Clay Hawkins & Charles Van Keulin
Clay Hawkins was one of two people to encourage my (Lionel’s) foray into the world of theatre, dance, and eventually opera. I was 21 years old and drawing, painting, and dabbling in photography. It was late 1970, and I’d finished my first 1st Year of Art and Design at School of Mines and Industries Ballarat Art School (even back then I must have subconsciously had a preference for industrial over studio art).

Like all first years students I of course did not complete my year, moving back to a big city (Melbourne) working 4 years in banking and finance.
I used to spend Saturday mornings in the arcade on Chapel St listening to a string quartette playing Handel, Bach and Boccherini over coffee.

Clay Hawkins was an elegantly pretentious (as I hoped also to become, beam me up Scotty) gent who ALWAYS went to the Messiah and everything by the Australian and overseas ballet companies. The Pearlfishers by Bizet was always his favorite opera, and it was set in India where Clay grew up with his competition golf champ single-mother (?), he never mentioned a dad.
You know the story, “we had to bury the silverware in the garden so the thieving servants wouldn’t steal it and turn it into tacky bracelets”. Fabulous images of and from (his mind and?) India. Clay was larger than life, even though he probably never even visited India in his life, he lived the fantasy.
So he lied a bit according to his (boring) sport and tennis/ squash playing friends.
We would go to anything at the Palais (where I later worked during university) Her Majesties, Princess and National  theatres, “Noblesse Oblige” meant anything painfully avant-garde to Clay. 

He lived in the suburbs pretending not to be suburban. 

Mad, Dutch, thespian, counter-tenor Charles Van Keulin loaned me his lounge-room for painting and drawing in to get a folio together so I would get back to art school where you belong!

Charles would fly into Australia from Rotterdam (he lived off the income from his two compulsorily tenanted houses) vote Liberal at our elections (to keep labor out of office) holiday here for a while then back home. He later worked for me on St Kilda Councils School-Holiday Programs as seamstress and singer.
I guess my cross-over from visual to music performance/ theatre arts was directly due to both Clay and Charles. They hated each other…God bless them both …Charles & Clay R.I.P
