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In BLACK & WHITE
Australia: 1960 – 1975



1960 - 1975
These were indeed momentous years, not merely from a historical 
perspective, for this was the period during which our species made 
the ominous evolutionary transition from explosive population growth 
to global fecundity decline. 

In 1963 the population was growing exponentially at more than 2% 
a year; yet within a decade its annual growth rate had peaked and 
begun to fall precipitously. It is now 1.1% and still collapsing.*

In evolutionary terms, this unprecedented transition signalled the 
end of 200,000 years of astonishing success for our species, success 
that had taken it from a precarious birth on the cusp of extinction to 
plague-like domination  of the planet’s surface … and all that in the 
blink of an evolutionary eye!

* See Appendix A, p.98



CAUTION:  This essay contains images 
of  Aboriginal people who have since died. 

In view of the evolutionary significance of our current fecundity collapse 
I have avoided the glib cultural propaganda that commonly accompa-
nies documentary images, and I have replaced it with a sparse mix of 
poetry and evolutionary comment. Within these few lines I have tried to 
hint at the gritty genetic machinery that underpins our gaudy mask of 
morality and culture, the very real machinery that drives the ineluctable 
juggernaut of biological evolution.  

It follows then, that the images in this pictorial essay are work, not 
‘Art’, a distinction that is deeply satisfying to me. And objectivity? 
Well it always was a sterile old fraud.



 Born of the ash of burnt-out stars, and shaped and driven as we are by the molecular code of DNA, 

we are intimately related to all life, to the sea that nurtured it, 

and to the rocks that gave it refuge.

Moonlight on Bunker Bay, WA.



We  come crying into this world;
the fine, warm silt of innumerable dreams. 

We come, heavy with the peculiar instincts of our blended origins, 
the summers and winters of those regions and the restless ebb 
and flow of their peoples. But baby scales show nothing of this.

We come bulging with potential and gaping with the flaws of our 
particular genetic heritage, and it is never a ‘Normal Birth’. 

We cry out, “Look! I am different from all before—I am ME!”  Yet 
the name-tag on our wrist and all the cards, forms and computers 
that register our arrival make no mention of it.

And yet, with that first cry, the human species is born afresh on 
this turbulent planet, and once again begins its age-old struggle 
for genetic survival.









Hands cling to hands, eyes linger on eyes, 
   and  thus begins the record of our hearts

Rabindranath Tagore 



We are the music makers,
… the dreamers of dreams.

Arthur William O’Shaughnessy



Sydney

In the morning 
of our days,  …

… when the senses are 
 unworn and tender.  

Edmund Burke.



Perth

Sydney

Sydney



Tread softly … 
… you tread on my dreams

W.B. Yeats

Perth



Deep inside, 
in that silent place, 
where a child’s fears crouch …

Lillian Smith

Perth

Perth



Perth.

Deformity has no hiding place.



Autism, Sydney.



… hide your face 
in my hair of grass, 

breathe deep 
 amid my flowers,

my flowers!
Mario Novaro

Perth

For all those others then …





Bathurst Island

The sky opens, the wind runs wild, and laughter passes over the earth 
Rabindranath Tagore



Meanwhile, deep inside each cell, 

    our DNA keeps whispering its primal imperative —      

Replicate!

Replicate!

Replicate!

Perth

Perth



 Gradually the child-cocoon falls away  …     unsheathing those amazing limbs and eyes …

WOMEN



… each sigmoid curve proclaiming the fractal entropy

of the universe*… 

* See p.99



Earth, my likeness.
Walt Whitman



Annie, Wilcannia

Dani, Perth



… In action how like an angel! …
the beauty of the world!
the paragon of animals! 

William Shakespeare

Perth



Perth



And  O! 
     the killing witchery that lies 
   in those soft, dark, delicious eyes!

Nizami (12th Century, Persian)





… in those soft, dark, delicious eyes!



And yet the urge to 

ornament remains, 

a testament to our 

reproductive genes …



… as each keeps 

whispering

‘Reproduce!

Reproduce!

Reproduce!’



Melbourne

Mataranka, NT.

As I gaze on your face, 
mystery overwhelms me; 
you, who belong to the world, 
have become mine!
  Rabindranath Tagore



Street singer, Sydney.

Sydney

Sydney
Alas, that Spring should vanish with the Rose … 



Perth

Sydney

… that Youth’s sweet-scented 
Manuscript should close. 

Omar Khayyam



 Therapist, Perth.

Yet if I did not work, these worlds would perish!
Bhagavad Gita, ~300 BC

School for deaf children, Perth.



Artist, Perth.

Mother, Melbourne.

Girlfriend, Sydney.



Children’s Outback Hostel,Tibooburra, NSW.

If I did not work … 



Perth

Melbourne

… these worlds would perish!



Sugarmill worker, QLD.

