
WESTERLY 1961 

REGiSTERED AT THE G.P.O.. PERTH, FOR T W O S H I L L I N G S 



I n b ' " l l ^ l ^ i l C I r i I U l L i i i Australia's future development 
relies on the youth of today and their ability to "strike oil" whatever their 
field of endeavour. Success in the scientific or commercial fields today can 
rarely be achieved without a sound educational background. As this is not 
normally within the reach of all. Shell offers assistance in the form of 
scholarships to students at all stages from a secondary school standard to 
post-graduate university level. Moreover Shell is helping thousands of 
students to learn the fascinating story of oil through the Shell Cla.ss Kit 
of Oil Industry Teaching Aids, in addition, cultural pursuits are encouraged 
by the offering of substantial monetary prizes in various fields — the 
£1,000 Shell Aria at the Australian National Eisteddfod in Canberra being 
a noteworthy example. These scholarships and awards are but a part of 
the Shell Group's contribution to the prosperity and development of our 
vital young nation. Among the many Shell scholarships awarded throughout 
Australia each year are: 

40 scholarships and bursaries to students of intermediate and leaving 
standard in all States. 8 University scholarships in Arts, Commerce, 
Economics, Mechanical Engineering, Chemical Engineering or Science 
(to matriculation students). 16 University Exhibitions to undergraduates 
in various courses. 2 post-graduate scholarships in Applied Science and 
3 in Arts, tenable at Oxford, Cambridge or London Universities. 
MEMO TO STUDEISTS AND P.4KEI\TS: Details of the above schotar.ships and 
awards can he obtained by cont<icting the Shell Conipanv in your nearest capital city. 
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Old Master Singer 

—The Poems of WUl Ogilvie 
J. Corrie 

W. H, OgUvie, bom at Holefield, Kelso, 1869. Educated at Fettes. Went to Australia 
in 1889. Spent eleven years in the bush. His early works of verse met with iminediaite 
success in Australia, the first soon topping the 20,000 mark. Returned to Scotland in 1901 
and seriously took up authorship, contributing to many weeklies and magazines. From 
1905 to 1907 Ogilvie held an appointment as instructor in agricultural journalism at Iowa 
State College, where 2000 young farmers were given a four years' course of rural education 
and training. During the 1914 -1918 war his unique knowledge of horsemanship made his 
services of great value to the Army Remounts Branch. 

In 1908 he married Miss Katharine Margaret Anderson. Her father was a doctor of 
medicine. Mrs. Ogilvie is descended from that Dr. Alexander Anderson, surgeon, R.N., who 
went with Mungo Park—his son-in-law—on the latter's last expedition to the Niger, where 
they both died in 1805. 

The Ogilvie's home is at Kirklea, a converted manse, standing in a nook of the River 
Ale, a mile from the village of Ashkirk, between Selkirk and Hawick. They have one son 
and one daughter. 

THE poets sing because they must, and of 
the composers of madrigals and melodies 
is Will Ogilvie. His is indeed a romantic 

and colourful story. He is no verse-writer but 
a true poet. He writes for no literary circle; 
rather we seem, as we read and admire, to be 
overhearing the song that a man, remember
ing the transience of beauty, the visions of a 
life made splendid by gifts and rewards, sings 
to himself as he lifts the slip rail, saddles a 
gallant horse, and canters away through the 
scrub. 

His Scottish work apart, many of his finest 
songs come from a Dominion, a vast, lone 
land. They express the emotions of a man of 
action who has lived a hard open life under 
bluer skies and stranger stars than ours. For 
these and other reasons, the reassessment of 
his writings is commended to all lovers of 
poetry; in the hope that they will discover for 
themselves further merits to justify the appro
val and aflFection freely accorded by Austra
lians. 

Born at Kelso in 1869, Ogilvie went to 
Australia at the age of twenty, returning to 
Scotland in 1901. Now in his ninetieth year, 
he has published some sixteen volumes of 
verse, two large collected, though not defini
tive, editions, and one prose work, besides 
numerous magazine and other contributions. 

Universally acclaimed in Australia as a 

i"ji "^fvitpifi^^^ 

Will Ogilvie as a young man in Australia. 
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bush balladist of the "Outback", his songs 
drawing their natural inspiration from the 
overland cattle trails and shearing sheds, 
Ogilvie's metier in Britain, developed rather 
as a poet of the chase; his sporting verses in 
turn deriving their characteristic and compel
ling rhythms from the beat of horses' hoofs. 

In the Australian stockyards Will had 
broken in over sixty head of bush horses, the 
"wild brumbies" of the "Outback". An Aus
tralian cattleman, a contemporary, has left a 
graphic description of him; a handsome, quiet 
spoken Scot of medium height and compre
hending glance, with a fair moustache and 
brick-red complexion, deeply sun-tanned; a 
dusty, modest figure who had little to say 
when other bushmen were boasting of man-
killers they had ridden, but who showed as 
soon as he approached a horse, however un-
tameable, that he had Httle to learn about 
handling them. 

The publication between the wars of his 
six superb volumes of sporting served to rein
force his almost legendary Australian repu
tation. These assured him, in the minds of a 
large British and American reading public, a 
place alongside John Masefield and others as 
a laureate of the horse, of the steeplechase 
and the hunting field. 

Ogilvie can count himself one of a trium-
yirate of renown—the horsemen poets—the 
others being Adam Lindsay Gordon and R. 
B. Cunningham Grahame "of the magnificent 
presence and flashing wit". A redoubtable 
trio: all Scots, all horsemen, all rebels and all 
paladins: "throwbacks", to an age of chivalry. 

A. F. Tschiffeley, who rode from Buenos 
Aires to Washington, was a friend and ad
mirer of Ogilvie's, whose lines, "Gato and 
Mancha", dedicated to Tschiffeley's horses, 
appeared in "Saddles Again". Will's praise 
of good horses and gallant riders colours 
much of his Scottish and Australian verse, 
culminating in such stirring poems as "The 
Horsemen", and "Kings of the Earth", and 
notably in his own moving tribute to Adam 
Lindsay Gordon, lines which only a kindred 
spirit could have written:— 

"Wild, fearless horseman! With a reckless rein 
Riding at Fate's big fences unafraid, 

Holding the Phantom Rider in disdain 
And fretting only for his call delayed. 

We hear the stirring verses, and between 
Hear the quick hoof-bept twined with cunning art. 

See the gold sunlight on the silken sheen 
Bring moment's respite to his horseman heart. 

"Our Lindsay Gordon! From the northmost cape 
South to the Otway he is loved and known. 

The boughs that shadow and the dusts that drape 
His horse and horseman—are they not our own ? 

And every bronzed burnt bushman in the East, 
And every digger in the Western mines 

From him has learned one lilting page at least ^̂  
And loved it for the heart between the lines." 

Schooled in the rough comradeship of the 
bush. Will forgot neither Lindsay Gordon 
nor his horse Britomarte. But his Uterary 
ambitions were to take another turn. Be
tween 1907 and 1910 there appeared three 
volumes of Scottish lyrics, "Rainbows and 
Witches", the ballad, "Whaup o' the Rede", 
and "Tlie Land We Love" (to be supple
mented in 1930 by "A Clean Wind Blowing"). 
The first three were cordially acclaimed by 
prescient critics, including his fellow Bor
derer, Andrew Lang. Yet these lyrics, upon 
which his Uterary distinction in Scotland 
largely rests, represent less than a quarter 
of his output. 

Characteristically, Will Ogilvie has shun
ned publicity. There has always been some
thing difi^erent about him; a rare and, as it 
were, singular air. When others were brash 
and censorious he has remained charitable, 
fastidious, unassuming, quixotic, gentle and 
tolerant, detached from current unrewarding 
controversies. His work, like every other 
poet's, is unequal, but he can—and often 
does—vvTrite vnth vigour, directness and 
human warmth. His humour is dry and 
playfully ironical, but never unkind. It has 
been said of him that he has no "social aware
ness". To anyone knowing him well and who 
has made a genuine study of his poetry, no
thing could be further from the truth. 

Contemporary Scottish poets and critics, 
ranging from C. M. Grieve to Douglas Young, 
have paid Will graceful and affectionate 
tribute. Only Mr. Maurice Lindsay, in his 
introduction to his own "Anthology of Mod
ern Scottish Poetry", has been so injudicious 
as to label Will a "one-piece poet". It is not 
a balanced view. 

For Ogilvie's fame goes far beyond "The 
Blades of Harden", that stirring harp-song 
from his epic "Whaup o' the Rede", written, 
as he himself says, for understanding people 
—and they are neither few nor small—whose 
heritage is the memory and legend that still 
wraps its aura of romance around the Scot
tish Marches. In the "Whaup" he conjures 
up a Scotland of years long gone by. Yet 
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he does not guide us through an unfamiliar 
pageant of the centirries, but over the hills 
and through the glens and hohns of the same 
Scotland which we know and love today. 

Not only is he a countryman and nature 
poet of distinction, with a strong sense of 
history, but his work has other and greater 
claims to posterity. Many selected poems 
speak for liiemselves. One cannot miss, for 
example, the sense of loneliness and space in 
"Kirkhope Tower", the April freshness in 
"Apple Blossom" or "April in Scotland", or 
the deHcate imagery and haunting suggestion 
of "A Dreamer of Dreams" or "The Harp of 
Ettrick": 
"In a green kirkyard where the silent hills 

Are a guard to the glamour that Ettrick keeps. 
Rocked by the music of rain-fed rills 

The shepherd friend of the fairies sleeps. 
Nought nameth his grave the rest among. 

Save the simple slab as a headstone set. 
With the deep-cut date when he hved and sung. 

And a carven harp^-lest the world forget! 
Round him the sheep and the moorfowl feed, 

Close to his shoulder the hearthbells blow. 
And the sun may shine and he does not heed. 

And the flowers may bloom and he does not 
know." 

The Scots and the Scandinavians have al
ways had much in common including autum
nal sadness. A poem written by the Swede, 
Erik Lindorm, in the 1900's, the translation 
of which was doubtless well knovvm to Ogil
vie, hints at a survival in the Scandinavian 
soul, of the creed which regarded uneasily 
any expression of the human spirit where the 
chivakous rivalry of the heroes was forgotten, 
and the elemental conflict ignored: 
"Brothers: we were not born to play 

And bask like natives in the Southern day 
Only for a moment may we lean 
From summer's window to eiijoy the scene. 
Our souls lie in the North: there the lakes 
Face eternity and the harsh wind breaks 1" 

Clearly this creed, with its spirit of for
titude, the stern constancy of the North, 
would be dear to Will's heart. Its appeal for 
him is well exemplified in such poems as "A 
Purple Throne" or "The Scotch Fir": 
". . . All his moods 

Are rough but kingly; whether, grand, he broods 
Above his fuIl-Ieaved comrades in the glare 
Of summer, or in winter, still more fair. 
Nods princely time to the wind's interludes. 
Beauty may claim the beeches, elm and oak 
Stir sentiment in England; but the fir 
Stands here for Scotland and the bleak brave North; 
Too tall to stoop to any servile yoke 
Too strong of heart to more than lightly stir 
When the worst storm-winds of the world break 

forth." 

There are, or were, at least four Ogilvies, 
The man of action in remote places wiui such 
quiet authority that few words were neces
sary; the gay yet fastidious troubadour skilled 
in the praise of fair girls, who beUeved in 
self- discipline; the lover of poetry who gave 
reign to his.imagination and returned from^ 
mystical journeys with poems like "Whaup o' 
the Rede" and "Flodden Hill"; and, in a kind 
of enigmatic duahsm, the exile from two 
countries—Australia and Scotland—returned 
and striving to reconcile himself with the 
latter. 

Evidence of this dualism is found in such 
poems as "The Bushman Abroad" and "I 
have woven a verse from the glory", both 
from "Hearts of Gold", "Australia", "A Leaf 
from Macquarie", "Sunny Country", "My 
Australian Spurs", and "The Bush, My Lover". 
Reasonably enough, the Borderland claims 
Ogilvie for its own. But the truth is that 
his heart has remained in Australia where, 
clearly, his best and most enduring work M'as 
done. Like Thoreau, he has heard a different 
drummer, and our original loss has been Aus
tralia's gain. 

Eminent Australian critics, Mr. Douglas 
Stewart and Mr. Vance Palmer, agree mat 
will stands "only a shade slighter" than A. B. 
("Banjo") Paterson (also a Scot) and Henry 
Lawson in the leading trio of bush balladists. 
Justly, then, he can lay claim to be a true 
frontiersman poet of the British Common
wealth beyond the seas; of those virile, 
younger nations—on whose and their descen
dants' houses hangs, perhaps, all the fate and 
future of Scotland, and even of the Common
wealth itself; the men who tamed the wilder
ness, who viTrested from the soil of a vast, un
peopled continent the Australia we know 
today. Will Ogilvie was one of these pion-

There was nothing anachronistic about eers. 
them; nothing of social unawareness. 

