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				In memory of the late The Hon. 

				Frank Walker QC

				‘Frank Walker’s long service and commitment to people with mental illness has been long undervalued. He has inspired all of us professionally and personally to do just a little bit more. Frank’s motivation was to succeed for those that society had cast as the underclass; never for personal gain—with Frank it was always very personal.

				Frank knew that too many people with a mental illness ended up before the courts and often in prison as a consequence of their illness and he knew this was wrong.’

				Rob Ramjan AM

				CEO Schizophrenia Fellowship of NSW Inc

				July 2012

			

		

	
		
			
				

				‘Anthony Waterlow was clearly very ill with paranoid schizophrenia at the time he murdered his father and sister. He needed help. Yet Anthony’s ongoing rejections of hospitalisation and medication seemed always to be accepted. As a consequence, a desperately sad tragedy occurred. As I read the Waterlow family’s story, much of it sounded similar to my own experiences when my elder son had the same illness and ultimately killed himself. These aren’t easy issues to resolve, which is why I believe they need ongoing review—meantime, thank you to Pamela Burton for bringing compassion and a clear mind to tackling such a difficult subject.’

				Anne Deveson AO, patron of SANE Australia

				21 August 2012
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				Author’s note

				I first heard about the Waterlow family tragedy from a friend. She was angry about the mental health system’s ineptitude and apparent failure to help Anthony and his family. My initial reaction was to empathise with her anger in the context of her grief for her friend Nick Waterlow and his daughter Chloe, and to explain the complexity involved in decision-making where an individual’s right to refuse treatment has to be weighed against the community’s right to be protected from possible violence. It could not have been as black and white as she described it. Or could it?

				My curiosity aroused, I ‘googled’ news reports of the killings. There were reports of Anthony having a longstanding mental illness, but no mention of my friend’s account of Anthony threatening to kill relatives in the United Kingdom three years earlier. She had told me about efforts his family had made from that time on to have him receive the treatment he needed, though against his will, and of the mental health and court systems’ failure to intervene when markers were evident of trouble ahead.

				Widening my search, I embarked on interviews and research in the United Kingdom and Australia. I soon discovered that Nick Waterlow was widely regarded as the gentle giant of Australian art, a Sydney art curator of international standing. Moreover, I learnt that this sad and terrible story was just one of many tragedies involving people with mental illnesses whose families have been unable to access the medical help their loved ones required, and in which opportunities for early intervention have been missed. The Waterlow story was perhaps more blatant than most, though, because it was clear a decade before the tragic climax that Anthony was unhappily spiralling down a path of self-destruction through mental illness, terrifying and hurting others, particularly friends and family members, on the way.

				The telling of the story will undoubtedly cause pain to family members and friends, for which I am deeply sorry. The decision to write the story was taken after consulting family members, friends and professionals in the field, and weighing up responses, including silence in the case of some. I received some pressure not to write the book, not from anyone who, raw with pain, did not wish to participate, but from people purporting to be concerned that the publication might impede Anthony’s treatment prospects. Their words of warning were not conveyed by Anthony, his lawyers or medical treating team, nor were they said to be made on his behalf. Lest it be thought that I did not heed these ‘warnings’, it is important to say that I sought advice and searched my soul before deciding to continue.

				The perspectives of Anthony’s treating psychiatrists at St Vincent’s ought to be fairly represented. Unfortunately, though understandably, they are not free to talk. Peter McGeorge, now Director of the new O’Brien Centre at St Vincent’s—a far cry from the facility and services that were formerly available at Caritas—was advised not to be interviewed for the purpose of this book. Had there been a coroner’s inquiry, or a defended murder trial, Dr McGeorge would in all likelihood have given evidence as to his thinking when assessing Anthony’s treatment options.

				I regret any pain the book might cause Anthony. I am hopeful it will provide those who knew him, as well as strangers interested in the story, with a better understanding of what happened to him and that in some way its publication might assist his chances of successfully re-engaging with the community into which he will presumably someday be released.

				Over all, those consulted acknowledged that Nick Waterlow was likely to have wanted his story told, to highlight the suffering of those with a serious mental illness, their families and their carers at the hands of a broken mental health system. They were also keen to have Nick Waterlow’s contribution to Australian culture recognised. There were others, many of whom do not want to be publicly acknowledged, who saw the importance of the story and generously gave of their time. I proceeded with the intention of achieving both these objects.

				I embarked on the work at the behest of my concerned friend, who urged that the story be told in the public interest, and that research into the deaths of Chloe and Nick Waterlow might reveal what went wrong in a long chain of events leading to their deaths. An explanation, or at least a better understanding, of what happened and how it occurred might offer some comfort to those bewildered by the shocking way in which two lives were lost, and the lives of so many others irreparably damaged.

				The story that follows tells little of Chloe’s tragically curtailed life. This is a deliberate omission out of respect for her husband and children. The further suffering that delving into Chloe’s life might cause the family is not warranted. She was loved and important to many people and had the prospect of a happy and successful future. Pseudonyms have been used for the children’s names.

				The respect held for Nick Waterlow and for his remarkable contribution to Australian culture has, in death, empowered him and his daughter, Chloe, to deliver a strong social message: it is society’s responsibility to properly care for those with serious mental illness—at a minimum, to ensure that the same level of care and access to medical and other appropriate interventions is provided as for other illnesses. Politicians, social policy advisers, medical professionals, and those working in the areas of mental health and the law know what changes have to be made; they’re all there in the many reports and expert recommendations that lie around on public servants’ desks waiting for the social and political will necessary to implement them.

				Pamela Burton

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Prologue

				When he entered a room, Anthony, at thirty-nine, still turned heads—particularly those of young women. He was tall, with wide shoulders, and had a lean, strong physique. He had arresting, deep-set dark blue eyes that sparkled when he smiled and thick, black wavy hair trimmed to rest gently on his open-neck shirt collar. He appeared confident, but when he started chatting he sometimes displayed an unexpected humbleness, which only added to his charm.

				As a child, he was exuberant and adventurous, sometimes leading younger children into misadventure, and he was popular as a teenager. These days, his confidence was undermined by uncertainty. After a few drinks this might change. He could quickly become the centre of attention and dominate the conversation. Right now, he was plagued by suspicion.

				It was early October 2006 in London. Anthony Waterlow was among family and friends. There was his grandmother, Barbara Waterlow—or Baba, as everyone affectionately called her—whom he had travelled from Australia to visit, and a distant cousin, Prue, and her daughter Antonia. Newlyweds Sophie and Tom and several other close friends completed the small gathering.

