In Sunny Days of Wir

Now that the sunny days of winter are Now that the sunny days of winter are

| feel myself down amidst the roots of the grassdsam deep amidst the roots of the grasses,

down where all life has its beginning and endingwhere everything but steel and concrete and ledgers

| feel myself amidst the roots of the grasses,  have their beginning and ending,

feeding on humus and the warm black blankgt oaddoaithout which even they, even they,

the diet of decomposed leaves, of last year's weeaslld be less powerful and more meaningless

of chemicals manufactured in those blind factoriéisan the fractured ploughshare and the broken adze,

the bellies of tirelessly working worms. more blind and meek and vacant of conscious purpose
than the burrowing and all-powerful worm

This is the diet on which all living for eger feast that down in his dark and fertile universe

the fertility that is skin-deep upon the world toils tirelessly among the roots of the grasses

— rotted weeds, rocks fretted down to matrl, where in these sunny days of winter | have Yithdergints

crumbled leaves, twigs fallen and perished, that they too may feed upon the diet that thestaorid.

earth transmuted by blind chemistry of worms —

the humus-rich nine inches that enwraps the earim Mudie

and upon which feeds everything that lives,

all beasts and birds, man, and all green creatureshe Penguin Book of Australian, ¥drd¢arry Heseltine, 1972.

lan Mudie (1911-1976) was a keen evangelist fortralian literature. He was active in the
Australian Society of Authors, national presidelig9-60) of the Fellowship of Australian
Writers, editor-in-chief (1960-65) of Rigby Ltd, Iplishers, and an organizer of Writers'
Week at the Adelaide Festival of Arts from its iptien in 1960 until 1972. A deep love of
the land and its inhabitants are recurrent theméssi poetry; so, too, are harsh criticisms of
Europeans for the way they treated the indigeneople and desecrated the environment.
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