Reading betv^een the lines of Wfll's Ult-
ing, swinging Australian verses, racy of the 
soil, even we in this cold northern land can 
picture it all. We are there: can range with 
him the dun Australian sheep walks, choked 
with the dust of myriad pattering flocks, and 
smell the hot reek of burdened fleeces: hear 
with him the lowing of cattle mobs, "coming 
dovra on a two-mile spread", and the tinkle 
of horse bells under the blue gums along 
Macquarie: canter with him on Myall King, 
on St. Clair or Rosalind or the grey mare 
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Heart's Desire, over the parched earth under 
the salamander sky, the long stirruped bush 
men for company: or ride mrough the leaf-
green twilight of smooth-trunked eucalypts, 
or myall and wilga where blaze the unimag
inable flowers: or smell the honey-sweet 
fragrance of wattle, and listen to the brittle 
rustlings of bark sloughed, like tiger snake 
casts, from the living tree: or saddle-propped, 
with pipes aglow, watch the "bflly" boil 
under the Southern Cross or old Magellan's 
star-cloudy galaxies: 

"To eastward, when cluster by cluster. 
Dim stars and dull planets diat muster, 
\Vax wan in a world of white lustre. 
That spreads far and high," 

What inspiration was there and how well 
Ogilvie used i t ! 
"I have woven a verse from the glory 

Australia sheds on her plains; 
I have stolen her heart for a story. 

And crossed it with rowel and reins; 
I have gathered a song from the starlight. 

On camps where her cattlemen lie, 
With shining, spurred feet to the firelight. 

And swarthy bare brows to the sky 
I have stood by her shoulder in battle. 

Crossed swords with the flood fall and drought. 
Laughed in with her overland cattle. 

And sung with her camps going out; 
Her mystical spell is around me. 

Above me her blue banner reels. 
And her beauty has bought me and bound me, 

A slave to her chariot wheels." . 

Or listen to these other lines on Australia, 
written with lyrical abandon, from "A Hand
ful of Leather": 
"She has hidden each footprint of mine, 

With a swirl of her drifting sand; 
My camp fires leave no sign. 

And nowhere my tent pegs stand; 
On her tracks I have left no trace. 

Yet my heart to her heart shall cling; 
I shall remember her face. 

To the end of remembering. 

"I shall remember the ways, 
That were glad to our horses' feet. 

The sun-bright wonderful days, 
And the starred night, scented sweet. 

Here in my forebears' place. 
The spells of the old love cling; 

I shall remember her face. 
To the end of remembering." 

Is this repetitive? I don't think so. On 
the contrary, it weaves a spell of enchant
ment and has the force of an abiding passion; 
showing how Will adapted himself to the 
spirit of the Australian wilderness. 

Perhaps the poem which most perfectly 
blends his visions of the moonlit bush, of 

moonlight itself, of the pure element, the 
tranquil spaces of the night, and the lyrics 
of love, into a single image, is "The Bush, 
My Lover": 
"The campfire gleams resistance 

To every twinkling star; 
The horse bells in the distance 

Are jingling faint and far; 
Through gum-boughs lorn and lonely 

The passing breezes sigh; 
In all the world are only 

My star-crowned love and I. 

"The still night wraps Macquarie; 
The white moon drifting slow. 

Takes back her silver glory 
From watching waves below; 

To dalliance I give over 
Though half the world may chide. 

And clasp my one true lover 
Here on Macquarie side. 

"The loves of earth grow olden. 
Or kneel at some new shrine; 

Her locks are always golden 
This brave bush-love of mine; 

And for her star-lit beauty. 
And for her dawns dew-pearled, 

Her name in love and duty, 
I guard against the world." 

Will's final stature cannot be assessed 
solely on his bush ballads. He has won for 
himself also an enduring place among the 
minstrels of the Debatable Land. Neverthe
less one is inclined to agree with Douglas 
Stewart that "having Ogilvie in his youth, 
when all the world was new, Australia got the 
best of him". 

The influences that went to form his 
poetry were manifold. One pastoral, "An 
Idyll of the Farm", surprisingly reveals the 
influences of James Ehoy Flecker and Ed
ward Fitzgerald's "Omar Khayyam". This is 
one of the greatest interest and may have 
gone unnoticed hitherto. It is a captivating 
picture of a vanished world; a magical evoca
tion of once upon a time. "From scenes like 
these old Scotia's grandeur springs", sang 
Robert Burns. He was, of course, right; and 
this long poem, as well as Will's earlier one, 
"The Ploughman", written of Burns himself, 
which aopeared in "Hearts of Gold", deserves 
far wider circulation. 

Others have noticed some of the literary 
influences upon Ogilvie. It is doubtful if 
there has ever been so shrewd and convinc-
ine a survev of the ways in which Will was 
influenced by other poets of his own and 
earlier days as in Douglas Stewart's masterly 
summing up. Swinburne (that "angry young 
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man" of his own times). Browning, Kipling, 
Lindsay Gordon, James Hogg, Robert Burns, 
the Scottish Border minstrels, the Australians, 
"Banjo" Paterson and Barcroft Boake, Stewart 
mentions them all. Echoes of Keats are dis
cernible. Will himself in "A Song of the 
Poets", hints at others; Bridges, Abercrombie, 
Davies, Yeats, Noyes, Watson, Newbolt and 
John Masefield—we are told how each and 
all of these sources played a part in inspiring 
his creations. And if we knew little of this 
before—as most uncritical readers know little 
—our reaction is likely to be one of astonish
ment at the range and sweep of his reading. 

Whatever may be said for or against 
Ogilvie's work, it would surely be admitted 
that his verse gives anything but an impres
sion of one-sidedness. He has—as Stewart so 
finely says—"A voice through and beyond all 
influences". I agree wholeheartedlv also with 
what Stewart says about his many lovely noc
turnes, and the visions and imagery of the 
night which appear so xjcrsistently through
out his work, and form his unique contribu
tion to Australian balladry—like 'Tjranches 
wrenched alive from the moonlit gum-trees". 

In one remarkable nocturne, the "Garden 
of Night", Will seems to have turned aside, 
like an elder craftsman, with his tongue in 
his cheek, to fashion a poem which might 
have been v^nritten by one of the new-style 
iconoclastic poets of our later day. 

Inevitably Will Ogilvie was influenced by 
the Border minstrels. And if the criticism is 
admitted that nothing among his Scottish 
verses compares with the best of the ballads, 
such as "The Twa Corbies", it must be said, 
too, that his Australian work includes poems 
with unmistakable affinities to the ballads: 
"Black Wings", for example, and other 
equally grim sormets, as well as many robust 
and compassionate poems which make non
sense of the allegation of "social unaware
ness". However, with regard to some at least 
of his Scottish poetry, it is perhaps true that 
his evocative and nostalgia-laden lines seem 
occasionally insincere beside the vigour and 
directness of the old ballads. 

It would be surprising if in some of his 
earlier work there were not trivialities, jingles 
and youthful gaucheries; and more than once 
his verse goes screeching down into melo
drama and embarrassing sentimentality. Al

lowance must be made for these immaturities. 
They do not detract from the fact that in the 
"nineties", in the formative period of his life, 
he spoke in a voice that all Australia could 
understand and acclaim. The aesthetes and 
decadents sought to disparage him. One 
seems to hear, drowning the echoes of this 
controversy, a crash and a thunder and an 
exceeding great roaring: the Australian bush-
men, the frontiersmen of the "Outback", 
laughing. As well they might. 

Will Ogilvie has never cared for the 
coteries. Clearly and bravely he has gone his 
own way, lighting the mind for us. Nobly 
he has sought out first and last things; filling 
our eyes and fulfilling our ears with the brilli
ance the bloom and the beauty: 

"Year follows year. Our weak hearts could not cope. 
With what the grey world gives of dule and skaith. 
But that each New Year brings to us new hope, 
Grief glides, a ghost; Joy is a fleeting wraith; 
And the one watch-word of the years is 'Faith'." 

Ogilvie was and remains "a romantic" in 
the tradition of his literary masters, Sir Walter 
Scott and R. L. Stevenson; dreamer and man 
of action both: his affinities with Adam Lind
say Gordon and R. B. Cuiminghame 
Grahame. 

He will live with his friends for long be
cause only the forgotten are dead. 

Here, perhaps, lies the key to the enigma 
of his personality as a poet; a title which he 
has himself disclaimed. But there may be 
others. I suggest that they may be found in 
the infusion of Celtic blood so often revealing 
itself when least expected in our national 
character; making the Scots by turns gay, 
high-spirited, introspective and melancholy. 

So far as I know, Ogilvie seldom visited 
the Western Highlands, but the touch of "fey-
ness", of dream-like yearning for the over
whelming:, almost secret loneliness of that 
vanished kingdom of the Gael can be detect
ed in many of his poems. There is a certain 
significance here; at once to be perceived by 
those who have seen alone on the peat flat 
by the misted mirror of Loch Shiel the monu
ment of Glenfinnan, commemorating the rally 
of the clans to Prince Charles Edward's stan
dard. 

Just as whatever Celtic minds touch re
cedes at that touch, and they must follow it, 
breathless, so Ogilvie followed the gleam. It 
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moved him to one sudden and lyrical flower
ing of imaginative sympathy. 

Here is what he wrote: 

"Weary of ocean, of ridge and hollow. 
The seagull rests on his island tower. 

And butterfly-winged the grey sea-swallow. 
Flits on the white foam-flower. 

"The burns are leaping through fern and heather. 
Spurning the rocks in a splendid glee, 

Singing a sunset song together. 
Glad to be safe at sea. 

"Out of the west comes the gold Hght gleaming. 
Paving a path to the headlands high. 

Where Rum and Eigg in the blue lie dreaming 
Under the hills of Skye. 

"From Arisaig comes a distant waiUng, 
Ardniesh sobs for a hope forlorn. 

In Loch Nanuamh a lone ship sailing. 
Waits for a king forsworn. 

"There is a grief upon moore and meadow. 
There is a hunted foot on the strand. 

By lore and legend, by wraith and shadow. 
This is Prince Charlie's land. 

"Dip to the slow swell soft, my wherry ! 
Lie on the water Hght, mine oar ! 

So shall we drift over sunset ferry 
Under Lochailort shore ! 

"The dark has hidden day's golden sheen. 
The sun's red rose has been plucked by night; 

The moon over Moidart climbs, a queen. 
Splendid and roxmd and white." 

J. CORRIE is the editor o£ a new selection of the best of 
Will Ogilvie's Scottish and Australian Poems, which it 
is hoped, will be published soon. This article appeared 
in The Scots Magazine, November, 1958 . 
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Tomorrow 

Kathleen Anderson 

"OATHER had said she could go over to the 
shearing shed today. That is, if she fin

ished washing and drying the breakfast dishes 
fairly quickly. He'd said that last night 
when they'd been eating their tea of salt 
mutton and mashed spuds, and she remem
bered it again, with a thrill of excitement, as 
she swirled the bubbles in the tin wash-up 
dish. Shearing time, and she was big enough 
and responsible enough to be allowed in the 
shed to watch the sheep as the big strong 
men held them and stripped them magically 
of their rich white fleeces. And maybe, if 
she were very good, she'd be able to bounce 
up and down in the wool press, in the warm-
smelling, almost sticky, freshly shorn wool as 
it sprang and clung about her. A day to 
dream about. 

Before she'd even woken up, Father had 
gone; he had a mob of sheep to take over 
to the shed, and it was a man's job to handle 
the dogs and draught the sheep into the 
catching pens where the shearers selected 
their struggling victims. But he'd left her 
a responsible job, too. She was to cut the 
lunches and make some tea to pack into the 

old army knapsack that hung behind the 
door; she could be relied upon to walk the 
three or four miles to the neighbour's shed 
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where Father's sheep were shorn. One day 
they'd have a two stand shed of their own, 
he always said; by then she'd be a big girl, 
and could cook for the whole shearing team, 
and she'd sit at the foot of the table and 
serve out the pudding. She'd be old enough 
to be able to cook pudding then. At present 
all she could manage was grilled chops, 
mashed spuds and cabbage. Anything else, 
Father had to take time oflF from work, and 
he didn't like that. Mother had been clever. 
She could chop up beans, and bake legs from 
the sheep that Father killed. And she 
always had pudding. 

She finished wiping the dishes, put them 
all away in the safe at the far end of the 
kitchen, went to the bread bin for bread, 
and then took the saw-edged knife from the 
drawer in the battered, ancient kitchenette. 
Funny how she hated cutting bread; prob
ably because she could never do it as well 
as Mother used to. She always made a mess 
of the loaf, and today she wanted the sand
wiches to look special, because Father would 
have told everyone at the shed that he had 
a daughter who was responsible enough to 
be trusted with a shearing man's lunch, and 
they would be watching. Jam sandwiches. 
That's what she'd make. Father loved jam, 
and always had the mailman bring them a 
five pound tin when they ran out. And a 
special sandwich for her, too. A tomato 
sauce one. Have to go easy on it though, 
only two bottles left of Mother's tomato 
sauce, the lot she'd made only a few days 
before she'd gone. Dozens of shiny red 
bottles in the safe. There! She hadn't 
made such a bad job of the bread today, 
after all. The jam went on, thick and sweet. 

