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AUSTRALIAN IN PARIS

Val Myers, of Melhourne, finds her freedom dancing in a
Latin Quarter cellar. She knows a few words of French.

LONG the Boulevard Saint ~-Michel, in
Paris, saunters a young, beautiful,
strangely-dressed girl. Her long, flaming red
hair is flying loosely in the cold wind. She
is wearing thin khaki trousers and sandals
and a big camelhair coat. People wave and
smile at her across the wide boulevard. Val-
erie Myers, 20-year-old, Sydney-born and
Melbourne-bred, once a prominent member
of St. Kilda’s bohemia, nude artists’ model
while still a teenager, creative ballet dancer,
and part-time painter and poetess, has be-
come one of the best-known figures in the
Latin Quarter of Paris.

Val’s philosophy is that she “doesn’t ex-
pect anything from life.” But since she ar-
rived in France in August last year she has
lived happily knowing little more than a
dozen words of French, eating only when she
has had money tq spare, dancing through the
night and sleeping “when there was time
for that sort of thing.”

When she is not wearing khaki trousers and
sandals, it is sure to be black slacks and rid-
ing boots. Sometimes a black blouse hangs
loosely about her slim waist, or if the mood
takes her' she tucks a boyish shirt into her
belt. When it is cold Val borrows an over-
coat from one of her friends, not caring how
big or small it is, whether it’s a boy’s or gix;}’s,
as long as it keeps her warm. But_in_spite
of this strange vcolleciion’ of clothing she
usually manages to look attractive.

Wherever she goes she carries an ancient
black satchel full of photographs, drawings
and poems. The drawings are mostly of sad,
wistful faces with big eyes and full lips, pro-
files, sketched portraits, caricatures. The
photographs are of Valerie Myers — nude
studies alive with movement, and close~ups
of her unusual face. The poems are about
life and dancing.

Dancing is Val's ruling passion. It has
been since her childhood. She danced when
she was four, and today her daneing, mostly
at a small, dim Paris cabaret called Tabou,
in Rue Dauphine, right in the centre of the
Saint-Germain-des-Pres quarter, is as fiery
as her red hair, ;

Down three steps from the street is a
little bar with high stools around it and not
much light. In the background are tables and
chairs, and several very
dark, private - looking
corners. That is the Tabou.
At the bar thick, steaming-
hot onion soup (red wine in-
clusive) is 125 francs (about
2/6). A big notice says
Ouvert toute la nuit which,

translated into a simpler
tongue, means “Open all
night.”

Val is hardly ever in the
bar. She haunts the under-
ground “dance floor” of the
Tabow. A narrow, wooden

staircase leads downstairs
from the bar, a guard
standing at the +top to

make sure that only those
who are known reach the
cellar - like cabaret. It is
the kind of place which
people say is “full of atmos-
phere.” But the atmosphere
is hot, smoky, dim and jazzy.
There are tables and benches
along the walls, and the floor

space for dancing is a tiny this.
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An artist and a poet—as well as
a dancer — Val Myers created
big-eyed,

rectangle, not much more than one yard
wide and six yards long. The band blares
noisily from a platform at one end of the rect-
angle and the music echoes loudly from the
low, curved ceiling.

Whereas strangers have to pay fantastic
prices to gain entry to this dive (it costs more
than £1 apart from eating and drinking) Val
comes and goes as she pleases, without any
charge at all. Sometimes she even gets a
free meal. She is considered a regular at-
traction at the Tabou, even though she dances
there non-professionally. Almost any night
she is there from 9 p.m. till early hours of
the morning. She performs in bare feet, and
even students and artists who inhabit the
place stare as the hot rhythm sends trembles

of delight through Val’s dancing, writhing

body.

Mostly Vai wears tight black or khaki
slacks and a red woollen shirt, almost skin-
tight. Around her 22-inch waist she sports
a wide leather belt. She loves dancing most
to negro tunes. “Negro music has always
appealed to me,” she says. “The sad, sobbing
notes. of the biues move me, and when I dance
it’s not only my body which dances but my
soul, too. It’s just as though my soul is

~
She expects nothing from life .

At the Tabou Val has met people from the
theatre and other, bigger Paris nightclubs.
Once after she had danced a man from a
cabaret in Milan had wanted to sign her on,
She turned the offer down. She loves Paris
and wanted to stay there. Anyway, things
were looking up and Val could afford to share
a small room, which she hadn’t always been
able to do. She believes that some day she
will dance in iittle black tights (to show off
her shapely legs) and “a bit of something on
the top,” and get paid for it. But her heart
isn’t in 'it. “I will probably fail to become
a public success because of my inability to
make plans for the future,” she says. “I get
too much pleasure from dancing spontaneous-
ly. I like to slip off my sandals wherever I
am and dance just when I feel like it, I hate
the idea of going to the same expensive cab-

aret each night, doing the
same set dance before the
same well-dressed, wealthy,
smug audience.”

When people ask Val what
her ambition is, she laughs.
“Why must everybody have
a set ambition?” she asks. “I
merely want to live, to
dance, to get as much out of
life as possible, to experience
as many things and feel as
many feelings as possible.
I'm not like other girls. I
don’t expect anything from
life, or from anybody, for
that matter. That is really

. my whole philosophy. Older
people can’t grasp this. But

R

from young people today be-
cause the whole world is so
unsettled the future so
uncertain.”

Val writes poems when the
urge takes her. She has
written one about herself, It

self-portrait.,
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they can’t expect much more |

Val Myers has a sultry look and unorthodox
clothes that fit the Parisian scene more than
the conservative Australian cities she quit.

is like a strange self-portrait, painted in words:

Like a puppet moved by unseen hands,

I wander in and out of nights and days.
Is it an eternity? .. .
It tears 'my soul arart.

They call it music,

‘dance.

Valerie’s long hair, often unkempt, is a
fiery red color. It is quite natural, and hes
a golden tinge in the sunshine, A fringe
covers the best part of a high, intelligent
forehead. Her blue eyes, large and sad and
expressive, are accentuated by long black
eyelashes and dark eyebrows. She wears little
other make-up than mascara. The full, well-
curved lips are more often than not without
lipstick. Her high cheekbones, straight nose
and delicate chin all help to make her face
into a perfect subject for a professional
photographer,

Sometimes a mysterious, wistful smile -
plays on her beautiful, oval-shaped face, but
sometimes it can look hard and cruel. Val
says that often artists along the left bank of.
the Seine have begged her to stand still wh
they paint or draw her. “In Australia peoy
thought I was different,” she said. “Perhs
some called me attractive.” But here in Par..
everyone says that I'm beautiful.”

Valerie Myers was born on August 2, 1930,
in a little house in Tincombe Street, Canter-
bury, Sydney. When friends and relatives
came to look at the new Mpyers baby, the
first thing they noticed was her bright red
hair. The baby grew into a thin, energetic,
imaginative child. “Even when I was very
young I lived in a world of my own,” she
says. “The only clear thing I can remeiliSer -
about life in Sydney was that I used to lie
awake in a great big bed and look at the
world through old colored windows.”

She used to dance around the lounge room
to radio tunes when she was four, her mother
always told her. “But I never jigged,” she
says. “I didn't like to watch people jigging up
and down to jazz at parties when I was young.
I could always feel the music inside me, and
moved according to my feelings. I still do.
I remember getting very excited about cer-
tain musiec.”

Then the Myers family moved to Mel-
bourne. Valerie recalls that she was then old
enough to go to school. She didn’t get on at
school. She used to find herself in trouble
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