				They all knew and loved Anthony, but since his arrival in London some months earlier, his behaviour had alarmed them. A few weeks before, during a game of croquet, he had raised his mallet behind Antonia’s back as if to strike her. When a close friend had firmly told Anthony to put the mallet down, he had, before storming off. This and some other incidents had convinced his family that he needed help. He was not well, his relatives told him. He argued that he would be fine if the people pursuing him would go away and leave him alone.

				Now, during dinner, a switch flicked in his mind. The scene before him suddenly changed: something triggered a belief in Anthony that the group before him was working on a plan to harm him. He accused them of recording him. He imagined there was a mobile phone set to video him. He tried to separate what the people around him were saying from the voices that were intruding in his head. The group witnessed the change. He appeared agitated and angry; his face was wild, as if someone else was inside his head looking out of his now steely blue eyes. With fists clenched, he shouted, ‘I’m going to kill you all.’

				Anthony then launched himself towards Tom, the strongest in the group, shouting, ‘I’m going to throw you out of the window.’

				In chorus, everyone screamed at him, ‘Don’t, Anthony! Stop!’

				Anthony grabbed a knife and wielded it threateningly. Most of those gathered cowered in a corner while his grandmother, Baba, then ninety-four, yelled at him to get out of the house. Anthony took off out the front door, terrified, flinging the knife in the garden as he went.

				The terrorised family rang the police. Officers arrived promptly and listened to their story. The police insisted that some family members go with them to find Anthony. It was not difficult. He was standing calmly on the nearby tube station platform waiting for a train.

				There was no wildness about him now. He had no weapon on him. No one had been hurt. The police talked to him and drove him to his temporary home in Balfern Street, Battersea, a few doors up from his grandmother’s house. They wrote in their incident report: ‘no sign of mental illness apparent’.

				The following morning, Anthony went straight to Baba’s home and confronted the elderly woman, demanding to know why she had allowed the police to be called. Anthony towered over her chair, yelling at her fiercely. Prue’s son, visiting, pulled him back in case he struck her.

				Antonia telephoned private psychiatrist Niall Campbell that morning. Anthony had gone to see him in mid-September because he was depressed and moody; on talking with him, Dr Campbell had concluded that he was suffering from a paranoid psychosis, a mental state in which there is a loss of contact with reality. In a report to Anthony’s referring general practitioner, Jeremy Russell, he stated that the most likely diagnosis was a ‘schizophrenic illness’. The terrible voices that convinced Anthony that people were hell-bent on harming him, or driving him to kill himself, were causing his violent outbursts. Dr Campbell had recommended that Anthony trial antipsychotic medication.

				But Anthony did not want to take medication; he had been informed about its possible side effects when it was first prescribed for him in Australia, and he feared that it would dull his senses and prevent him from performing well as an actor. Medication was not what he needed. He needed to be rid of the bullying voices; they were outside forces trying to cause him harm. There was one thing of which Anthony was sure: if he found out who the voices belonged to, he would kill them.

				When Antonia called Dr Campbell and told him of Anthony’s aggression and death threats the night before, he urged her to call Battersea Mental Health. ‘Ask the crisis team to assess Anthony under the Mental Health Act,’ he advised.

				The response was slow—and clumsy. Two police officers, two doctors and a social worker arrived unannounced at Anthony’s home about a week after the dinner party. The team had rejected an offer from Antonia to give them an account of Anthony’s outburst that night. Neither did they want to see a copy of the report that Dr Campbell had sent to Dr Russell. They would assess Anthony by talking with him.

				Anthony was calm, well presented and polite—the likeable young man his family knew him to be when he was in control of his head. He was upset that his relatives had taken this heavy-handed action, and said so. The team talked to him for three hours and decided that there was no need for Anthony to be admitted to hospital.

				The phone lines between London and Sydney were busy. The family felt helpless. Baba, in England, and Nicholas Waterlow, Anthony’s father in Australia, both loved Anthony, but their efforts to help him had been futile.

				Anthony already had a history of psychosis accompanied by hallucinatory voices and delusional beliefs. He had received police attention in Australia for damaging property. Physically threatening his family and friends, though, was an alarming new development. The October 2006 incident was a graphic warning of what might happen in the future. An opportunity for intervention by the mental health assessment team had been missed. Doctors Russell and Campbell, who had a handle on Anthony’s condition and were gaining his trust, had no opportunity to take further action.

				Three days later, on 14 October 2006, Anthony flew home to Australia.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				1

				The last day of two lives

				Monday 9 November 2009 was a sunny spring morning. Chloe Waterlow opened the front double windows to the verandah of the family’s fashionable east Sydney semi-detached home. It had a very lived-in look, with inexpensive but comfortable furniture, and clothes and toys that had been strewn around the hallway and living room faster than Chloe could pick them up and put them away. In the happy chaos, Chloe prepared her three children for their morning outing.

				Chloe’s four-year-old son, Charles, played ball games at Moore Park on Monday mornings. Chloe met up there with her friend Veronica, another mother, and they chatted for about an hour while they watched their children play. Chloe also had a daughter, Annie, almost three years old, and another son, Sammie, four months. She talked excitedly about the holiday in Fiji she and her husband, Ben, planned to take in two weeks’ time.

				Ben was in the United Kingdom and Chloe missed him. It was difficult coping with three children under five on her own, and the stress in Chloe’s voice each time she talked to Ben on the telephone told him so.

				But while he was away, Chloe made sure she was never on her own for long. She had the assistance of a cast of thousands, including a nanny and paid babysitters. Her father, Nick, and her brother Luke also rallied to help. Her friends, too, helped her out, particularly those who were mothers themselves. She was always warmly welcoming to her friends. She enjoyed cooking and had quiches and little cakes ready for visiting children and their parents, or chocolate fondant, cooked to the recipe of her English grandmother.

				The previous Saturday, two of Chloe’s friends and their children had spent the morning at her place. Seven children had run around until, in the course of the fun and play, Annie had cut her leg on the trampoline in the back garden. Activities ceased and everyone sat down for lunch before the visitors went home. Sammie had a sleep before their next engagement: a party at another friend’s house. Chloe, as always, was reported to appear cheerful.

				Ben rang her or emailed every day, giving her as much support and love as he could from far away. He was a kind man, well built, good-looking, prematurely balding, which somehow enhanced his presence. In contrast to Chloe’s outgoing and giving temperament, he was fairly quiet and reserved. His sensible nature had a steadying effect on the sometimes impetuous and bubbly Chloe.

				He had rung from London that Saturday evening, but Chloe had gone to dinner with friends, leaving her babysitter with the children. He spoke to the two older children. Ben called again on Sunday night, 8 November 2009. It was the last time he and Chloe would speak.