The tea she'd made in the old aluminium 
teapot would be dravvn enough now, and 
cool enough to poor into the cool-drink bottle 
that served as a tea bottle. Mother had 
taught her how not to pour boiling water 
directly on to glass. That broke it, and you 

always made tea with boiling water, so you 
couldn't make it in the bottle. How well 
she remembered her clever Mother. Her 
beautiful Mother, with the black curly hair, 
the laughing face, the sparkling, flashing blue 
eyes that were never still. Her beautiful, 
clever Mother, who sat a horse like a man, 
who was the best tennis player for miles 
round. In fact, in the whole world! Who 
could make tomato sauce, and cakes, and 
carry heavy things. A whole two buckets 
of water at a time from the tank; the only 
tank left since two tanks had run dry in the 
drought and blown away, and another had 
been struck by lightning in the big storm 
during the war when Father was away in 
New Guinea fighting the Japs. The water 
had rushed down the paddocks, cutting a 
creek all of its own; a creek two feet deep, 
and running for nearly a mile. She must 
fetch some more water before she set off for 
the shearing shed, so that Father and she 
would not have to worry about a drink when 
they got home that night, worn out from 
working hard all day with the sheep. She 
arranged the thick white slabs in a sheet of 
newspaper, wrapped an awkward parcel, and 
packed it, together with the bottle of tea 
and pannikin for Father, in the knap
sack. No pannikin for her, as she didn't 
like tea without milk, and Father hadn't 
milked Daisy since Mother had taken the 
baby away. She took the kerosene-tin bucket 
with the wire handle, and went down to the 
tank at the barn. The barn, where she could 
remember the teams coming to the stables, 
the horses breathing steam into the frosty 
darkness as they came home from their work 
in the paddocks. She and Grandad had fed 
them through the windows that led from the 
bam to the adjoining stalls. It was simple. 
You just leaned through the windows, pour
ing the buckets of chaff, bran and oats 
straight into the mangers, where it was 
nuzzled and munched by the snorting, stamp
ing, strong old Clydesdales. Why, she'd 
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only been a baby then;only three or four 
years old. She was almost grown up now. 
And the draughts had gone. When Grandad 
had died, and Father taken over the farm, 
he'd sold the horses and bought a tractor. 
A new broom sweeps clean, he'd said, but 
she'd still missed the horses. . . . 

She put the bucket under the tap, turn
ing it on slowly. There was plenty of water 
in the tank, as the winter had not long gone, 
but she didn't want the bucket to be filled 
too quickly. She'd climb up on the rusty 
windlass that leaned against the side of the 
barn, to see if there were any mice in the 
tank today. Silly how the mice fell in, trying 
to get to the water, and, finding they couldn't 
get out, died there for their stupidity. Father 
was going to cover the tank one day. Now 
the bucket was half full. That was all she 
could manage, vmlike Mother. Even then 
the wire cut into her little hands, and she 
had to make as many as a dozen stops in 
the quarter of a mile or so it was before she 
could safely settle it on the dump fruit-case 
alongside the kitchen fireplace. 

Better make the beds, too. When Mother 
was home she didn't have nearly so much 
to do. Of course she helped, but Mother 
lit the fires, swept the floors, washed the 
dishes and chopped the wood. Even now, 
at nearly eight, the axe was heavy, never 
going in the right places, and it sometimes 
took ages to chop only one piece. Blisters 
came out on her hands. Mother didn't get 
blisters when she chopped the wood. Lately 
Father had been leaving some, aheady chop
ped, up at the woodheap; it was easier light
ing fires then. 

Put the bread away, too, then off for the 
shearing shed, with Father's lunch. He'd be 
hungry by dinner time, he'd worked so hard, 
she mustn't be late. Not when the shearing 
men would be watching, and they would 
know she was not responsible enough to be 

in charge of a working man's lunch. . . . 
Not much bread left, but the mailman would 
be coming tomorrow, she would be waiting 
for him at the road gate, two miles from 
the house. And she would struggle home 
in the flies and the heat with the week's 
supply of bread in a sugar bag on her back. 
Yes, the maihnan would bring bread, and 
letters too! 

Maybe there'd be a letter from Mother 
saying she'd be coming home. They'd ham-
ess Dolly to the sulky that was never used 
these days, and drive to the siding. Mother 
would step down from the train with her 
baby sister in her arms, come home with 
her case, and love them all again. Or per
haps her Httle sister could walk now. She 
couldn't think how big babies had to be 
before they walked. It was so long since 
Mother had taken her away, that the baby 
surely would be old enough now to play and 
talk with her. She'd have so much to tell 
her and show her. She'd even show her her 
secret down under the rocks below the rain-
gauge. It's lonely when you're almost eight 
years old, with only the stones for playmates. 
Stones, and the big yellow bin on the har
vester. It was snug and dark and safe in 
there. She could climb in when Father was 
away at work, snuggle in the dark for hours, 
think up stories, and go over it all again, how 
it would be when Mother came home. And 
in the bin she could cry a little. Father 
hated tears. You weren't brave if you cried, 
and tears, just a few, seemed to help a bit. 

After all, it was so long since Mother 
left. Went away with the mailman one after
noon, with the baby in one arm, and carry
ing her suitcase with the other. She'd been 
at school that day, and there'd been no one 
home when she'd arrived, all hot and thirsty 
from her four mile walk. And hungry too. 
Hungry for the piece of bread and jam 
Mother always had waiting. Perhaps, she'd 
thought that day, it would be a special day; 
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Mother would have baked a cake for after
noon tea. But Mother hadn't even been 
home. She had felt lonely then, and had 
gone to sit on the front steps. She'd sat 
down with her arms around her dusty httle 
knees, drawn them up to her chest, and 
waited. A long time. By and by the moon 
had risen from behind the ridge of the far 
hill. A full moon, fat and rich and red. 
Then she'd known that Mother wouldn't be 
coming. Not for a long time. And she'd 
watched the tiny prints, like footprints, that 
the York gums on the distant stony ridge 
made on the moon's face, until they dis
appeared from sight as the moon began her 
slow climb across the sky. Funny thing 
about the moon; if you stood behind the 
old, rusty flywire door at the front of the 
house, and looked through at the full moon, 
a huge, misty cross hung over its face, and 
extended its arms into the darkness of the 
surrounding heavens. Maybe God lived in 
the moon. But she couldn't bring herself 
to stand behind the broken wire of the door 
that night, and look at God as she always 
did. Surely God wouldn't have taken her 
Mother away, or let her leave her behind 
when she had gone. So she'd just sat hug
ging her knees, and shivered as a distant 
curlew called plaintively to its mate, and a 
marauding fox yelped from way up in the 
bush paddock, and she'd waited until she'd 
heard the plodding of Dolly's hoofs puUing 
the cart, the rhythmic clank of the trace 
chains, and her Father's tired "Whoa" as he 
came home from picking stones in the Hill 
Paddock. She'd run to him then, and he'd 
hurried up to the house. He'd cried a little. 
It's hollow in your belly when you hear a 
man cry, but then he'd stopped and said 
nothing. He'd hardly spoken since. She 
supposed he missed Mother and the baby 
as much as she did. 

She slipped the knapsack over her shoul
der, hunching her back into the strap. The 
knapsack wasn't very heavy, just a bit cum

bersome. It slapped against her thigh as 
she walked through the front gate of' the 
"garden". It was called a garden, for want 
of a handier expression, but it was just a 
fenced off half acre or so of barren, iron-
hard land surrounding the house which 
could only boast six stunted oleanders and 
a white-ant-eaten castor oil bush. Her 
Grandmother had made an attempt to cul
tivate a few spuds once, she remembered; 
she'd helped her to dig them. Round and 
hard as tombowlers they were, and no big
ger, but it had been fun digging and search
ing. A pity Mother- hadn't taken an interest 
in growing things in the soil; maybe she 
wouldn't have been so restless and cross, as 
she had been towards the end. Watching 
things grow, especially plants you'd sowa 
yourself, was so satisfying; that was why 
Father loved the land as he did. It was 
the breath of Iffe to him. . . . 

She had time, before she set off down 
the track, to have just a short talk with her 
stones. They grew out of the ground not 
far below the rain-gauge; each one had a 
name. And time for a peep at her secret, 
a crevice between two large stones, into 
which a smaller stone fitted snugly. So 
snugly, in fact, that only she knew it was 
there. Under this stone was a cavity, so 
that this small stone served as a lid that 
she could lift off and put on at will. In 
the hole she had hidden her "secret"; a 
piece of paper, covered with her own writ
ing. It was a secret between her and 
Mother; a letter asking her to come back 
and live with them on the farm, and to 
bring the baby too. She had explained it 
all to the rocks, they had listened and under
stood her longing. They'd kept her secret, 
and she loved them for it. They knew. 
Knew that she had learnt to write at school. 
. . . That she had been the best reading, 
writing and sums girl in all the school. 
Better even than the Harris boys, and every
one knew how clever they were. They knew 
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how to set traps to catch rabbits! Father 
had said he wanted her home to help him 
after Mother had gone, and she hadn't been 
allowed to bo back to the bush school. She'd 
loved that school, too. 

As she knelt, confiding in the stones about 
all the things they taught you at school, she 
thought back to the time she had imagined 
she'd seen her mother again. Thought she'd 
seen her get on to a 'bus in Pertli. She and 
Father had got up early that morning, earlier 
than she'd ever been up in her life. They 
were going to Perth to find Mother, he'd 
said, and they'd dressed in the finery of their 
best clothes (she'd been allowed to wear 
shoes . . . shoes Mother had bought her; 
they still fitted) and walked the seven miles 
or so to the siding. Or rather. Father had 
walked the seven miles. Part of the way 
she'd walked, and when she'd tired, he'd 
taken her on his shoulders,, piggy-back. 
That'd been fun. And they'd gone off in 
the train, with tickets and everything, and 
clacked all the long, long miles to Perth, to 
Mother. When she'd seen Mother getting 
on that 'bus, how her stubby legs had flown 
as she tore herself away from Father's hand
clasp, and run towards the "bus, calling 
"Mother, Mother, wait for me!'" When she 
mounted the steps, just as the driver was 
about to take the 'bus away, the hard grey 
eyes of a stranger turned on her, and seemed 
to sneer. The whole 'bus load of people had 
sniggered. Her Mother would hever have 
let anyone laugh at her little girl. Father 
had caught up with her then, lifted her off 
the bus steps, taken her away without a 
word. They'd come home late that night, 
on the train. But they had not brought 
Mother with them. 

As she passed the raingauge, she couldn't 
resist having a peep. Father had measured 

the rain only the other day, and there had 
been none since, so she knew no water would 
be in the tin, but all the same, raingauges 
are fascinating things. She knew all about 
them. Father had explained it to her. She 
knew how he poured the collected water 
from the tin into the glass measuring jar, 
then read the magic numbers. The measur
ing jar was kept always in its safe place on 
the old oak sideboard in the dining room. 
The sideboard that had belonged to Grand
ma before she had died and gone to heaven. 
Father said she had. He'd promised that 
when she was bigger, she could take the 
jar and measure the rain. Mother would be 
so proud of her, and she could show her 
baby sister how smart she was 1 

She left the stones and went down the 
hill and through the fence, and set off bare
footed and barelegged in her ragged, thread
bare, faded dress, the knapsack with lunch 
and tea for her shearing father (and special 
tomato sauce sandwich for her) slapping 
against her thigh as she walked, past the 
well in the front paddock where they drew 
water for the sheep, past the huge, lonely, 
silent salmon gums that stretched their arms 
and yawned to the sky, past the creek, and 
over to the shearing shed on the far side of 
Hanrahan's bush. 

Tomorrow the mailman would come. She 
would meet him at the gate. There would 
be bread. Fresh bread. And letters too. 
There'd be one from Mother, she knew there 
would. Mother would be coming home. 
Home for good, with the baby. She would 
make a cake, and, yes, they were nearly out 
of tomato sauce. She and Father would 
drive in style to the siding for Mother. She 
skipped in the sunshine. There would be a 
letter from Mother. . . . Tomorrow. 
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First Anniversary Song 

Felt the tempest in his torn heart salved. 

The grim figures turn to song and dancing, 

Through the darkness saw the dawn advancing. 

From the fire his Daniel heart absolved, 

Saw the gunfire fade, and the dread flyers falling. 

Heard from hidden places the fearless women calling. 

Saw the jade sea withdraw like a cowed Hon, 

Heard blazing heralds roar, and the glad churches crying 

In the first sharp ecstasy of an old god dying. 

Saw from the furnace rise the daughters of Zion 

As birds hailing the day, nor singing of slaughtered sons, 

Behind them flashing ploughshares sowing the silent guns. 

Heard a company of passions sunder their iron graves. 

Saw them upon the hiU like flowers, like endless wheaten sheaves. 

Saw in the last dark glade glower the Keeper of Griefs. 

Saw, heard, felt his Dear redeem the dry and tawny leaves. 

The shrivelled berries of his shorn and yellow time. 