Railway fettlers, Perth.

Farmer, WA.

… if I did not work …

MEN



… these worlds would perish!Sydney



North-West Cape, WA

Perth

Sydney

… if I did not work …



Innisfail

Perth

… if I did not work …



Armed manhunt 
Lancelin, WA.

… if I did not work …

Sydney



Sydney

Sydney

… these worlds would perish!



Anna Creek Station, SA

… if I did not work …



… these worlds would perish!

Dr Derek Denton and team, Howard Florey Institute, Melbourne.  

Dr Gustav Nossal, Walter and Eliza Hall Institute, Melbourne.



Daly Waters, NT.

Anna Creek Station, SA.

This was a land of  simple faiths … work hard, play hard …



Sydney

Tibooburra, NSW.



… a place where real men can still 

geld a brumby with a blunt penknife … 

Hidden Valley Station, NT.



Perth

For here, the game was all and winners were gods.



Perth

Here, winning wasn’t everything …



Snowy Mts, NSW 

Perth

Perth



Perth

… it was the only thing!



Sydney

Sydney



In our species’ armoury of evolutionary weapons mysticism was our sharpest blade. 
It bound us into tribes, distinguished ‘right’ from ‘wrong’, identified ‘friend’ and ‘foe’, 
and placed us at the centre of our perceived universe. Threaten any one of us and the 
whole tribe would unite to retaliate —with disproportionate savagery.
 
Here was the weapon that saved our physically inept species from the jaws of ice-age 
predators that were far stronger, faster and better armed than we were. Here was the 
Excalibur that took us from the brink of extinction to world domination in the blink of 
an evolutionary eye.

And here too, is the blade that will run us through when our little play is done.

MYSTICISM*
Our Excalibur … Our Nemesis 

(a) The ability to believe the unbelievable and to attach un-natural  ‘significance’ to anything that might enhance or impair 
our genetic survival. 
(b) A genetic mechanism that evolved to disable the rational cortex via emotion in order to promote altruistic cooperation in 
gene-threatening circumstances.   

*



Ah, woe to that heart in which there is no passion!
Omar Khayyam, ~1120 AD

Stations of the Cross, Sydney.

Anzac dawn Bathurst.



Anzac Day, Sydney, 1972

MYSTICISM: 
our Excalibur …



Vietnam ‘lottery winner’, Perth

Training for Vietnam, Perth

… and our nemesis.



MYSTICISM: 
our refuge …

Sydney

Perth

Sydney



 The Domain, Sydney.

 Sydney

… and salvation.



Political rally,  Perth, 1968.

Vietnam war protest, Perth, 1968.

MYSTICISM:  our lethal flaw.

Vietnam war protest, sydney, 1971.



Vietnam war protest, Perth.



The Domain, Sydney

By 1970, old idols were 

falling, old creeds were 

crumbling …

MYSTICISM: 
the foundation

of civilization



Sydney

… and everywhere was change …

Sydney



Robbed of their land, their dreaming, and all too often, even their children, Aboriginal Australians continued to sip the same 

poisoned cup of ‘civilisation’ that had undone all the world’s great hunter-gatherer cultures …

     the Veddas,

     the Ainu, 

     the Inuit, 

     the San … 

… and yet, for some Australians, nothing changed.

Last of the desert people, near Jigalong mission, WA, 1959.



The first Australians were the authors of the oldest art in 
the southern hemisphere. It was characterised by abstract 
designs and ant-like figures (LEFT). The earliest examples 
appear to have been engraved into the primordial rocks of 
Australia’s north-west some 20,000–30,000 years ago. 

This totemic art eventually blossomed into a wide spec-
trum of unique painting styles, including the dot paintings 
of central Australia and the unique “X-ray” paintings of the 
Arnhem Plateau (BELOW). 

Gallery Hill, north-western WA

X-Ray Art: spirit figures and a barramundi at Little Nourlangie, Kakadu Nat. Pk, NT 



Jigalong, WA

Uluru, NT

But spears, boomerangs and rock engravings 
proved to be a poor defence against squatters 
guns, poisoned flour and predatory evangelists. 



Children were ‘rescued’ 
and put ‘into care’, while 
nurses and flying doctors 
toiled to stem the grow-
ing tide of mental and 
physical ailments that 
invariably attend such 
meticulous cultural de-
construction.   

Western NSW  

Perth
Perth



Booraloola, NT.

North-western WA



And despite protests, like this one …

Canberra, 1972.



Canberra, 1972.
… down at the courthouse, it was business as usual. 



Bob Bellear, future barrister and Judge, Canberra, 1972.



But surely, Economic Growth would solve such problems ? 

Melbourne

The Ghan to Alice Springs, NT



Mareeba, QLD

Aerial: White Cliffs, NSW

… so Growth and 

Prosperity reigned 

unchallenged …

Mt Newman, WA.