				For the past seven weeks, Ben had been in the United Kingdom doing some computer consulting work and looking for work opportunities. Chloe’s heart was set on the family going to London. She was born in England and, like Ben, had worked in London for several years. It was her second home. And she would feel a lot safer if she and Ben and the children moved to London, away from her eldest brother, Anthony. Thirty-six-year-old Chloe was the youngest of art curator Nick Waterlow’s three children. She had an established career in media marketing, and unlike her rather directionless brothers, Anthony and Luke, she was focused and settled.

				Anthony had a longstanding mental illness, which had reached what seemed to be a dangerous stage about three years earlier, when he had begun threatening family members. His behaviour was only likely to get worse so long as he refused the antipsychotic medication his psychiatrists had prescribed. She loved Anthony as a brother but lived in fear of him.

				Unfortunately, Ben had not found the openings for work he had hoped for in London, and he decided to continue his digital technology consultancy business in Sydney. He was coming home the following Sunday, 14 November 2009. Chloe and the children were counting the sleeps before he would return.

				¨

				If Chloe was apprehensive about Anthony visiting that Monday evening, her friendly smile masked it well. None of her friends or any of the many people she talked with that day noticed any anxiety. On the way home from Moore Park, Chloe and the children popped into the Corner Store at the top of Frenchman’s Road as they did most days. Young Charles claimed, as he usually did, a banana in the fruit rack at the door’s entrance. This habit earned him the name ‘Banana Boy’ from the shop owners. Then Charles and Annie clamoured for a sweet, a green or red jelly snake from the jar on the counter. As Chloe collected milk and a packet of crumpets, one of the owners bent over to talk to Annie. ‘She’s very cute,’ she told Chloe, who smiled and replied, ‘She’s gorgeous.’ The owner then peeked at the baby, murmuring more compliments, with which Chloe again proudly agreed.

				They arrived home before midday in time to meet Veronica, who had offered to have Charles at her house to give Chloe a break while her youngest two had their afternoon sleep. Charles was ready for her, his boogie board under one arm and his scooter planted firmly under one foot. Chloe handed Veronica an invitation to Annie’s third birthday party for 5 December.

				While the little ones slept, Chloe made an appointment with the children’s hairdresser that afternoon, and then chatted on the telephone to her friend Philippa. By the time she woke the two children to prepare them for the outing, the sky was a little cloudy, but the day was warm and there was no sign of rain. The windows stayed open. Chloe settled the baby into his stroller on the front verandah and set off up the hill towards Clovelly Road. Annie took little running steps to keep up while baby Sammie watched the world go by from his three-wheeled pusher. At the top of the street, they had an easy downhill walk to Kidz Lidz at the bottom of Frenchmans Road.

				Chloe chatted happily with the hairdresser about the children and mentioned that her husband had been away. She turned to Annie and said, ‘We miss Daddy, don’t we? We can’t wait till he comes home.’ Annie’s scalp needed treatment and would have to be checked again in a few days time, the hairdresser said. Chloe and the children left the salon and went next door to Daily Fresh to pick up some groceries. Chloe always waved and smiled to the shopkeepers as she passed by their windows, and this Monday as she walked back to the top of Frenchmans Road was no different.

				Her father, Nick, would bring the meal tonight—he had been doing this on Monday nights while Ben was away. He was a devoted grandfather, and usually he had lunch with Chloe, Ben and the children fortnightly on Sundays, minding the children afterwards so that Chloe and Ben could have an afternoon together.

				This evening, her father would bring Anthony. Usually, Luke would have been there too. He had looked after the children the last couple of Monday afternoons to give Chloe a break, and he had stayed to enjoy a meal with his father and sister. This time Chloe decided that it was best that Luke not be there—the odds of Anthony getting into a brawl were high. She never knew what to expect of Anthony when he visited.

				Chloe made a point of telling Luke she did not need him to look after the children that day, and asked him if he could sit with the children on Tuesday afternoon instead. Luke would sadly reflect on this for years to come. Chloe did not even tell Luke that Anthony was coming to dinner. Nor did she mention it to Ben. He had a rule that Chloe was not to see Anthony other than in his company or her father’s, but Chloe knew that Ben would not have liked Anthony coming to the house, even with Nick present. In fact, she had not mentioned the arrangements to see Anthony to Ben at any time while he had been away. It would have only angered him.

				Chloe had finally stopped inviting Anthony around after he had threatened her and her family on a number of occasions over the last three years, but she had kept in touch via email and continued to urge him to take his medication. She had expressed fear to some close friends of what he might do to her and of the risk of harm to her three children. To others, she did not mention she had a second brother.

				Feeling that he had been locked out of the family circle, Anthony had recently asked to see Chloe’s children. He had emailed Luke suggesting that it was something they should do together. Nick and Chloe, both motivated to improve family relationships, had gone along with Anthony’s request, knowing that removing themselves from him would aggravate his feeling of isolation and that if they were to have any success in urging him to take his medication they had to win his trust. Chloe had a big heart, but as Ben later lamented, common sense was not her forte.

				A family dinner had been arranged for Monday, 2 November. Luke had arrived but Anthony had not turned up. A new arrangement was made with Anthony for dinner the following Monday, but not conveyed to Luke, and Nick agreed to bring Anthony with him to Chloe’s home after work.

				Chloe and the children arrived to pick up Charles at Veronica’s house at around 3.45 p.m. Chloe and Veronica sat in the backyard under a tree while Chloe breastfed Sammie. While the four older children splashed around in the double shell pool, Chloe talked about the homeless man who had been hanging around Clovelly Road. He had caused concern to some of her neighbours over the last day or so and they had informed the police. She said to Veronica, ‘I might make him a meal—perhaps after Ben gets home—or I could take him a sandwich.’

				She and her children left Veronica’s around 4.45 p.m. to be home before her father arrived. She did not mention to Veronica that her father was bringing Anthony to tea. Annie shared the stroller with Sammie, and Charles used his scooter to keep up.

				¨

				Monday 9 November was an ordinary day for Nick Waterlow. He awoke in the apartment where he lived with his partner, Juliet Darling, in Woollahra in Sydney’s eastern suburbs. The elegant white facade of the building—a pair of terrace houses that had been converted into an apartment block—was guarded by a giant Port Jackson fig tree and hid a leafy tropical garden, fish pond and vegetable patch at the back. Their home sang quietly of comfort and cheer—a far cry from the shouting misery of Anthony’s shambles of a flat in a run-down terrace house in Stanmore, in Sydney’s inner west.