The stricken tree-trunk shriven by the columbine, 

Come into him as a newer heart, a stirring theme. 

That he should be borne up on the Hill of Defeat, 

That in her even then a small theme should quicken and beat. 

Felt the divine flame's attention and dreamed 

A song which while his heart revealing, was yet masking. 

And in this grievous forfeit found all tenderness enhancing, 

So poor a device for a passion surpassing. 

Malcolm Levene 
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Dialogue on Popular Theatre 

Philip Parsons 

C. DAMN popular success. I don't want to 
appear one-eyed and bloody-minded, but 
really W., you seem to have thrown discrim
ination and integrity to the winds. Doctor 
in the House is a punk play, a heartless mish
mash of incidents strung clumsily together 
to cash in on a film success. I don't care 
if it makes the Playhouse a million—to serve 
up that tripe is cynical prostitution of a house 
calling itseff a national theatre. 

W. You're unjust, C. I didn't say this is a 
worth-while play—I merely said the total 
show is quite good fun and deserves reason
able popular success. I grant all you say 
about the quality of the script, but Mr. West-
well and his cast give us well-directed, well-
acted light entertainment which ought to hit 
public taste. 

The drama's laws the drama's patrons give. 
For we that live to please must please to 

Hve. 
You attack me from your cosy and (let me 
emphasise) uncommercial Utopia in the seri
ous amateur theatre—where I admire your 
work and, I confess, often envy your artistic 
freedom. But I am a man of the professional 
theatre and my job is to please the public; 
if I don't I go out of business. I have the 
tradition of the mountebank and the market 
place behind me and I'm proud of it. You 

may not think it a particularly honourable 
tradition, but it's tough and it's lively and it 
has its own standards of integrity—the integ
rity of the craftsman. If our patrons want 
The Mousetrap we give them The Mousetrap 
—but directed and acted to the very best of 
our ability. "Two boards and a passion"— 
that's what we offer. Our job is to act, to 
act well, to give the public the unique experi
ence of theatre. We would prefer to give it 
them in scripts which evoke our full potential 
as interpretative artists—Shakespeare for in
stance—but we can also give it them in Barry 
or the most trivial farce. In fact, at the level 
of sheer technique there is more fun in pull
ing off a fluffy bit of farce than Shakespeare 
—it's a damn sight more difficult. Errors of 
pace and timing which would merely blemish 
Macbeth are perfectly lethal in farce. . . . 

C. Now you are surely hoist on your own 
petard. Setting aside for the moment my 
contempt for the play and judging Doctor in 
the House on your purely theatrical stand
ards, I insist it is still not good enough— 
never could be good enough without a top
flight cast of personalities, accomplished 
West End personalities, to fill out that 
wretched script and give some illusion of 
life and distinction. I was saddened to see 
good actors working like beavers to maintain 
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the slightest and most uncertain hold on the 
audience. . . . 

W. But they did hold the audience, they 
did amuse and please, and that means the 
show was a success. Of course the evening 
could have been more impressive if the re
sources of the company had been better; but 
as long as the box-ofiice is kept busy Mr. 
Westwell has every right to feel satisfied. 

C. Then may God and Mr. Westwell keep 
the Playhouse from complacency. I have yet 
to be convinced that artistic nullity is not a 
built-in condition of the commercial theatre. 
Give the public what it wants and it will 
want tripe, tripe and then more tripe. Look 
at the film, at TV. With very rare and hon
ourable exceptions the stuff they serve up is 
trivial, if not downright pernicious. And 
why ? Because it is aimed, as it must be, 
at the lowest common denominator of public 
taste and intelligence. To sell their wares 
to the distributors the film and TV companies 
must aim to pull in the largest possible audi
ence; they dare not aim at the intelligent, or 
even the moderately bright, but at the sub-
moronic. Lust and violence slopped over 
with treacly sentiment is the standard recipe. 
Oh I grant you it's all very competently done 
—the craftsmanship is excellent—quite sick
ening in fact—and that, of course, justifies it 
artistically in your eyes ? But let us move 
away from general polemic to individual 
cases. What did you think of Alfred Hitch
cock's smash-hit. Psycho ? There's a fine ex
ample of public taste for you. Would you 
care to direct a stage version ? Would you 
take an old trouper's pride in overcoming the 
technical difficulties of the bathroom scene ? 

W. Psycho was a loathsome film—degrad
ing, brutal, sadistic, technically brilliant. I 
like to think that Hitchcock himself didn't 
realise how far his powerful melodramatic 
tricks had carried him towards the perver
sions of the torture chamber and the concen
tration camp. But by no reckoning can you 

hold public taste responsible for Psycho. It 
was Hitchcock's responsibility (and in the 
theatre it is the director's responsibility) to 
gratify only legitimate pleasures and not to 
exploit the morbid responses which lie so 
alarmingly close to the surface in you and 
me and all of us. 

C. Then the box-office cannot, after all, be 
the director's sole guide, counsellor and 
friend ? He should rely upon his own taste 
and judgment ? 

W. Stop rushing off to extremes. Of course 
the theatre director must be responsible for 
the plays he presents—no theatre selects its 
programmes by public ballot. I concede 
further that the impress of the director's 
taste and personality must and should appear 
in the programmes he offers. Yet in all this, 
I insist, he remains the servant of his public, 
not its school-master. He chooses plays 
which he believes will please his audience 
—not plays which ought to please them, or 
do them good, or raise their brows, or make 
them join the R.S.P.C.A. 
C. Not plays which -will make them think ? 
Shaw would have disagreed violently with 
you. 

W. But Shaw was also a great entertanier. 
His best stuff is still wonderful box-office. 
I will be very happy to mount ten "educa
tive" (whatever that means) plays one after 
the other if every one of them were good, 
strong theatre. In fact it is precisely here 
that a theatre director must make his taste 
felt; within the range of good box-office 
material he should seek out quality, whether 
it be farce or heavy drama. 
C. Brave words. And I must agree that the 
Elizabethan Theatre Trust and the so-called 
national theatres do, in varying degrees, try 
to maintain a respectable standard—but 
hardly in response to any public clamour for 
quality. Their very existence proves that 
their founders knew all too well how little 
the box-office-inspired commercial theatre 
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could be relied upon to present worth-while 
drama; and as long as the Playhouse remains 
financially dependent on the whims of its 
box-office there is every danger that quality 
will get a very poor showing. It is just not 
true that quality is a commercial proposition 
or that public taste will ever demand it. 
Public taste will always prefer Doctor in the 
House. How did the Playhouse make out 
with Look Back in Anger ? It wasn't a per
fect production but it was decidedly good— 
and the night I saw it there were less than 
thirty in the house. No. Public taste and 
the box-office-dominated theatre are past 
praying for. The real centre of theatrical 
vitality in our time is and always has been 
the little theatre movement; serious drama 
will always have to depend on the small, 
discriminating, minority audience. 
W. Then why did the public flock to Sum
mer of the Seventeenth Doll ? Why did they 
support, of all things, Waiting for Godot ? 
Because The Doll is strong theatre, because 
Godot is good entertainment. And that, let 
me add, is what a good deal of serious con
temporary drama is not; it's damn dull. How 
many modem playwrights are prepared to 
lay about them and give the audience a theat
rical kick ? Most of them are far too busy 
talking down to the audience, proving some 
"thesis", being "socially significant" and en
lightened and educative. The rest spend 
their time over three acts making sensitive 
psychological analyses to show whv none of 
the characters can possibly do anything. The 
verv idea of good theatre shocks them risid 
—that would be "untrae to life", "melo
dramatic", "pandering to debased public 
taste for sensation". If serious modern plays 
turn up more frenuentlv in the little theatre 
than on the professional stage, it's because 
the popular audience is more interested in 
drama than in social significance or psycholo-
gv or anything else. That's the way it has 
always been and that, I firmly believe, is the 
way it should be. 

Look back over the whole history of the 
theatre and you'll find that the greatest 
drama has always sprung from a great popu
lar tradition. Neither Shakespeare nor the 
Greeks wrote for a discriminating minority— 
they wrote for the generality of men, for any 
man with a heart and a head. They didn't 
talk down to their audiences, they didn't 
mind action and theatrical sensation; they 
dealt in grand situations and grand violent 
characters; they wrote with and for the 
passions of their fellow men, and for that 
very reason were able to achieve a depth 
and a universality that have never been 
equalled—certainly never even approached 
by the unpopular playwrights of our own 
time. Maybe we shall wait a long time yet 
for another great period of drama; but when 
—or ff—it comes I'm certain it will come to 
the popular stage, not to any "discriminating 
minority" theatre. And that's why I have 
faith in the public I serve, and why I believe 
it should be given the drama it wants and 
not fobbed off with anything else. 
C. I suppose I should feel overwhelmed 
after that impassioned rhetoric, but I'm 
afraid my withers are unwrung. When I 
think of the genteel, middle-class audience 
that patronises our modern commercial 
theatre and find you identifying them with 
EHzabethan stinkards and Athenian hoi 
polloi I confess to some amusement. Come 
now—surely your modern so-called popular 
audience is very much a minority audience 
and a sharply defined one at that. It's 
middle-class almost to a man—and that, 
pretty clearly, accounts for the endless spate 
of trivial drawing-room comedies that has 
swamped the stage for years. 

The theatre's sweetest charm is the 
pleasure of self-recongition, or rather of self-
flattery. The middle-class—complacent, con
servative—have been smugly applauding 
themselves on the stage ever since they won 
contirol of the English theatre some 250 years 
ago and the sentimental comedy first showed 
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them what charming, clever, warm-hearted, 
thoroughly respectable chaps they were. 
Miss Agatha Christie is doing very nicely 
by showing them precisely the same thing 
tcd.iA'. In fact, the middle-class "popular" 
theatre hasn't moved very far in the inter
vening centuries; the middle-class temper 
loathes change and profoundly distrusts 
ideas—except, of coiuse, the few simple 
gratifying ones that I've already mentioned. 
And so artistically the "popular" theatre re
mains moribund. In two centuries it has 
failed to produce a single dramatist of 
genius, unless you are prepared to let in 
Sheridan and Wilde, which I am not. Ibsen 
is established today as a great dramatist, but 
his reputation owes nothing whatever to the 
bourgeois "popular" theatre—he was estab
lished by the passionate devotion of a dis
criminating minority in the very teeth of 
outraged middle-class opposition. In the 
commercial box-office he is still the kiss of 
death. Shaw did very well out of the bour
geois theatre, but that was because he made 
himself such a nuisance that he had to be 
turned into an institution, which, of course, 
made him quite safe. And today the bour
geoisie are still holding the fort against sub
versive forces—no serious, thoughtful, pro
vocative young dramatist stands much chance 
in the big-time commercial theatre of the 
West End. Whiting flops, Osborne and 
Wesker are produced by the Royal Court, 
Behan by Joan Littlewood, Brecht by the 
Royal Court again and the Mermaid; and 
so on. And you will find precisely the same 
attitudes here in Perth. Look Back in Anger 
flopped for one simple reason: the audience 
didn't like Jimmy Porter—he wasn't "nice". 
That he was recognisably human, funny, 
wretched couldn't save him; he didn't reflect 
back to the stalls the comforting old middle-
class values, and the audience, which always 
expects to identify itself happily with the hero 
cut him dead. Godot, on the other hand, is 
not nearly so disturbing to the middle-class 

mind as Jimmy Porter's play, despite its revo
lutionary trimmings. Essentially Becket is 
reassuring—the world is comfortably hope
less, with no threat or even possibility of 
radical change, so we can all relax again. 
And there you have the limiting conditions 
of all "popular" drama as long as the pro
fessional theatre remains a middle-class pre
serve; it may occasionally produce interesting 
variations on the old themes, but nothing 
vital, adventurous—certainly nothing univer
sal or great—can come of it. 
W. You ride your thesis rather hard—es
pecially on Godot! And even ff I grant, as 
I suppose I must, that our audiences are 
very largely middle-class, have you really 
shown anything more important than that 
social problem plays are unlikely to be good 
box-office ? You seem to assume that no 
drama is worth talking about unless it con
tains some hint of social revolution—^but you 
would be hard-put, surely, to find anything 
of the sort in Shakespeare, or Moliere or 
Sophocles. 

Yet what you say about audience identi
fication with the characters on stage interests 
me very much—in fact I wonder whether it 
may not hint the way to that revitalisation 
of the theatre we both hope, if none too opti
mistically, to see some day. You say that 
the professional theatre is dominated by the 
wrong kind of audience; but might it not 
be that rur audiences are dominated by the 
wrong kind of theatre, the wrong kind of 
stage, the wrong kind of stage-audience re
lationship ? Our present proscenium-arch 
stage is deliberately designed to be illusion-
istic and encourage by every means the 
audience-actor identification you mentioned. 
It is our legacy from Ibsen and naturalism. 
The audience is to forget that it is sitting 
in a theatre and become absorbed by that 
other-and-different world behind the pros
cenium arch. It seems so natural, so inevit
able, that we find it hard to imagine any 
other way of approaching a play. Yet 

WESTERLY 17 



Shakespeare must have expected something 
\'ery different of his audiences. The actors 
on the completely non-illusionistic apron 
stage would have remained first and fore
most actors—men playing parts. Whereas 
today we may go to the theatre to see 
Hamlet, the Elizabethan audience would 
have gone to see Hamlet-heing-acted. And 
that, pretty clearly, would have been quite 
an important qualification in Shakespeare's 
approach to the stage. 