Sydney

Melbourne

Melbourne

… and they imposed 

their standard fee …



Perth

Carnarvon, WA

Queenstown, Tasmania.



Cape York rainforest, QLD



Where is the thicket? Gone … Where is the eagle? Gone … The end of living … and the beginning 0f survival.  
                 Chief Seattle,  1855.



 So Australia’s GDP 

grew, and grew, 

bringing ‘wealth and 

happiness to all’ …

 

Sydney



Sydney 

Perth



Hammond, SA

QLD

Perth

The spell of the homeless wind has touched me,
I know not when and where …

Tagore



Sydney 

Sydney 



They used to tell me I was building a dream, 
with peace and glory ahead …

‘Brother, can you spare a dime?’ 
E.Y. Harburg, 1932.

Anzac Day, 1972, Sydney .



Drifters, Cossack, WA

Rainforest, QLD

And yet there is a rare strain of 

men and women who remain 

unbowed by the ravages 

of Prosperity …



Pemsioner, Perth. 



Perth



Byron Nathan, goat farmer, Boulia, QLD.



Annie Wharton, 
Wilcannia, NSW.



… and in those moist and secret places 

the music of the genes plays sweetly on …

Redfern, Sydney



Perth 

As the generation of leaves, 
so is that of men.

Homer, ~900 BCE

Perth 



And so together we walk a little way along the sand, 

      and our footprints are gone in the morning. 

But it is enough.
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the morning of their days’, when their senses were indeed unworn and tender.



Requiem: In Black-and-White 
Photography is by far the greatest medium of 
graphic communication that our species has ever 
devised. Most wonderful of all, it was born with 
an umbilical link to the natural world: you could 
photograph only what you could see, and you had 
to be there to record it. So some degree of docu-
mentary truth was unavoidable.

The other gift photography gave us was its sym-
bolic nature. Early photographs portrayed the 
world in monochrome. We see in colour. There-
fore, to interpret the symbols of reality that were 
inherent in a black-and-white image, the view-
er’s analytical brain had to be switched on and 
fully engaged. This fact enabled a good black-
and-white to deliver far more ‘significance’ and 
‘meaning’ than any coloured image.

That remains true. If your primary photographic 
intent is to describe the external appearance of 
something, use colour. But if you want to convey 
significance and arouse the viewer’s emotions, 
use the symbolism that is implicit in monochrome 
imagery. It is a form of graphic communication 
that began with a Neolithic finger dipped in wet 
ochre more than 40,000 years ago. Like a cave 
painting, the black-and-white image speaks to us 
by means of its emotion-laden symbols of reality, 
thus tapping directly into the mother tongue of 

1/3

POSTSCRIPT



our ancient hominid genes. Being both symbolic and documentary, photography of-
fered our species a graphic language of unrivalled relevance and potency. 

In the heyday of photojournalism the camera allowed us, for the very first time in his-
tory, to look directly at the world through eyes other than our own, almost as though 
we were there. And if the photographer happened to be one of the Rembrants of the 
medium, the pictures enabled us to ‘see’ events more clearly than if we had indeed 
been there. This was not mere Art, this was communication in its highest form. At 
their best, photographs could reaffirm, validate, highlight and even redirect people’s 
lives to a degree that other graphic arts could not even approach. And black-and-
white photographs worked this magic best of all.

This picture of my daughter was used in 
an advertisement for Nikon cameras. The 
caption read: “Everything you need at the 
touch of a button!”

The ad was internationally successful be-
cause it happened to punch the oldest 
genetic buttons in the human brain—the 
sex-and-reproduction buttons in the 
mammal-reptile structures at its core.
 
No other form of communication can so 
easily cross all cultural boundaries and 
instantly generate a universal response. 

2/3



Great photographs are the progeny of the photographer’s love affair with life. 
The more sensitive the photographer and the more intense the affair, the more 
elegant and meaningful are the photographic offspring of that passion. That is 
why the great black-and-white pictures from the past live on, and why colour 
shots are soon forgotten; why the distinction between colour and monochrome 
is like the distinction between lust and love—the former mundane, the latter 
sublime.

The heyday of black-and-white photojournalism is long passed and most of its 
pioneering giants—people like Paul Stieglitz, Dorothea Lange, Henri Cartier-
Bresson, W. Eugene Smith, Alfred Eisenstaedt, and Ansel Adams—are long dead. 
But their love of life and the world around them lives on in their pictures; and 
these, in turn, breathe life into photographic books, magazines, homes, offices, 
restaurants, and even a few art galleries.