				The Waterlow family had been badly let down by a broken mental health system. Nick’s battle with the system to help Anthony was all the more poignant because of his own experience of mental illness. While Nick overcame his own demons to achieve high standing in Australia’s art world, Anthony continued to slide in the opposite direction—first through cracks in the mental health system, then through its gaping holes. Over a period of years he descended into a state of private hell.

				Romy, Nick’s wife and the children’s mother, had died in 1998. It was Nick’s task to keep the family bonded. It was not easy. He loved his children but was not used to his new role, and like Chloe, sometimes his heart overruled his common sense.

				Ever since Anthony had begun threatening or physically attacking family and close friends, the sibling divide had become a chasm. This threw Nick into a painful dilemma. He did not tell Juliet half of what went on. She and the children already had strained relations and he did not want to inflame the situation.

				Like Chloe, Nick had enjoyed his weekend. On Saturday night, he and Juliet had attended the University of New South Wales’ Back to Bacchus Ball, part of the university’s sixtieth anniversary celebrations. Sixty-eight years old, but unwilling to embrace old age and in good shape—on occasions he still squeezed into a Liberty floral shirt purchased in London when he was younger—Nick had jived enthusiastically to the live band, the Excellent Iguanas. The toga-themed Bacchus balls had been legendary in Sydney in the sixties and seventies. Juliet, a filmmaker, writer and artist, had danced joyfully with him, though she was too young to remember the extravagant indulgences of times past. As they danced, Juliet had called out above the music, ‘I love the way you celebrate life; life itself.’

				The next night, Nick and Juliet had dined with arts patrons Gene and Brian Sherman. They had a lot to talk about. Nick, as Director of the Ivan Dougherty Gallery of the University of New South Wales’ College of Fine Arts (COFA), had helped to negotiate federal government funding of $48 million, which had been allocated in the May 2009 budget for a redevelopment project. The Shermans supported the initiative, and a year later would make a $2 million contribution to the building of new galleries, one of which would, as it transpired, be named the Waterlow Gallery in Nick’s honour.

				Monday was a let-down for Nick after a weekend of partying. He and Juliet went for a walk in Cooper Park, Woollahra, early in the morning. She noticed his mood; she thought he seemed nervous about something but she did not raise it with him. He dropped her off at the railway station and he went on to his place of work, the gallery at COFA.

				Juliet rang him around lunchtime because of her concern. He had the Monday blues, he said. Plans were progressing for COFA’s new state-of-the-art teaching, studio and gallery facility. It was a project close to Nick’s heart, although he did not enjoy the administrative aspect of his work. He did not mention that Anthony would be joining him and Chloe for dinner that night.

				At midday Nick saw the manager of Macquarie Group’s art collection. Nick was consultant to the group’s art acquisition committee, providing advice on its purchases of contemporary Australian landscape art. Late in the afternoon he spoke to his mate Alan Krell about catering for the party in December to celebrate the closing of the gallery to make way for the new buildings. Nick was his usual self. Before he left that afternoon, close to five o’clock, he told his assistant that he was going to help Chloe with the children. If he was apprehensive, he mentioned it to no one. But then, Nick kept his family torment to himself.

				¨

				Chloe and the children arrived home before 5 p.m. The homeless man she had talked to her friend about had settled himself down on the ground, leaning his back against her front garden wall.

				At about 5.10 p.m. Chloe rang her babysitter to make arrangements for her to look after the children the next morning. Her brother Luke would take over in the afternoon. She ended the call with a cheery ‘See you tomorrow.’

				It was a pleasant afternoon, and she and the children went into the backyard while waiting for Nick and Anthony. She made some more phone calls from her mobile while the older children played. The baby was with her in his basket. As Nick and Anthony had not arrived by 5.45 p.m., Chloe had time to text another friend.

				At about 5.20 p.m. Nick met Anthony at Central Station. Anthony put his backpack in the boot of Nick’s black Honda Jazz. They picked up dinner and then they drove on to Chloe’s. They arrived just after 5.45 p.m.

				The family never sat down for their evening meal.

				¨

				Clovelly Road was closed to traffic as police vehicles and ambulances streamed in, sirens sounding and blue lights flashing. Word spread quickly about the bloody tragedy. It was rumoured that another family member had been in the house where the slain bodies of Chloe and Nick Waterlow lay. Anthony was nowhere to be found. The news broke over Sydney’s eastern suburbs and sent ripples across the art world in Australia and overseas.

				Behind the tragedy was an all-too-common experience. The stories of suicide and sadness that affect ordinary families mostly go unheard. And when family members are violently killed by one of their own, the sensational media headlines are usually short lived. But the deeply mourned loss of Nick and Chloe Waterlow generated broader interest. Nick Waterlow loomed large in Australia’s cultural life. Anthony Waterlow, eventually arrested for the murder of his father and sister, has a different but equally compelling story.
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				The Waterlow family: a portrait

				The Waterlow story starts in England. In times past, the family was one of the wealthiest and most influential in London, but it has had a chequered history of fortunes made and lost. Ironically, this heritage meant that Anthony, while waiting in a Sydney gaol to be tried for murder, became a baronet-in-waiting as a consequence of having killed his father.

				Good fortune came to the Waterlow family with the Industrial Revolution. In 1810, James Waterlow (1790–1876) founded a printing business, which benefited from the development of the railway system and from the growth of banking, shipping and insurance. James eventually took his five sons into partnership. One of those sons, Sydney Hedley Waterlow, is credited with building the family’s wealth. In 1872, he gave Lauderdale House and its grounds to the public, and in recognition, he was made a baronet in 1873, so commencing the ‘London’ line of Waterlow baronets. A statue of Sir Sydney stands proudly on the London estate now known as Waterlow Park.

				Hereditary baronetcies were originally bestowed by the king in recognition of a family’s nobility—or wealth, as a grant of money or land to the Crown was regarded as an act of nobility. Upon a baronet’s death, the right to the baronetcy and knighthood passes to his eldest son. In terms of rank, a baronet is placed below a baron, but above a knight, other than a Knight of the Garter.

				Nick Waterlow was ‘heir presumptive’ for the baronetage but was never likely to have inherited the title as he was older than the current baronet, Sir Christopher Rupert Waterlow. Sir Christopher, born in 1958, is childless and likely to remain so. On his death, the title will revert to the family line of Sir Christopher’s grandfather’s next oldest son, Nick’s father. As Nick and his father are dead, Anthony stands to become Sir Anthony Waterlow, the sixth London Waterlow baronet.

