's clear I've had my best chance 
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