Thanks to digital technology the world of images has never seemed so rich and 
colourful as it does today. But digital imaging has severed photography’s crucial 
link to the real world. The most bizarre figments of human imagination may now 
be conjured up in gaudy photographic detail without the author’s fingers ever 
leaving the computer keyboard. The torrent of imagery that springs from this 
innovation intoxicates the senses with its fictional drama and graphic opulence; 
but such constant visual and emotional overload only lowers our threshold of 
satiation, breeding apathy, boredom, and distrust —of all images. As a result, we 
become increasingly insensitive to documentary photographs in general, and to 
monochromes in particular. And this creeping blindness, like cataracts, leaves us 
immeasurably poorer. 

≈

3/3



This graph pinpoints our species’ historic transition 
from explosive exponential growth to precipitous de-
cline. It occurred between 1960 and 1975.

Judging by evidence from other species, our decline 
precisely echoes the standard culling process that cuts 
in to prevent animal species from totally destroying 
their habitats during plague cycles. This automatic 
culling mechanism commonly appears soon after the 
exponential growth rate exceeds 2% and just before the 
environment collapses. 

Our growth rate peaked at just over 2.1% a year in 
1966-7. It’s now about 1.1% and falling fast.

The hormone-regulated mechanism that finally put 
an end to our exponential growth was first identified 
in 1936 by Hans Selye, a Canadian endocrinologist. It 
is known as the General Adaptation Syndrome and in-
corporates a wide spectrum of social, endocrinal and 
environmental factors that contribute to a general fe-
cundity collapse. But, being anthropocentric  and mys-
tical by genetic definition,* we will choose to attribute 
our looming decline to a combination of environmen-
tal disturbance and ‘moral’ decay.

THE GENERAL ADAPTATION SYNDROME
Plague species: Homo sapiens

APPENDIX A

0.0
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POPULATION
COLLAPSE

growth
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Based on UN data, 2004

POPULATION GROWTH
Expressed in percent per year

current
trend

The solid black line displays
recent fluctuations in the growth
rate of the global population.
The bell curve (in red) traces
the pattern of population growth
and decline that characterises
an animal in plague mode. 

© REG MORRISON
regm@optusnet.com.au

World
War II

post-war
baby boom

* The Spirit in the Gene. (New York: Cornell University Press, 1999).
   Plague Species: Is it in Our Genes? (Sydney: New Holland, 2003).  



GLOSSARY (for page 23): ‘sigmoid’, ‘fractal entropy’.

FRACTAL ENTROPY:  
The gradual dissipation (‘entropy’) of original Big-Bang energy creates patterns that reccur throughout the cosmos 
at all scales of magnitude from the cosmic to the microscopic. Such reccurrence is ‘fractal‘.

L: Cloud of hydrogen 
and interstellar dust, 
Eagle Nebula.
(Hubble Image, NASA)

R: Chaotic and fractal 
energy flow within a 
soap film.

L: Dune field 
on Mars.
(NASA image)

R: Rippled 
dune, Great 
Sandy Desert, 
WA.

SIGMOID:  
(a) S-shaped, like the Greek letter sigma.

A typical flow pattern of kinetic energy; a flow 
pattern which characterises young, powerful 
energy systems and is a principal feature in all 
the physical structures that our energy-hungry 
species perceives to be ‘beautiful’.

SIGMOID

Spiral-sigmoidal 
eddies in cloud 
over the Azores.
(NASA satellite 
image)

APPENDIX B

SEE ALSO: “Fingerprints of the Cosmos” at: http://regmorrison.edublogs.org/ (‘ARTICLES’)

http://regmorrison.edublogs.org/


Biographical note 
Originally a West Australian newspaperman, Reg 
Morrison is now a Sydney-based writer-photogra-
pher who, for the past 25 years, has specialised in 
environmental and evolutionary matters. 
Most of the pictures in this retrospective essay 
were published in his first book, Australians Ex-
posed  (Paul Hamlyn, Sydney, 1973). They doc-
umented some of the major social changes that 
were becoming evident in Australia at that time. 

AUSTRALIANS
EXPOSED

REG MORRISON

APPENDIX C

Reg’s recent book, The Spirit in the Gene 
(Cornell University Press, New York, 1999), was 
republished in 2003 by New Holland, Sydney, 
under the title Plague Species: Is it in our 
Genes? The book summarises the impact that 
humans have had on the biosphere, and ex-
plores the evolutionary origins of the behaviour 
that produced this impact. 

Other books by Reg Morrison:
 Australia’s Four-Billion-Year Diary, Sainty & Associates, 2005.
 Australia, Land Beyond Time, New Holland Publishers, 2002 
         (original title: The Voyage of the Great Southern Ark, 1988).
 The Great Australian Wilderness, Phillip Mathews Publishers, 1993.



The images in this collection are subject to the author’s copyright unless

 otherwise indicated.
 

 Reproduction rights and photographic prints may be obtained 
via email application to:

regm@optusnet.com.au

Website: http://regmorrison.edublogs.org/

http://regmorrison.edublogs.org/
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