				Nick Waterlow did not reject his heritage. He boasted to one of his Australian friends, artist Brian McKay, with a twinkle in his eye, that his great-great-grandfather, Sir Sydney Waterlow, was Lord Mayor of London, having attained the position in 1872. Nick proudly showed McKay the black lord mayoral cape with brilliant red silk lining and the red felt-lined hat that went with the position. ‘He delighted in putting on the cape like a child dressing up, but resisted donning the hat because it ruffled up his comb-over!’ recalled McKay. A generation later, in 1929, Sir William Waterlow, Nick’s great-great-uncle, followed suit and became lord mayor.

				On the other hand, Nick, a self-made man, scoffed at inherited titles such as that of baronet. Nor is a baronetcy something that Anthony is likely to value. Like his father, he wants to achieve in his own right. He wants to be acknowledged by the world of art—specifically dramatic art—as his heart is set on becoming a successful actor and filmmaker.

				By 1920, Waterlow & Sons was Britain’s largest printer of timetables, tickets, posters, catalogues, booklets, postage stamps and, importantly, banknotes. In 1927, Edgar Waterlow—Sydney’s son and Nick Waterlow’s grandfather—became chairman of the efficient and prosperous company. Later he became Sir Edgar Waterlow, as the third London Waterlow baronet.

				The fine quality of the Waterlows’ printing work was proven to the world in a peculiar way. In 1932, in the course of a salvage operation for gold and silver bullion from the SS Egypt, lost at sea in 1922, bundles of printed banknotes were also retrieved. When the soggy wads of notes, printed by Waterlow & Sons, were spread out to dry, they were still in such good condition that they would have been fit to hand over a counter as currency if only they had borne the final signature that would have converted them into legal tender.

				Despite the high quality of their work, though, Waterlow & Sons would, in the same year, come near to financial ruin as a result of an even more extraordinary event. In 1925, the Waterlows held contracts for the printing of notes for the Bank of Portugal. In an ambitious and complex swindle, a gang of clever rogues—among them the Portuguese Minister for The Hague—tricked the Waterlows into supplying them with Portuguese banknotes. The conspirators produced forged documents showing they had the authority to take the notes, supposedly for circulation in the Portuguese colony of Angola. Waterlow & Sons were the victims of an elaborate fraud: the notes were destined for the conspirators’ pockets rather than the colony.

				The Bank of Portugal began litigation in what became one of the most complex legal cases in English history. The case progressed to the Court of Appeal and was finally resolved by the House of Lords. In 1932, Banco de Portugal v. Waterlow & Sons, Ltd was decided, by three judges to two, in favour of the Bank of Portugal. The Waterlow brothers were ordered to pay the bank £610 392 in damages, plus court costs. Not a word of doubt about Waterlow & Sons’ integrity was uttered, and the decision did not affect the good name of the family. It did affect its bank account, though. The business never completely recovered.

				When Nick Waterlow’s father, Anthony (Tony) Edgar Russell Waterlow, became a partner in the business before the outbreak of war, he was not as prudent a manager as his forebears. Whatever wealth was left he helped to whittle away. He enjoyed spending what he did have in the little time he had it.

				Tony was born in March 1914, in Kingston, Surrey, the eldest of Sir Edgar’s children born to his second wife, Harriet. Tony met Barbara Winifred Davy, from Lincolnshire, at a Cambridge May Ball. Baba, as she became known, and Tony married in the Church of England Chelsea Old Church in August 1940. It was the last wedding held there, she recalls, before the imposing white building was almost completely destroyed in an air raid in 1941.

				When Tony joined the infantry, Barbara, by now pregnant, moved in with her wealthy parents-in-law, who were now living in Wymondley House, a late Georgian mansion in Little Wymondley, Hertfordshire, near Hitchin. In February 1941, Tony earned battle honours, the Peninsular Cross, while serving in the King’s Royal Rifle Corps.

				Baby Nicholas was born in Hitchin on 30 August 1941, and a nanny was engaged to help Barbara. Nick never saw much of his father. Tony continued active service, achieving the rank of major before being demobilised in mid-1946, when he returned home safely. He retrieved his stored Aston Martin and drove north to see Barbara and their little boy, now living in Stowe-on-the-Wold, north-east of Oxford. Not long after, on a Saturday night out with a friend, he drunkenly drove his Aston Martin into a wall. The car overturned and burst into flames, and the two men were pinned underneath the vehicle. Tony was taken to the Radcliffe Infirmary, where he died the following Tuesday, 30 July 1946, aged thirty-two.

				The accident was a testament to the wild side of Tony’s personality. He was flamboyant and lived life to the full. Nick, barely five, was destined to remain an only child. For the rest of his life he would remember the traumatic event of his father dying in hospital, and the devastating effect the loss of her husband had on his mother. An indication of the depth of her grief at losing him is that she never remarried.

				Nick and his mother were left with little of the Waterlow heritage other than its name. Young Nick was brought up among the wealthy and well known, but he and his mother were not the beneficiaries, as they might have been in the family’s better days, of any significant family wealth. Nick’s mother, with the support of the Waterlows, had money enough to not have to work and to give Nick an elite education. Nick, however, would have to make his own way in adult life.

				In September 1946, two months after Tony’s death, a memorial service was held at St Botulph’s Church, Bishopsgate, in London. Barbara Waterlow then moved with young Nicholas to Paultons Square, situated off Kings Road, in the affluent suburb of Chelsea, into the home where her father had lived. While she is an unpretentious woman, Baba is nevertheless a socialite. To ensure she kept her place in London society, she announced in The Times in May 1947 that it was now to be her permanent address.

				Her four-storey house was not a mansion, but it sat sedately in an exclusive square of Georgian terrace houses set around a garden park with 300-year-old plane trees. Barbara was on the garden committee and took pride in the quality and quantity of the camellias in bloom. Young Nicholas, and later his children, had a key to the small metal gate of the park opposite the house, so they could enter and sit on a swing suspended under an ivy-covered arch. This is the home in which Nick was raised, and where Nick’s children—Anthony, Luke and Chloe—would spend a great deal of time with their gran, Baba.

				Baba had learnt to be independent as a young child, having lost her mother when she was not quite fourteen. In what is understood to have been a deliberate act, Baba’s mother backed herself into the moving propeller of a friend’s light aircraft. She was killed instantly. Baba survived the trauma and developed an inner strength, though she did experience unhappiness that sometimes deepened into depression, and she has had a fear of flying ever since her mother’s death. She was raised with the help of her godmother; her father, Ronald Davy; and, after he remarried, his second wife. When her husband’s death left her to raise their only child alone, her independent-mindedness was only reinforced.