Think back to Mr. Baden-Powell's fascin
ating in-the-round production of Sartre's No 
Exit in the Skinner Galleries. I was struck 
most forcibly by this distinctive audience-
actor relationship. Instead of being drawn 
entirely into the world of the play I found 
myself also sitting outside it, observing it. 
It wasn't that the play was any the less 
gripping or convincing; rather one enjoyed 
a simultaneous detachment, an ability to 
assess, to enjoy objectively as well as sub
jectively three excellent actors presenting 
Sartre's play. In such a theatre, I think, 
we are less likely to want to identify entirely 
with the characters, and therefore less likely 
to demand that their valuation of life should 
confirm our ovim. 

It seems highly likely that if the arena 
stage were to become the form of our ordin
ary popular theatre, we should stand an 
excellent chance of getting an entirely differ
ent kind of popular drama—much more free, 
ranging much wider, less bound by audience 
expectations, bred by the reaHstic tradition, 
of conformity to every-day life. We might 
even hope to breed dramatists who would 
no longer hold up the mirror to the indi
vidual man, but give us the universal stuff 
of human nature as the Elizabethans did. 
C. There may well be something in what 
you say, though I doubt very much whether 
the objective element in arena staging would 
ever preclude an audience's desire for iden
tification; audiences will always bring their 

own values and prejudices to any play, no 
matter how 'objective" the presentation. But 
what you suggest comes pretty close, of 
course, to Brecht's alienation theories and 
his programme for "epic" or objective 
theatre, where the audience is expected to 
observe and deduce instead of identifying 
with the action. The great danger of this 
approach, I should think, would be that the 
characters might become so objective as to 
resemble laboratory specimens rather than 
living flesh and blood. But it certainly seems 
at the moment that Brecht's free, episodic, 
"epic' treatment of drama with free use of 
music is our most interesting, perhaps our 
best, hope for the future of the theatie. The 
whole "feel" of the thing does suggest the 
freedom and sweep of the Elizabthans. How-
ver, of one thing I am convinced—that 
Brecht has opened up the way for poetic 
drama. Up to now the question has always 
been "What kind of poetry is right in the 
theatre ?" But we should have been asking 
instead "What kind of theatre is right for 
poetry ?" Quite clearly the proscenium-arch 
stage is all wrong for it; that embarrassing 
scenery, that sense of a cut-off, peep-show 
world, is calculated to distance and de-gut 
and make nonsense of poetry as a real lan
guage. At best it becomes a kind of super
fluous prettification. But given a naked 
arena stage the dramatic poet is set free to 
use his whole strength in the making of a 
here-and-now reahty. For the first time in 
some three hundred years poetry may well 
become dramatically functional. 

W. The idea of the arena stage certainly 
seems promising and vital; and—an exciting 
hope for the professional theatre—vitality 
will surely make for true popularity. Maybe 
the great days to come are closer than we 
think. 

PHILIP PARSONS is the . founder of the Studio Drama 
Group, to foster experimental drama. i-'iam.i 
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The Far-shooter 

The far-shooter's arrows fill the air; 

Sprung loose, the howling Furies ride 

And Nemesis walks the world of men. 

Zeus, yawning, turns again 

To stroking Gannymede's long hair. 

Kicking the hindering bow aside. 

A well loved king in civic spleen 

Hurls curses at a murderer's head; 

Rarely is it now he feels 

That old pain stabbing at his heels. 

And in the warm arms of his queen 

Forgets that traveller lying dead. 

A homecoming conqueror should not forget 

That only a God on purple treads; 

Nor blind himself to that eyes' fire 

—Fierce as a daughter's funeral pyre— 

In a wife's welcoming features set 

When she the presumptuous purple spreads. 

Helen at home is the gracious queen 

Who smiles as the sacred dance is trod. 

The palace guards lean on their spears 

And talk the talk of that ten hard years 

Which were all as though they had never 
been: 

Zeus smiles the smile of a God. 

J. M. S. O'Brien 
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The Poet at Ground-Level 

Olaf Ruhen 

'T^HE parturient poet is solitary in any sur-
•^ roundings; a temporary removal from 

society is essential to his labour. When deliv
ery is completed he has produced a poem; his 
brainchild, however, does not exist as art, for 
art essentially is communication. If he has 
any consideration for his offspring it is the 
kind and quaHty of the communication that 
he secures for it that is his next concern, for 
is obvious that the ordeal in the maternity 
ward is not a sole qualification for the repu
tation of being a good parent. A further 
conscious effort is necessary, and the poet 
who will not make it is unequal to the re
quirements of creative art. 

Marketing, though, presents more difficul
ties to the poet than to any other artist. No 
agents will handle his work unless he is at 
the same time the author of other works of a 
more profitable kind. His search for pubHca-
tion may involve him in costs higher than 
the returns will warrant, and the struggle is 
likely to occupy him for a number of un-
remunerative years. Yet if he holds his 
Muse in a sufficient regard he must make 
these considerable sacrifices of time and 
effort. 

In the end the rewards are by no means 
small if he has the talent and the drive to 
reach the highest levels of achievement. As 
yet, however, few ff any of the better finan
cial returns are available in this country. 
They include editorial appointments on the 
better literary magazines. University posts, 
the returns from lecture tours, royalties from 
records, and frequent opportunities to make 

quite significant sums through the expression 
of opinion in high-circulation media, as well 
as the more direct rewards from sales. Addi
tionally, any poet with a name will have little 
difficulty overseas in getting the seasonal 
well-paid chores of lecturing at Writers' Con
ferences and the like. With two or three 
outlets of this nature it is possible to earn 
up to a thousand dollars and be weU-kept 
for a month or so. 

Take the busy life of John Ciardi. He is 
poetry editor of the SATURDAY REVIEW, 
holds a professorship in English literature at 
Rutgers, and is the director of the Bread Loaf 
Writers' Conference, which the late Bernard 
de Voto established as the prototype of all 
such institutions. Ciardi has made the best 
and most ambitious translation of Dante, is 
an expert on Italian as well as English litera
ture, and is a family man, yet his output of 
poetry is impressive, and his controversial ar
ticles come frequently. The SATURDAY 
EVENING POST featured him early in its 
series of "Adventures of the mind". He is a 
self-made man. His mother was widowed 
when he was a child, and he made himself 
with the aid of poetry. 

Robert Frost and Ogden Nash share the 
distinction that they are able to live by the 
sale of verse alone; perhaps others do so, but 
I do not know of them. At this level, how
ever, prices are really good. I saw a group 
of SIX NEW POEMS AND A PARABLE by 
Carl Sandburg in the October (1960) issue 
of PLAYBOY, a monthly slick now in the 
top payment bracket. The minimum pay-
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ment received by Sandburg for this feature, 
which consisted in its entirety of 118 lines 
of verse and 112 of prose, could not have 
been less than three thousand dollars; my im
pression is that it would have been much 
more. 

For the beginner, payments are not high. 
Some periodicals pay by the Hne, some have 
flat rates for the short poem, and some give 
token prizes. In smaller magazines contribu
tors have been paid in copies of the journal, 
or sometimes with a book award. But the 
top-circulation magazines pay well, though 
not astronomically. 

The SATURDAY EVENING POST wiU 
start a beginner off with a payment of (I 
think) twenty-five dollars—my information is 
a little dated here—but the sum is increased 
with subsequent sales, the magazine taking 
the reasonable view that publication therein 
increases the poet's value. There is a length 
requirement here, and poems should not be 
more than sixteen lines; in some other maga
zines there is a limitation to eight. Of course 
a long poem of exceptional merit or topicality 
is accepted—once in an exceptionally long 
period. 

A magazine that does use longer poems is 
HARPER'S, and it pays good rates. The 
NEW YORK TIMES uses a poem a day; a 
beginner used to get eight dollars, probably 
more now, but his rate goes up as he im
proves his connection. ATLANTIC MONTH
LY is a good target, taking a special interest 
in young poets. The CHICAGO TRIBUNE 
publishes verse daily—^but makes no payment 
at all. CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR 
pays well. GOOD HOUSEKEEPING pays 
five dollars a line and up. LADIES HOME 
JOURNAL pays three to five dollars a Hne, 
and increases as you continue to sell. LOOK 
has a minimum payment of twenty-five 
dollars, with an eight line limit—it prefers 
four. MACLEANS, in Canada, pays five to 
fifteen dollars. NEW YORK HERALD 

TRIBUNE has a thirty-line maximum and 
pays well. 

Of course, a beginner's best market lies 
with the papers and journals produced in his 
district, especially if his work has a local 
slant, but he should try to break these bounds 
as soon as possible, and the local scene, ff 
handled well, does sell universally. I've sold 
the New York Times a piece about frogs in 
Queensland, for example. The developing 
poet should make an acquaintance with 
College, Literary and "Little" magazines; 
fifty or more of these in the United States 
use verse; a few even pay for it with a token 
dollar or two. And reputations are to be 
made here. J, D. Salinger, for one, has been 
as widely read in College mags as in the 
New Yorker, and anthologies draw largely 
from these sources. 

Practically all the specialty magazines 
have verse requirements. If you are hawk
ing a poem on pregnancy, try Baby Time, a 
Madison Avenue production, or its rival. My 
Baby, which goes to bed on Fifth. Cats 
magazine pays ten cents a line for pussy 
poems—^up to sixty lines. Any dental jobs 
will sell to TIC, at a quarter a line. Safety 
slogans to Safety Education magazine. 

One of the best ways of finding markets 
is through The Writer, a Boston magazine 
which also conducts a sound class in poem 
construction. Its editor for this department 
is Marion Lineaweaver, a distinguished poet
ess who has been associated with several of 
the top magazines. 

I am laying myself wide open to the criti
cism that I am concerning myself with prices, 
rather than with poetry, and I would like to 
make it very clear that I separate the two 
functions of the poet, producing and publish
ing. I once had some contact with Robert 
Frost; and I have seen his home at Ripton 
in Vermont, where he lives amongst the 
apple-blossoms and the sugar-maples. It 
attended a session of the Bread Loaf Con
ference which he addressed, reported some 
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aspects of this experience in The Bulletin of 
February 19, 1958, and now tiurn to this for 
a quotation: 

He was an old man, so old that when I heard 
him first I thought he wandered; yet later I was 
to find that he spoke with a magnificent finality. 

"A good poem begins with observation, with 
feeling, and ends with wisdom," he said. 

"Is it possible," asked one of those tiresome 
note-takers who attend every appearance of the 
great, "for a good poem to begin with wisdom 
and end with observation?" 

"No," he said. 
"Can an assigned poem on a given subject 

be good ?" asked someone more astute. 
"No," said Frost, without having to think. 
"If you were to deliberately write a poem in 

praise of God, wouldn't that be the same thing 
as an assigned poem on a given subject ?" came 
from a bush-lavvo'er, and Frost didn't hesitate. 

"Yes," he said. Then he looked around his 
audience, and his white hair, his apple-cheeked 
face seemed almost to glow. "All your poems 
are in praise of God, even when they deny Him," 
he said. And that, I felt, was the moment to 
leave, so I went out into the crisp and sparkling 
Vermont night. 
What Frost said then was exactly in ac

cord with my own beliefs; I wish that I 
could express them all so well. I do not 
count as poetry those cold and cerebral com
munications that are hammered out with the 
intention of arousing interest. The communi
cation a poem makes is a communication of 
emotion, and the communication must be ex
plicit, though the words, the phrasing and 
the meaning may or may not. 

There are some things that can be ex
pressed only in poetry; there is no other 
medium for them; and at times when I have 
encountered situations which seem to me to 
lie in this region I have written a poem-
Were I a true poet, I daresay I could see the 
whole of the human experience in this way. 
If I did, I would write a great deal of verse, 
and perhaps be able to call myself a poet. 

My total output, however, would not 
amount to more than twenty poems, of which 
I think about twelve have seen print. I 
except the poems of my childhood—some of 

these were printed too, and one in the United 
States, in a piano manufacturer's trade jour
nal—and I have not counted, either, those 
bold and burning odes which a young man 
in love writes to the object of his desires. 
They were highly charged with emotion, aU 
right, and could have been good verse, but 
I never kept copies, not being an Indian 
giver. 

If, then, I'm not a poet, I do not have 
much right to give advice about poetry, and 
I do so only because Westerly's editor seized 
upon an incautious statement of mine that 
"The international field now open to poets 
enables the best of them to make a living 
by the art, and a good living too". I feel 
that Australian poetry will not be recognised 
to any great extent unless it continues to be 
published overseas. Remember that the 
Elgin marbles were not recognised as art in 
modern appreciation until they left Greece 
and came to England; that Paris as an art 
centre did not exist until its students came 
to be drawn from the ends of the earth, and 
to there returned. 

Australian poetry should be published 
overseas, not only in collections, like Ran
dolph Stow's, nor in anthologies, like the 
Penguin one, but also in the various media 
where poetry is most widely read. I feel 
that the AustraHan poet, in loyalty to his 
production and to his nationality, should seek 
out these media and use them consistently. 

I feel that only a fool would deliberately 
slant his production to the requirements of 
these magazines, for his real reward does not 
come with the immediate payment; but once 
a poem has been furnished with its desirable 
form, the poet will, if he is true to his art, find 
a suitable home for it. 

John Ciardi told me that, in his capacity 
of poetry editor for Saturday Review, it is 
sometimes necessary for him to read up to 
three hundred poems in three hours. This 
is his first reading. He has a capable secret
ary who takes all the poems out of the 
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envelopes, removes any covering letters and 
throws them away, flattens out the poems in 
a pile convenient to where his right hand will 
be, and generally makes it possible for him 
to attack the heap with machine-like pre
cision. Even so, he would be at a loss to cope 
if he were to read through all the poems. 

He therefore reads only until he strikes 
one of several things. A false juxtaposition 
anywhere, a raucous note, a suggestion of 
mis-handling in the first line or two will 
condemn it; on the other hand a well-pitched 
note, a fresh and substantial image will cause 
him to transfer it to another pile which he 
takes home in his brief-case for a thorough, 
sober and lengthy examination. Of the three 
hundred, perhaps five or six will get into the 
brief-case, and he may buy half of these. 
The secretary, careful of his eyes, has already 
discarded any poems that are hard to read 
—through dim type, scrabbled hand-writing, 
coloured paper, arty brown ribbons and the 
like. 

Poems in such quantity are not to be 
thought about for long; the concept is too 
frightening. But these are the obstacles in 
the race; there is no doubt but that the fit
test man will win through in twenty years 
or so, and perhaps less. Poems by poets 
previously published in the magazine are 
diverted from this main stream at an earlier 
stage. But a conscientious editor cannot 
delegate his responsibility. 

I was asked to write of the international 
market; I find I have concerned myself with 
the American one. A great deal of what 
I have written applies to England; but Eng-
Hsh poets, George Barker, for example, and 
the late Dylan Thomas, were better rewarded 
in America than in their own land. Another 
factor supports the financial one: up to and 
through 1959 America proved her always ex
trovert interest in the arts was increasingly 
engaged by overseas production. For ex
ample I noted that a story in Saturday Even

ing Post with a Japanese locale had been sent 
to Tokio for illustration by a Japanese artist; 
an almost incredible demonstration of integ
rity, and one most hopeful to those of us who 
believe in some of the wider functions of art. 
This American tendency, it is true, suffered 
last year for a combination of reasons: it was 
election year, the U-2 incident was badly 
handled at the beginning, Khrushchev banged 
his shoes about too much; Castio showed a 
not-too-immaculate hand, mysterious Africa 
became dovvmright inscrutable, and the 
American in the street showed a tendency 
to wish he hadn't taken an interest in the 
rest of the world, a fact which most of the 
lesser magazines revised their policy upon. 
But the setback was temporary and if I am 
a good judge will have been overtaken within 
a very few months. 

But in spite of anything I may have said 
here, Australians should never regard this 
market as a sole target. I say with equal 
force that they should never plan a campaign 
of marketing poems without taking it into 
consideration. A requisite for such a cam
paign is, of course, a familiarity with recent 
copies of the magazine aimed at. 

For every poem of true merit written 
there is, not one market, but several. Until 
a poem achieves the kind of communication 
that publication in a suitable medium gives 
it, it does not exist as art. And the poet 
should be prepared to expend long hours 
looking for his market. Poetry is a blend of 
great joys and strict disciplines; this is one 
discipline under which the average rhyme
ster chafes. I don't know why, unless it be 
that such a man is daunted by untried fences. 
It can't be that either. I have a great ad
miration for nearly all the poets I have ever 
met, and courage, I think, is a qualit)^ com
mon to them. 

OLAF RUHEN is internationally known as a novelist and 
short-story writer. 
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Gloves 

When she takes off 
her golden gloves 
lightly as dust 
there is a hurrying about her 
on wings 
and tentative legs. 

A quick confinement 
in a wooden hollow, 
her entrance is not cell dark 
as well as suddenly loud. 

All carry the caught light 
flickering about their subject 
backs like wick swinging pilots 
roving in a hum of coming. 

All over a sea of themselves 
as she sails 
to shell her fingers, 
they put her pollen dov^m 
and dance it into the crawled combs. 
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When she takes off 
as one wisp of hunger 
to cover her loving 
hair curved legs, 
again the green and blind 
stems all shake into winds 
their gffts of dust 
and the edging scent. 

Her humped wings 
fold holy and stfll 
each time the petals she fumbles, 
upheavals through their blossoms 
to load her sceptre thighs 
untfl tilting time with the dusts of to

morrow. 

Homeward and lowered 
cloud of noise about her reign, 
she quickens their children 
mingled in the well met petals, 
takes her gloved and drunken leave. 

When on the other 
closer hand, 
your's that gloving girls enter, 
theirs' you consider, 
they might as well remove 
themselves. 

Peter Bibby 
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Case History 

Donald Stuart 

"VT'OU feel the slow clank and rattle of the 
train in your bones now, and it soothes 

your weariness. Out there, through the win
dow, is the wheatbelt country. Red earth, in 
square and oblong paddocks, with patches 
of salmon gums left for shade. The paddocks 
dip and tilt, the horizons swell and fall away, 
there are sheep scattered here and there, 
sometimes you see a close-bunched mob with 
a horseman and a swfftiy trotting dog, there 
are cars on the bitumen that snakes along 
from town to town, and an occasional truck. 
The wheatbelt towTis come and go, prosper
ous, full of cars, each town with a double-
storied hotel, a garage or two, a co-op, an 
agency, all the town on one side of the line 
for tiading, dealing, buying, selling, going 
to the pictures, boozing. On the other side 
of the line, the hospital, the townspeople's 
houses, the Baby Clinic, the Hall, and soon 
the train moves again from the platform, 
past the goods shed, past the loading ramp 
where the big new blue or red farm machines 
stand ready, the harvesters, the tractors, the 
bright new machines. 

The train gathers speed now. There are 
only two of you left in the carriage. There, 
through the window, as the tovvm drops be
hind, you see the grey tents and humpies of 
the coloured people, and the paddocks again, 
red and brown, and the fences marching 
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along the slopes, and the squat bulk of some 
farm homestead with its sheds and yards 
close around it, and tall trees for a wind
break. Behind you lies Perth, and ahead is 
Kalgoorlie, still in tomrorow. You settle 
down, and think of the next refreshment 
rooms. 

The man opposite speaks for the first 
time. He is a quiet bloke, small, brovinn, 
neat, young, but wait on, he's not young, 
he's old, old as, well, hard to say. Per
haps he's not so old, but never mind. 

"How far are you going ?" he asks. 

You look at him, and consider. No harm 
in him. No harm in his knowing how far 
you intend to so. 

"Kalgoorlie first," you say, "and then on 
to Adelaide." And you'll go on, past Adel
aide, but you say nothing of that. It is not 
completely settled in your own mind yet. 
His eyes are dark, deep-set. 

"I'm only going as far as Kalgoorlie, then 
I'U go down to Norseman, if there's nothing 
in Kal. What're going to do in Adelaide ?" 

Just conversational, his tone. Nothing 
more than a friendly interest, not a hint of 
the know-all attitude of most adults. 

"Oh, I'U get a job in Adelaide all right. 
No trouble about that. And bye-'n'-bye, I'll 
have a look at Vic and Tassie." 

You think back. School, and the way 
you had to be. Just so, learn this, learn 
that, but when you wanted to ask questions 
you were steered round to where you asked 
the questions that the book answered, and 
somehow you were made to feel it was wrong 
to ask any others. You went to school each 
day, and despite them all, you learned some 
of the answers to some of your questions. 
You passed your exams, and when Tommy 
Cartwright started to bully young Ted, you 
said straight out that a big bloke in Fifth 
Standard shouldn't try to stand over a kid 
in Third, and you had to fight Tommy, and 

you kept at him until he tired of belting you, 
and you went on slowly and bloodily until 
he was butchered and beaten, and next day 
you came to school, and Tommy Cartwright 
stayed away for a week, and no one ever 
talked fight to you again, and young Ted 
was never bulHed. Your father had taken 
one look at you that evening and had said 
nothing. Yom: mother had asked how it had 
happened, and you'd said "Fighting" and 
you'd washed your face and said no more. 

School had passed in time, and you'd 
gone to work. Your father had talked of 
getting you apprenticed to Burketts as a 
carpenter, but you'd said no to that. He 
was with Burketts, had been as long as you 
could remember, and it wasn't what you 
wanted. You'd got yourself a job at the 
foundry in West Perth, good work, but very 
heavy. You'd been lucky to get taken on 
at fifteen, and the money was good. Mother 
was glad of the extra money, and you'd 
started a savings bank. It was pleasant to 
buy odd presents once in a while for young 
Ted. He was a good lad, Ted. One thing 
about him, he wasn't always trying to find 
out exactly what you were thinking about at 
any given time; he wasn't always watching 
you with a puzzled look, as your mother and 
father so often were. 

The weekends were good. All day Satur
day you were busy with your father finishing 
the front of the house, and later the back 
verandah, and there was the fowlyard, and 
then the shed for feed and tools and the 
lawnmower. Sunday you went to the beach 
on your bike and put in hours out beyond 
the breakers, and there were no words for 
what you felt when you rose high in a swell 
and saw the low white sandhills and scrub, 
and knew it was Australia, all the thousands 
of miles of it. And the Surf Lifesavers.. They 
were worth watching. Some day you'd be 
one of them. 

Then the house was finished, and the 
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fowlyard, and the shed, and the buffalo grass 
lawn front and back, and Ted was getting 
big and strong, and your bank was growing, 
and mother had the washing machine and 
other things she needed, and you decided 
you could go. You'd told them at night, 
after Ted had gone to sleep, and they'd 
been puzzled. What is vvrong, why do you 
want to go, where will you go, is anything 
wrong at work, all the foolish questions. At 
last your mother had wept, and your father 
had stood up and thumped his fist on the 
table and had said it was time he took the 
strap to you, and you'd stood up, silent, and 
looked at him, and he'd sat down, remember
ing Tommy Cartwright, possibly, and know
ing no doubt that your work on the moulding 
floor and in the shot blast cupola had made 
you strong and very big. 

So next morning you'd gone, and you'd 
got as far as Geraldton, and the PoHce had 
taken you up, and sent you back. There 
had been a row at home, but you'd learnt 
one thing from it. Let them talk and shout, 
they couldn't change a single thing by their 
noise. They didn't want any child of theirs 
tramping, begging. You'd travelled by motor-
coach, and you'd booked a room at a board
ing house in Geraldton, but they weren't 
interested in that. You'd gone back to work, 
but there was nothing to hold you there 
now. You wanted to go. 

Sunday afternoon, when you came home 
from the beach, there was a visitor. A friend 
of yom father, a Mr. Romand, but you were 
not deceived. He was easygoing, pleasant, 
but he had the knack of keeping quiet and 
making other people talk. You had matched 
him, and when you answered a question 
with one word, yes or no, you gave him no 
chance to ask another; you put a question 
straight at him. 

"And tell me, are you happy at your 
work?" he asked. 

"Yes," you answered. "Are you happy 
at yours ?" 

Two or three Hke that, and the man knew 
he wouldn't make much progress. It was 
foolish, the whole silly idea. You were 
nearly fifteen, and you wanted to go. 

Charlie Morton came to you the follow
ing Sunday at the beach, and lay sunbathing 
with you, and you knew he wanted to talk, 
so you kept quiet, and at last he brought it 
out. He too wanted to go. Could he come 
with you, ff you were going again ? You'd 
said yes, and a fortnight later you'd gone, 
the pair of you, but you'd known almost from 
the start that he was a fool. He'd always 
been a noisy kid at school, and he'd moved 
about from job to job aroimd the town and 
the suburbs, he'd hmig about the street cor
ners at weekends, and he was useless as a 
travelling companion. Come to think of it, 
anyone would be useless, because after all 
the idea of going wasn't to have someone 
for company. Hard to explain, but you felt 
better alone, better, seeing the new places, 
the stretching road, the clang and bustle of 
railway yards, the silence and the solitude of 
the bush, better if you had no one to be 
watching you all the time. You'd been glad 
when Charlie had turned back at KalgoorHe. 
You went on, and the NuUarbor was your 
reward. You watched it from the train, and 
hoped that nothing of your thoughts, your 
feelings, showed in your face. No one could 
ever take this from you, this first sight of the 
lonely immensity of that treeless plain, the 
hundreds of miles of it, to make a man's 
heart pound loud to look out across it to the 
far horizons. 