				As a widow, she enjoyed entertaining her family and friends, holding frequent and magnificent dinner parties. Champagne was always to hand, and she was a fine cook and hostess. The regular collection of visitors often each contributed a dish, and Barbara would complement their offerings with smoked duck and salads. She was sociable and welcoming, and her many friends enjoyed her generous hospitality over many decades.

				Baba shared her late husband’s love of sports cars. She smiles when she remembers herself as a pretty girl driving her series of Alfa Romeo motor vehicles. A friend recalls her driving a red one well into her seventies and, more recently, a green one, which, now that she is in her late nineties, she leaves for others to drive. Baba has style, character, amusing foibles and a lot of love to give.

				Nick had a close and caring mother in Baba—though she was perhaps over-possessive. He inherited the Waterlow name and the esteem that went with it. Yet he knew that his father’s recklessness had cost him his life and had left Nick fatherless, and that his father’s extravagance and fast living had lost the family its fortune.

				Nick’s first cousin Diana (Didi) Hutchinson, the daughter of Tony’s sister Joyce, was brought up by Baba with Nick in Paultons Square because Didi’s parents were working and living in Borneo. She was only a few months older than Nick, and he enjoyed having her as a ‘sister’ and playmate.

				From the age of six, Nick boarded at Wellington House Preparatory School, Kent. Asked later how he felt about being sent away at such a young age, he would say that he benefited from being removed from his widowed mother’s dependence on him. Years later, he would become friends with a Wellington House boy who had been three years ahead of him, artist John Wolseley, who spoke warmly of Nick at his memorial service in Sydney in November 2009.

				The school’s facilities were spartan, its regime strict and its discipline cruel. A bell rang at 7 a.m. and the boys put on their shorts and ran for more than 3 miles—crossing spiky flint roads, barefoot—to the beach. There, they had to touch the sea, and run back again. Then they showered, while being thoroughly inspected, according to Wolseley, by a ‘homoerotic’ master.

				Two lashes were the punishment for any boy who returned from the beach late. Wolseley recalls collecting snowberry branches for the switches. The more lashings a boy received, the greater his standing with his fellows. Wolseley notched up forty-one whacks while he was there, but being three years older than Nick, he doesn’t know how he fared. The school closed in 1970 because of its cruel ethos.

				As adults, Nick and Wolseley would laugh off the sexually inappropriate behaviour of some of the masters towards the boys, but they never forgot it. On the other hand, they felt they were educated well, were given guidance on how to lead their lives and benefited particularly from the school’s emphasis on music.

				Like his father, his grandfather and his uncle Ronald, for his secondary education Nick went on to Harrow, one of Britain’s leading independent schools, which is exclusively for boarders. There he excelled as a spin bowler and was part of the school’s winning team against Eton at Lord’s in July 1960, helping by taking three wickets. The Eton College and Harrow School cricket match is a long-running annual event, but this match was the last annual school cricket match played at Lord’s Cricket Ground.

				Nick’s prowess at cricket outshone his academic ability. He flunked, according to an interview he gave to College Voice in November 2008, and did not graduate from university like his forebears. It bitterly disappointed his mother, who had a business career in mind for her son, hoping he might regain the family’s lost wealth. He had no regrets, though, because he wanted to be an art critic and he did not want to learn about art in an English university lecture hall.

				Instead, Nick studied French history for a year, with a visual arts emphasis, at Grenoble University in 1961. In Paris he was awakened to the world of art. He later recalled the early sixties in Paris as ‘a time of extraordinary avant-garde activity’. His friends were the artists and writers setting the pace. Much of his time was spent in museums and galleries, experiencing the power of great art at close quarters and beginning, as he said, to understand ‘how art affects people’s universe and the world, and why art is useful and necessary’.

				Nick also liked a good time. He was a member of the Chelsea Arts Club, around the corner from Paultons Square. Its tiny door opened to a large and lively world of colourful and extraordinary people. He enjoyed socialising with club members and friends there, and at the nearby Chelsea Potter pub. He maintained his passion for cricket and was also a Chelsea football fan. Nick attended games at Stamford Bridge Stadium throughout his life. In 1960 he took school friend David Wilkinson to his first Chelsea game at Stamford Bridge. In September 2009, David in turn took Nick to another game, which sadly would be his last.

				At times, he acted like a hooligan or, more aptly, like an ‘upper class twit’. Once, around this time, Nick set light to the hair of the man sitting in front of him at a game—then tapped him on the shoulder and said, ‘Excuse me, your hair is on fire.’ Nick’s companion observed that the man seemed grateful to Nick for alerting him to the danger, as he snuffed out the singeing hair. In August 1962, on the occasion of his twenty-first birthday party, he dressed in full drag; his face was made up and he was adorned with pearls. Photographs of him made it into Tatler.

				But it was not all high-spirited fun. Baba was having difficulty getting Nick out of bed in the mornings due, she believed, to bouts of depression. His passion for art, which gave meaning and interest to his life, was in itself a cure. Baba claims credit for enrolling him in the British Institute in Florence, where he studied Renaissance art in 1962.

				It had the desired effect. In Italy, he said, he ‘became enchanted by being in a country where a small number of artists from the Renaissance had changed the thinking of the Western world’. He said, ‘I could never have come to that conclusion if I’d remained in England.’ According to Nick, walking through architectural spaces such as the Piazza del Campo in Siena, seeing the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, painted by Michelangelo, and everything in between ‘made me understand that these were the people that I wanted to spend my life with—their ideas—and with the creative people of my own era’.

				This deep sense of connection was confirmed when, in London, Nick stumbled across an exhibition of Goya’s paintings at the Royal Academy and found all Goya’s works on paper at the British Museum. Francisco Goya was an influential eighteenth- and nineteenth-century Spanish artist, regarded as one of the old masters, as well as being among ‘the first of the moderns’. Some forty years later, Nick wrote that he had scribbled notes all over the catalogue, ‘for it was these works that led me to understand there was no more effective or lasting a way to record and interrogate the frailties, injustices and excesses of human behaviour and social practice, and for them to remain forever in the imagination’. When interviewed in 2008, he said, ‘The first moment that an artist spoke to me in every conceivable way that I ever needed was Goya. He asked some very hard questions of everything that was happening in his world at that particular moment.’ Nick believed this was what was ‘demanded from artistic practice’. He then determined to search out the modern artistic equivalents of Goya. Through Goya, he found his calling.

				But it was not just this new-found passion that motivated him. On his return to London in 1963—when Beatlemania reached its peak and fans crushed against each other in Piccadilly Circus, trying to catch a glimpse of their idols—Nick was given another reason to get out of bed each morning. He met and fell in love with Australian Romy O’Brien.