And at last you'd got to Adelaide. It was 
easy to get work, and a place to board. 
Foundry work again, good work that you 
liked, and a good boarding house. The 
beaches were poor old things after the West, 
but there were good hefty hiUs in the Mt. 
Lofty Ranges, and it wasn't long before you 
had a new bike and put in Saturday and Sun
day pedalling every road for scores of miles. 
Adelaide with parklands, and the vineyards. 
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fenced with almond trees, and the long road 
down to Victor Harbour, a great weekend 
ride that had been. And back to the board
ing house, and the two men from the Child 
Weffare, waiting for your return. All the 
nonsense again, the questions, the Receiving 
Home, the Children's Court, the useless 
senseless talk, and the trip by 'plane back 
to Perth, your father waiting at Guildford 
Airport with the ute, greeting you quietly, 
the messing about, the idiocy, the drive back 
to the house, both of you silent, your mother 
silent when you arrived, silent, and sullen 
too, against you now. Ted of course was 
just the same Ted, He wasn't upset that 
you wanted to go whfle he wanted to stay. 
You stayed a week, looking round for a job, 
and they'd had the Child Welfare on to you, 
but you'd shrugged them off, and they'd had 
that psychiatrist bloke out to see you. 

Now it was funny about him. He wanted 
to know all sorts of things, but he wasn't for 
you, he wasn't against you. He just wanted 
to know. And at last he'd made up his mind 
about you. He'd asked all his questions, and 
you'd answered them all, because he seemed 
to be sensible. No, you weren't interested in 
booze, the smell of a pub as you went past 
was enough, and the blokes at work just 
barely scraping through on Monday morning, 
shaky and spewy with a hangover, no, booze 
was nothing to do with your going. Girls, 
well, later on, you supposed, but there were 
other things more interesting at the moment. 
Oh, like Adelaide, Melbourne, Tassie, Syd 
ney, Brisbane. And the cities, what would 
you do there? See them, all of them, this 
one different from that one, surfing, working, 
saving up to go on. And Northern Queens
land and the Gulf Country, droving teams, 
blackfellers, cattle branding, the Overland 
Telegraph line at Katherine, the AUce and 
back to Darwin, and across to the Kimber-
leys, and Broome, the pearling luggers, the 
Malays, Chinese, Japs, and all the others, and 
Marble Bar, and down the inland road to 

NuUagine and Meekatharra, and across to 
Kalgoorlie, the Golden Mile, and Paddy 
Hannan's statue, and on again to another 
sight of the Nullarbor. And what then ? 
Why, more of the same. Spend a long time 
in Tassie. Lyrebirds in Vic. Bourke, and 
Wilcannia and the great River. Queens
land. Spend a long time there. All right, 
spend a Hfetime like that, and then what ? 
Well, spend a Iffetime, you die, and who 
doesn't. But what about a home, a wffe, 
children ? You watch him coldly, and you 
answer sharply. You're almost fifteen. You're 
young enough to be brought back, sent back, 
dragged back, held back. Very well, you're 
far too young to be worried with thoughts 
of wives and children and homes. 

He smiles, that psychiatrist bloke, and you 
smile back. Perhaps he knows what you 
want. If he doesn't, it's no great worry. You 
know what you want, and that's all that mat
ters. He goes out to where your father is 
pottering on the front lawn, and the pair of 
them go for a drive in the bloke's car, and 
soon they're back. You know just what has 
been said. 

Where have we failed, my wffe and I ? 
You haven't failed. Let the boy go. You'll 
make him hate you if you try to hold him. 
He respects you and his mother, but he has 
broken away. When he was an infant, he 
was weaned. Now he is a man, and he has 
weaned himself again, completely. Don't 
fight him. You have bred and reared a com
plete person. So few people can do that. Be 
satisfied. 

So next day you left again. That was 
yesterday. And here you are, with the late 
afternoon shadows spreading across the land, 
and ahead is Southern Cross, and beyond the 
Cross, Coolgardie, and Kal, and the NuUar
bor, and South Aus., Vic, Tassie, New South, 
Queensland, the Barrier Reef, Thursday 
Island, Darwin, Wyndham, Hall's Creek, aU 
Australia. And opposite is the old bloke. 
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WeU, he doesn't look so old, and he seems 
to have understood what you've been trying 
to say. He's got a good grin, and he's only 
nodded while you've been talking, he hasn't 
interrupted once, hasn't asked a single ques
tion. 

"You're on the right track, mate. Take 
me, now. I wanted to go. They made a 
schoolteacher of me. Well, I stuck at it for 
a long whUe, but in the end I went. AU 
over. I did the things / wanted to do, I saw 
the places I wanted to see. That port of 
mine up there is full of forty years' gather
ings, and I've got as much again in my skuU. 
Next year I'll be going up the Murray from 
Goolwa to the Darling. I walked the East-
West line in 1931, in the depression. I saw 
Sydney before the Bridge. I've gone hungry 

in every State of Australia. You're on the 
right track. Don't let anyone teU you what 
you want. You know what you want. Let 
them mind their own business and attend to 
their own affairs. You go, ff you want to." 

So there were others, who wanted to go, 
and go on. 

He was brown, small, tidy looking. His 
boots were elastic sides, weU polished, his 
trousers light blue, like those the seamen 
wear. His shirt was dark blue, and he wore 
a grey pullover and a grey jacket. He'd 
stowed away on ships all round the coast of 
Australia, he'd jumped trains, he'd worked in 
city and country and bush, he'd gone on. 
Well, you'd go on, too, and this time there'd 
be no coming back. 

Your rendezvous for 

ALL occasions . . . . 

CAPTAflN 

VISIT OUR NEW 
AND COCKTAIL 

Call in at our nev\ 

STIII^LIINI€ y©Tii EL 
STIRLING HIGHWAY, NEDLANDS 

LOUNGE 
BAR 

/ drive-in bottle department 

Phones 86 3348 
86 4977 
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Deputy; Collie Coal Mines 

We walked down the shaft of dying time; 

each avoided sleeper a year, and a thousand years, 

in this coeval blast of steam and scalding rock. 

Pit horses stood silent as sculpture, 

movement seeped Hke lava in the ceUs, 

and waUs wept Calvaries aganist their crucffying stays. 

This guide, 
older than Cyclops, 

with veins thick as honeycombing shafts, 
quarried the darkness with his one eye; 
noted noxious gases in a chiselled script; 
absentmindedly, like a man forever among horses, 
patted the grab that mantissed its prey; 
and bore us to the light—Christopher and king. 

Now the town is with his mine 
a secret wound that quarries back 
into the catafalque of man and coal. 
Men are mazed in this sudden blast 
that locks their tunnels; 
the gas of change cripples the nerves. 

This Sunday, bereft of role, 

he watches the open lake of the Muja cut, 

where machines bite like minnows at the exposed coal, 

and walks home again. 

He is lost in his smaUness— 
the gums watch his steps away from his kingdom. 

Peter Jeffery 

WESTERLY 31 



Underneath the Hatches 

Merv Lilley 

A BOUT twenty-five years ago I was mak-
ing modest contributions to some of the 

pages of The Central Queensland Herald. 
There were pages for "Nature Notes", "Farm 
and Field", and a freelance section. I was 
beginning to feel, then, that creative writing 
was almost within my grasp, if I were to 
begin writing poetry and have it published. 

I carried out the first part of this project 
and sent it to the Editor. The reject 
columns were generally quite funny to 
read, but it looked and felt different when 
1 saw against my name, "If you can write 
anything better than you write poetry, 
stick to it." It took me about fifteen years 
to recover from the shock, and if bitterness 
and hatred had not crept into my life to 
the point where I knew that it was futile 
to tr> to write anything except verse about 
the object of my hatred, a Chief Engineer 
on a ship . . . then I probably never would 
have discovered that I could write a kind 
of poetry that was moving, if crude in form. 
I had to move off that ship shortly after
wards. 

There is a wide gap between the kind 
of thing that goes into job - bulletins and 
creative writing. The qualitative develop
ment needed to bridge the gap requires 
time and effort. 

To the person who has some natural gifts 

and no specialised education, the transition 
is almost impossible, and the embryonic 
writers who never were writers, because they 
could not master form, would be tragically 
numerous. My own educational standard 
was less than state-school leaving, and came 
to an end in what must have been my first 
outward militant action, that of leaving 
school early. 

I was thirteen at the time, and doing a 
fair bit towards keeping a small property 
going in the absence of a commercial- travel
ling father. My school teacher was dis
gruntled at my frequent absences from 
school, and one day I met some schoolmates 
on the road to school. They told me the 
teacher asked, "Have you seen any sign of 
Mervyn Lilley lately ?" 

"Yes. We saw him driving bullocks along 
the road," they reported. 

And the angry teacher said, "He'll always 
be driving bullocks along the road." 

I threw my hand in then, via the other 
school children. "Tell him I won't be back 
to school." After all, I couldn't see much 
wrong in driving bullocks along the road for 
a living. 

But he was a good teacher, and one day 
I met him when I was running cream to the 
station, eight miles in a sulky, and he was 
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off on a Friday afternoon to see his gii'l. He 
showed me his rifle, and then he asked me 
would I send away and get correspondence 
lessons to finish my schooling ? I did that, 
and carried on in a desultory kind of way, 
recapitulating what I had already done at 
school in some respects, but it did do some
thing for me, before I found that the pressure 
of work and generally growing up was going 
to make it a long, drawn-out affair, and I 
decided that I was no longer a school child, 
and would face the world with what re
sources I had. 

The urge to be a vvrriter was strong 
enough, and it is probable that other 
writers have risen from such humble begin
nings, and succeeded to the ultimate. 

But what makes a working-class writer, 
and what does he achieve that any other 
writer may not ? 

In the thirties, someone from the ranks 
of the poor people, whether they had apti
tude in a subject (say English), and a ten
dency to be able to use it in a particuar 
way (as writing) still stood little chance of 
gaining the educational facilities necessary to 
learn the trade. 

But the desire will not be lost, and it's 
a matter then of work, and slowly, irregu
larly, grope towards form. In the process of 
manual labour a lot is learned about society, 
but that scarcely enough to form a solid 
philosophy either, and so it was with me. 

With my hunger unsatisfied, I was glad 
to know that a working man with such a rare 
thing as a university degree had come to our 
district, to work a goldmine. Here was the 
very rare combination, knowledge and physi
cal labour. He'd been a schoolteacher, but 
he was so fundamentally a worker, personally 
and philosophically, that he returned to the 
occupation of his family, who had made a 
joint effort to educate him, and so dis
appointed them all. But he was a most seri
ous educationalist, and never spoke of trivial 

things, and his talk was the strange talk of 
political philosophy, the need for a balanced 
society. 

The country was seething with politics at 
that time, and the farming communities were 
thinking seriously of "Social Credit", the 
solving of their needs for markets and debt-
free overdrafts, by the alchemy of money 
issue. I had learned that set of ideas from 
my father who gave me books on it, and 
with these ideas I challenged the working 
class philosopher. I must record that I never 
did win an argument with him, but I learned 
too much for my comfort in that biased com
munity, and he and I sallied forth to battle 
in the farmers' organizations, to good effect. 

I was a confirmed Marxist, sure of my 
economics, and I didn't know why other 
people could not, would not see, what was 
so clear to me. I could only know that 
people were different from each other, and 
that I was different from most. Life was 
clear and simple to my mates. You went on 
and judged the seasons, and one day you 
bought your father's farm, and extended it 
a bit. There was no conflict at all, you 
growled about the same things until some
thing happened. What happened was that 
so many farmers were growling through their 
Local Producers' Associations that a member 
of Parliament, by the name of Mr. BuUcock, 
Minister for Agriculture, declared that the 
Local Producers' Ascociations were of no 
further use, and disbanded them. 

Industrial matters like the "Forgan Smith 
Full Employment Scheme", and "Joe Lyons 
National Register" were coming up, and we 
forced the council to grade a road that was 
grubbed by relief work. The Marxist lead
ership showed through clearly in all this; 
theory and practice were interwoven, and 
I was ready to face the world as such, but 
also with the far dream that one day I 
would be able to write about it all. 
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It was many years before I began to 
show results. I satisfied myseff with occa
sional letters to the Editor, of the vitriolic 
kind, and managed to cause some occasional 
consternation. Yet I knew that the higher 
forms of literature were waiting, and I 
didn't seem to have a clue as to how to go 
about getting to that stage. I was watching 
the changing face of the country, I was see
ing the things I knew change forever, and it 
was vaguely stiring in me that I would have 
to write about these things as I had known 
them so that they would live on, because 
a country has to preserve its own folklore if 
it is to have and keep an independent na
tional character. 

But I could only write that I wanted to 
write about these things in letters home. I 
had of course, specialised in the job buUe-
tins about particular issues. 

When I look back, I recall that the "Left 
Book Club", from England, formed to dispel 
the clouds of war, had a big effect on me. I 
joined this under the advice of my gold-
miner-tutor, and read such books as "These 
Poor Hands", moving books on coalmining 
and its associates, poverty and the tragedy 
of siHcosis. It might be fitting here to re
mark that my friend died this death, as did 
all his brothers, under the age of fifty, around 
the goldmining town of Mt. Morgan, the 
graveyard of young men. 