				Nick was attracted to Australia and Australians. He was invited to a party outside London to celebrate a friend’s homecoming from the Antipodes, and there he was introduced to Rosemary O’Brien. Nick was taken by her beauty and grace. He made up his mind about her then.

				¨

				Rosemary was the only daughter of Bill and Marjorie O’Brien, and her family could not have been more different from Nick’s. On Melbourne Cup Day in 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression but buoyed by the optimism of that day, Bill O’Brien and his friend and fellow engineer Harry Norville had decided to pool their resources, and their names, to establish Breville Radio. Bill O’Brien was an industrious entrepreneur. A competitor once said of him that if he was dropped ‘naked and broke at the bottom of George Street, he’d have things sorted out by the time he reached the top’. The company proved successful in an era when radio was the main form of home entertainment for Australian families, and it established the O’Brien family’s wealth. That same year, in 1932, the Waterlow printing empire crashed, marking the beginning of the end of the Waterlow family’s wealth. Fortunes had reversed for two families who would eventually be linked by the love of their offspring.

				Romy’s parents, having had three sons, tried for and were rewarded in 1940 with the daughter they wanted. Rosemary—they never called her Romy—was pretty and loved, and was indulged by her parents and brothers. During school holidays, she followed her brothers around, becoming a bit of a tomboy, as they scrambled over rocks and speared fish on the waterfront near their Vaucluse home. They swam, canoed, explored the outdoors and played sports on the grounds at Rose Bay.

				The children attended Catholic schools. Romy went to the Convent of the Sacred Heart, at Rose Bay, now Kincoppal School of the Sacred Heart, and her brothers attended St Ignatius’ College, Riverview, in Lane Cove. In common with Nick, Romy boarded from the age of five, despite living nearby. The convent did not accept day girls and normally gave children home leave on Sunday only.

				Unlike her brothers, Romy was never burdened by the expectation that a successful life meant having to become a doctor or businessperson. It was most important to her parents that she marry well. Perhaps reflecting her upbringing, Romy told her sons Anthony and Luke that ‘Money is more important than love’—very different from Nick’s philosophy of life.

				Indeed, Rosemary’s father and mother had a very different type of suitor from Nick in mind for their intelligent, beautiful and strong-minded daughter. They had groomed her for marriage to a wealthy suitor from a distinguished pastoral family from the tablelands of New South Wales. In 1960—with that future in mind, and having completed kindergarten teacher training—she had been sent off to travel in Europe as a form of ‘finishing school’. Her parents’ plan went awry. She embraced the experience, and English culture and Englishmen along with it.

				Breville had business dealings in the United Kingdom, including an agency arrangement with Friedlands, known worldwide for its mechanical door chimes. Through this business connection, Rosemary met John Doggart, the son of the inventor of the chimes, and the two fell in love. In 1961 they lived together for a time in Cambridge, where John was in his third year of architectural studies. They became engaged. In preparation for marriage, Rosemary returned to Australia to collect belongings and make arrangements.

				Marjorie was not happy. First she would lose her daughter to a life far away. Second, Doggart was not Catholic. Rosemary broke off the engagement and in due course became engaged to an Australian doctor—a much better match, according to her mother. She returned to the United Kingdom to explain to Doggart why she could not marry him, and to complete her ‘finishing’ in Europe. In hindsight, and happily partnered with Zoe Coward for over forty years, Doggart reflects that he and Rosemary perhaps would not have been a good marriage match.

				On her return to London in 1963, Rosemary met Nick Waterlow. She was excited by him, so much so that she asked her former fiancé, John Doggart, to meet him. ‘Do you mind?’ she boldly asked him. Rosemary talked of Nick’s intelligence, his manic energy and a commitment to the arts that captivated her. She said he was ‘astonishingly different’ from the young antipodeans vying for her attention in the Sydney social set.

				Rosemary introduced John Doggart to Nick at Lord’s Cricket Ground in the summer of 1963. A firm friendship was established between the three of them and, five years later, John’s new partner, Zoe. The Australian connection was strong. Zoe had been at an Australian school in 1960-61—the time when John, Nick and various wealthy young Australian men had been scrambling for Rosemary’s attention. Each couple would go on to marry, and over the next forty years, as they travelled between England and Australia meeting their respective family commitments, they would always make a point of seeing each other.

				By 1963, Nick had obtained his first job as a gallery assistant at the Alfred Brod Gallery in London. It specialised in seventeenth-century Dutch and Flemish art. At the same time, he conducted research at the Courtauld Institute of Art in London, and pursued his interest in contemporary art. By 1964, he was writing for Arts Review.

				Nick did not become a practitioner of any of the arts and told others that he had no talent as an artist. He was attracted to those who did, and he liked to comment on their art. Nick wanted to understand artists’ passions, what they were trying to achieve. In particular, he was intrigued as to how the political views of some artists found expression in their work. He was not a political activist himself and did not try to change things, but he was drawn to people who thought they could. He wanted to know what motivated them. And he wanted to change, or at least to expand, everything to do with art—to explore boundaries, push them and break them if necessary. So did a group of radical Australians who hit London in the sixties.

				In 1961, an exhibition at Whitechapel Gallery of the Australian landscapes of Sidney Nolan and Arthur Boyd, and of the works of Brett Whiteley, had left an indelible impression on Nick. In an interview in 2004 with the ABC’s George Negus, Nick recalled that this show ‘put Australia on the map’. He referred to Whiteley and his wife, Wendy, as being ‘part of the sort of flower power generation—beautiful … beautiful people making their mark’. Nick Waterlow saw art’s horizons as infinite.

				It was through the writings of Patrick White—probably introduced to him by Rosemary, who had a love of his writing—and the imagery of these artists that his imagination was awakened to the ‘land down under’. The strip cartoon about the boorish fictional Australian character Barry McKenzie in the satirical magazine Private Eye appealed to Nick’s sense of humour. He liked its vulgar slang, such as ‘technicolour yawn’ and ‘just going to strain the potatoes’. He was captivated.

				Nick was in the right place at the right time and was fortunate to meet Nolan, Boyd and Whiteley in London soon after seeing their exhibited work. He also met art historian Robert Hughes, sculptor Oliffe Richmond, artist Emanuel Raft and writer Germaine Greer. And he developed links with other exuberant and talented Australian musicians, writers, painters and filmmakers who were drawn to London. Rolf Harris, Clive James, Barry Humphries, filmmaker and artist Philippe Mora, and bold fashion designer Jenny Kee were among them. These individualistic Australian artists, dubbed at home as the ‘Larrikins in London’, made their contribution to swinging London and its culture.

				Wendy Whiteley, interviewed by George Negus at the same time as Nick, recalled their spirited optimism and their belief in their power to bring about change:

				We were experimenting, and we made lots of mistakes. And we got into a lot of trouble, but, you know, in the beginning we believed we could change everything. I must say that back in the ’60s we could change the American government’s policy in Vietnam. We could change everything. Art could change everything.

				It was a time of artistic freedom and cultural change. The babies of World War II had come of age, and they were establishing their individuality. Headgear, or the absence of it, told part of the story. Londoners sitting on a train or a bus could generally identify each other’s social class by the hats they wore. The top hat, bowler, trilby, felt hat or cloth cap bespoke the wearer’s job or wealth or aspirations. The dress code still held for most, but not for the new cohort of convention-breakers. Nick, later known for his trademark baseball cap in Australia, wore no hat in London. He consciously de-identified from his own class, dressing well but in a wild way, in loud and vibrant clothes purchased in Chelsea’s Kings Road and its popular successor, Carnaby Street.

				In 2003, he wrote in Larrikins in London, the catalogue to the exhibition he curated of the same name, that:

				The 1960s was to become London’s moment in the sun, when the young stuck their necks out, took risks, challenged the status quo and basked in their own ascendancy, when theatre, film, music, poetry and art existed as potently on the streets and in the community as in traditional venues. Then there were drugs and sex and rock‘n’roll, and plenty of each … Ideas were the currency of the day … It was an ideal place to be at a formative stage of your life, if you were open, inquisitive and half alert.

				This, he declared, was the London that welcomed the Aussies.

				¨

				In 1965, Rosemary, or Romy as she became known to Nick and her friends, was set to go home again—a fiancé was still waiting for her to return. Nick followed, and it became clear that the couple planned to marry. Bill and Marjorie O’Brien protested. Not only was Nick Waterlow an Englishman and likely to take their daughter away from them but, like Doggart, he was not Catholic. Moreover, he was, to all appearances, bohemian and directionless. He did not even have the prospects that had accompanied Doggart’s marriage proposal. They heard stories of Nick travelling around Europe on a shoestring budget pursuing an interest in art, not business. They wanted more for their only daughter. Bill and Marjorie remained implacably opposed to their relationship, and they told Romy not to bring Nick to their Vaucluse home in Sydney. Their opposition probably firmed up Romy’s resolve to defy them.

				Nick was not deterred. There was conflict in both families. Nick’s mother, Baba, probably did not want to lose him to anyone, and she certainly would have worried about losing him to Australia. Nevertheless, a notice of marriage in The Times in April 1965 indicated her acceptance of the marriage. On 8 May, Nick and Romy were married in a Roman Catholic church, St Canice, in Elizabeth Bay, Sydney, with Father Stephen Sinn presiding. They planned to make their life in Sydney.

				The O’Brien family eventually, but reluctantly, accepted the situation. Bill softened, in all likelihood taken in by Nick’s natural charm. Wanting to ensure his daughter’s security and happiness, he continued to look after her financially. Breville had become a very large corporation, yielding him a fortune, and Bill was as generous as he was wealthy. His wife was very aware of her status and was conservative in her values. Nick never felt comfortable with his parents-in-law.

				In Australia, Nick met up again with the Whiteleys and others he had encountered in London. He obtained some work as an art critic for the Nation under George Munster’s editorship, interviewed artists for the Bulletin and had a temporary position as an art critic with Sydney’s Sun newspaper. He also obtained a position as a lecturer at East Sydney Technical College and School of Art.

				But he was not happy. In contrast to London, Australia was backward politically. It did not take him long ‘to understand why so many intellectuals, artists, poets, writers and creative larrikins had migrated north to the centre of the swinging sixties. Australia, by comparison, was both insular and conservative,’ he later reported. Australians were invading London in the mid-sixties, he realised, because they were fleeing a stifling, politically conservative environment at home.

				So Australia was not the right place at this time for Nick Waterlow. He resorted to wearing a Pommy Bastard T-shirt after being abused in a pub for daring to ‘criticise our Sid Nolan’. He was confronted by a longstanding conservative government, ‘the six o’clock swill’, literary censorship and the White Australia policy. In 2003, he said, ‘The only refrain I still recall from the then leader of the Labor opposition Arthur Calwell was, “Two wongs don’t make a white”.’ This was at a time when Calwell infamously called Gough Whitlam and South Australian Labor leader Don Dunstan long hairs, ratbags and do-gooders for wanting to abandon the ALP’s White Australia platform.

				Nick’s time in Australia, though unhappy, was not wasted. ‘As he wrote in Larrikins in London, he met Margaret Olley, Judy Cassab and others looking for ‘a new artistic dawn in Australia’. In particular, he was ecstatic about Martin Sharp’s bold, psychedelic work, exhibited in 1965 at the Clune Galleries. He was impressed with Gough Whitlam and told Romy that if ever Whitlam came to power, Australia might become a worthwhile place to live. He observed pockets of resistance, Oz magazine being one, and loved people with fighting spirit. He met Jørn Utzon, who was soon locked in a dispute with authorities over the building of Sydney’s landmark Opera House.

				Nick embarked on what he described as an ‘event-filled’ drive in an FJ Holden up the east coast, through Mount Isa to Alice Springs, and then to Adelaide and Melbourne. But for this trip, he said, he would have believed that the original settlers were invisible. He got to know locals, such as Cobber Peter, a man he described as a ‘remarkable Aboriginal’ he met in the outback. Meeting this man, and other experiences he had on this trip, had a significant impact on Nick and his later work.

				But Nick became depressed, and it started to show. Romy would come to understand his proneness to depression and anxiety over the years. She would also cope in the years to come with his exhaustion after the almost manic highs he would experience when he curated a successful exhibition. At the point of a near breakdown, Romy took action, supporting Nick’s decision to return to London in 1966. Nick’s attachment to England, and his mother’s attachment to him were strong.

				It was the right move. On his return, he was appointed prints curator at London’s Editions Alecto, a pioneering publishing house that produced limited-edition prints of some significant artists. There he met John Wolseley, who approached the gallery hoping to interest it in his prints, at which time he and Nick made the connection that they had been at preparatory school together.

				The Aussies were still in London. In addition, Richard Neville and Martin Sharp had joined them, leaving Richard Walsh in charge of Australian Oz magazine. In 1967, Neville set up London Oz, which was a vehicle for Sharp’s art to shock London. According to Neville, he and Sharp were lured by reports that London was ‘swinging like a pendulum’. Later, though, according to a newly politicised Nick Waterlow, the obscenity trial over the ‘Schoolkids’ issue of Oz signalled an end to swinging London.

				Nevertheless, happy times lay ahead for Nick and his family.
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