I always felt that he left an inadequate 
"me" to try conclusions with the forces of 
social evfl, and this has been a part of my 
reason for grasping the pen again and again, 
of scarcely ever heeding Editors, or believing 
they could be right. 

There isn't any doubt that no one gives 
over his own opinions easily, and yet the 
process of assimilation goes on, so that form 
begins to take shape and to change, accord
ing to the critics of the time. I suppose the 
same thing happens to critics in their 
struggles with writers, and yet I have never 

given non-writing critics much credit for 
efficacy, always claiming that a non-writing 
critic is just that because he or she has not 
that creative flair that bridges the gap, and 
therefore has failed as a tradesman; using 
the term tradesman in the sense that while 
a labourer might make fair comment on the 
work of a carpenter, he would be quite in
adequate to instruct him. 

This may sound like arrogance, some form 
of craftsman snobbery, yet it is the process 
that all writers must go through who ap
proach the whole problem from the bottom 
of the well, and meet that queer beast, "Uter
ary jargon,,' wandering around. 

When I began to hear this strange talk, 
which I now know emanates from the Uni
versities, I could only say in wonder, "I 
don't know what you mean", as the character 
in Tom Collins' poem replied, when the bag
man asked him, "Are you the cove ?" I only 
knew that, by necessity, I was approaching 
the matter from the blind side, sneaking up 
on it with a wealth of working class experi
ence and the absence of Tutorials of 
culture. It is needless to say that most 
of the writers who are battling upwards to
day in this manner, lack this essential. Essen
tial because the excellence of craft is there 
to be grasped, and combined with the ex
perience that is a natural part of writers like 
Frank Hardy and John Morrison. I am not 
implying that there are many who fit this 
category. There are few. There always have 
been few, I think, because the many com
binations needed to make this kind of writer 
seldom come together. 

I think this must sound entirely presump
tuous, coming from me, with a few 
short stories published and a number of 
poems, a recorded song, the name of a poet 
amongst the working class, and a lot of am
bition unfulfilled. 

Perhaps ff you regard this fragment as the 
skeleton of a novel to be written when time 
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permits me to gain a little more knowledge 
of the craft, and a small space in the years, 
days, to write it, we shall all be happy, and 
the skilled and published may still rest as 
the great. 

Yet I know this, deep in my heart, that 
very few who have written have lived the 
life of the ordinary man on the job, are still 
living it and gaining the fundamental experi
ence that only genuine necessity can give, to 
be translated between covers. I am not in 
a position to do justice to this subject, be
cause an Editor is waiting for me to conclude 
this. I go on midnight shift in a few hours, 

and last week, when I should have written 
it, I worked seventy hours to prepare ships 
to shift West Australian wheat away, and 
this week might have been the same had not 
fatigue decreed that I stay in bed one day 
and earn the name of a weakling. One day I 
will have the privilege of opening up the hat
ches to you, and telling you the story of what 
lies beneath them in terms of men's lives, 
in the great and human drama of Labour. 

MERV LILLEY i,̂  a seaman whose articles, stories, and 
poetry have appeared in various Australian periodicais. 

Perth's Lovelî ^̂ ^̂ ^ 
offers you 

i^ A wonderfu l selection of a l l popular brands 

^ Lowest possible Prices 

^ Cheerful a t ten t ion by fu l ly t ra ined assistants 

^ Free-o f - in terest Credit if you wish 

central Hay St. next to Mayfair Theatrette 
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Writers in Public 

Tom Gibbons 

"Both the dignity and the weariness breath (sic) through the slow 
moving (sic) line embroidered with nasals." 

McNamee, Cronin, and Rogers." 

T have undertaken (on behalf of the Edi-
tors of Westerly) to explain why so many 

submitted poems are returned to their only 
begetters as "not suitable for publication". 
The Editors would like to enclose a sympa
thetic and constructive critique with each 
returned poem. So great is the number of 
poems received and returned, however, that 
this would necessitate their full-time employ
ment as External Tutors. They have, they 
regret, neither world enough, nor time. 

Westerly is a magazine of general literary 
interest, and has usually room to print no 
more than three or four poems in each issue. 
The Editor naturally chooses what seem to 
him to be the best of the poems submitted, 
the best being those which are freest of the 
faults I shall later describe. If you deny 
that these characteristics are "faults", I can 
only say that they do not appear in the best 
works of good poets who have not written 
literary criticism, and that they have usually 
been regarded as faults by good poets such 
as Jonson and Pope (whose critical com
ments are avaUable to us) and by profes
sional students of literature. It seems to me 
to be commonsensical to trust, generally, the 
judgment of professional practitioners and 
students of Hterature in their field, as it is 

Literary Types and Themes, p. 693 (Rinehart, 
New York, 1960). 

to trust the professional practitioners and 
students of (say) medicine in theirs. I do 
not claim that these experts are infaUible, 
merely that they are more likely to be more 
right, more often. The epigraph to this ar
ticle is meant as an acknowledgment that 
professional students of Hterature can mis
handle language every bit as sublimely as 
the humblest of Westerly's rejected poets. 

My first impression of the poems returned 
to their authors is, as I have already hinted, 
one of profusion. When I once undertook 
to edit a magazine very similar to Westerly, 
I was at first astonished by the vast amount 
of poetry which poured in. Westerly has the 
same problem. For every prose-article sub
mitted, there are roughly ten poems, and 
never, never, a first-rate humorous short 
story. These poems come from aU over 
Australia, and are written by the most un
expected people. It's often said that no-one 
reads poetry nowadays, and if this is true, 
it's probably because everybody is too busy 
writing the stuff. 

One of the strangest things about poetry 
is that a great many people expect to be 
able to write it without training of any kind. 
I'm sincerely grateful (thinking of the drains 
in my house, the music I Hsten to, and the 
business-letters I receive) that this arrogance 
is not shared by plumbers, oboe-players, or 
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shorthand-typists. All expect to be trained, 
usually for some years, in the proper per
formance of their particular work. EngHsh 
poetry, one might say, is the use of the Eng
lish language at its most complicatedly re
sourceful; it is the atomic physics of litera
ture. Yet himdreds of otherwise sensible 
citizens apparently expect to be able to write 
poetry as easily as they turn on the telly. 

This expectation is perhaps the result of 
the Romantic (in all senses) descriptions of 
artistic creation furnished by films and novels 
about The Lives and Loves of Great Artists. 
The sheer mechanical drudgery of artistic 
creation, the grubbing-around for words, the 
crossing out, the bitten finger-nail, the 
scraped-off canvas, the torn manuscript in 
the wastepaper-basket: none of these makes 
very exciting fictional material. It's much 
more dramatic to show the poet spewing out 
words in a divine frenzy, his powerful feel
ings spontaneously overflowing all over the 
place. 

You should see, if you haven't already, a 
French film (directed by Christian-Jaque) 
about the life of Hector Berioz (played by 
Jean-Louis Barrault). It's called Symphonic 
Fantastique, and it contains the best example 
I've ever seen of this particular sort of roman
ticism. Picture Berlioz in his garret. He is 
played out; quite unable to compose. He 
munches his quill-pen angrily, on the verge 
of suicide. A storm suddenly blows up out
side: tremendous flashes of thunder and 
crashes of lightning. The window blows 
open with a bang; Berlioz jumps to his feet. 
The lamp begins to swing violently from the 
ceiling, and the whole room appears to be 
turning round. More and louder thunder; 
the door blows open. Manuscript-paper 
starts to blow all round the spinning room. 
With a manic expression on his face, Berlioz 
staggers around the room for some seconds 
before putting his hands to his temples and 
screaming (above the now considerable noise 

of the wind-machines): "Symphonie Fan
tastique 1" Eureka, in another word. 

Grabbing a piece of manuscript-paper 
from the floor, he holds it down on the heav
ing table with his left hand, and, with his 
quill spluttering along like a Chinese cracker, 
proceeds with his right hand to write down 
spontaneously the complete score of a sym
phony for 91 players, testing no tune on the 
piano (there is none in the room), and at a 
speed which would have him the easy cham
pion of any competition for Pitman's short
hand. This scene quickly dissolves to an
other, in which Berlioz, in immaculate even
ing-dress (such as all starving composers have 
in their wardrobes) is conducting an immense 
orchestia in the final bars of his now com
pleted symphony, to the eventual applause 
of a very rich and glittering first-night audi
ence. Success ! Berlioz actually took be
tween three and four months to write that 
rather long and certainly very complex piece 
of music. The film suggests that it was com
pleted in slightly under forty-five seconds. 

This sort of naivete is not confined to thi!> 
century, nor is it confined to those who have 
no practical experience of writing poems or 
music. Charles Lamb, for example, in his 
essay Oocford in the Vacation, displays an 
innocence astonishing in a writer: 

"I had thought of the Lycidas as a full-grown 
beauty—as springing vip with all its parts abso
lute—till, in an evil hour, I was shown the 
original copy of it, together with the other minor 
poems of the author, in the hbrary of Trinity, 
kept like some treasure to be proud of. I wish 
they had thrown them in the Cam or sent them 
after the latter Cantos of Spenser, into the Irish 
Channel. How it staggered me to see the fine 
things in their ore! interlined, corrected 1 as if 
their words were mortal, alterable, displaceable 
at pleasure 1 as if they might have been other
wise, and just as good 1 as if inspiration were 
made up of parts, and these fluctuating, suc
cessive, indifferent. I will never go into the 
workshop of any great artist again." 

I hope that budding AustraHan poets vdll 
have rather more courage to face the facts 
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than poor old Lamb, and that they will enter 
as many "workshops" as they possibly can. 
In practice, this means detailed study of the 
manuscripts of well-known poems, which are 
nowadays reproduced in a good many books. 
It's surprising, and salutary I think, to find 
that such an arch-Romantic as Keats was 
just as much a "polisher" as Pope. 

There are, of course, two main schools of 
thought here. One claims that the would-
be author should avoid such "intellectual" 
analysis of other authors, as it will reduce 
him to artistic impotence. The other, which 
I support, claims quite the reverse. Most 
authors, I would guess, benefit in the long 
run from treating their craft as a craft, and 
learning it in the way that any apprentice 
joiner learns his. The short-term effect may 
be near-sterility, but in the long run even 
a minor talent must surely benefit from 
close connection with, and appreciation of, 
the best models of a particular literary genre. 
There are, of course, no Schools of Writing 
in Australia at the moment. Indeed, the 
very idea of such institutions is sneered at 
and frowned on by the upholders of the 
Romantic and "intuitive" approach to writ
ing, despite the fact that most would-be 
painters attend art-schools and most would-be 
composers enter conservatoires without any
one suggesting that they are committing 
artistic suicide. The educated poet will have 
to he largely self-educated, then, until we 
have Schools of Rhetoric as the Greeks and 
Elizabethans had (and they, let it be re
membered, produced Euripides and Shakes
peare, directly or indirectly). For the time 
being, one can commend, to the poet who 
wishes to learn his craft, nothing better than 
the best poets of the English-speaking world, 
and some honest and thoughtful guide such 
as Brooks' & Warren's Understanding Poetry. 

I would guess, from the large number of 
rejected poems which I have read, that the 
majority of would-be poets are poor readers 

of poetry. They give the impression not only 
of reading poetry without understanding, but 
of being quite unaware of the great tradition 
of English poetry, and of the ways in which 
the riches of the English language can be ex
ploited. To read the best poets well is not 
easy. A poem by an intelligent and sldfful 
adult, written for intelligent and perceptive 
adults, demands as much hard reading, very 
often, as a page of advanced mathematics. 

So far, I have been suggesting that the 
authors of most rejected poems know neither 
what good poetry is like, nor how it is made. 
I think that my suggestions are supported 
by (a) the extremely limited subject-matter 
of the poems submitted, (b) their very 
limited range of poetic "forms" and "modes", 
and (c) their almost complete technical in
competence. 

The subject-matter of most of the poems 
submitted is the state of mind of the poet. 
Unfortunately, neither the mind, nor the state 
it is in, could ever be of much interest to 
anyone. Few of the poems are even "narra
tive" to the extent of describing a mental 
experience had by the author, and most 
could be quite simply (if somewhat brutally) 
re-titled 7 Feel Sad Again Today, or I Am In 
Love, or even I Have A Headache. The 
majority are subjective lyrics of a particu
larly gloomy kind, and, taken together, sug
gest Palgrave's Golden Treasury (a deliber
ately one-sided book, hence dangerous for 
the unwary tyro) turned to galvanised iron. 
One turns back with relief to the subjective 
lyrics of Donne and Herbert: interesting and 
complex minds, describing interesting and 
complex experiences in interesting and com
plex language and verse-forms. 

Few of the poems are about matters of 
public interest: they are mumbling dialogues 
with the self. Now, if a poet wishes to talk 
to himself, and to record the conversation on 
paper, there is nothing to stop him. But 
he should tie up his poems in a blue ribbon. 
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Hke a bundle of old love-letters, and keep 
them in the private drawer of his desk. That 
is where they belong: they are private com
munications. But if he wishes to publish a 
poem in a magazine (to make it public, that 
is), he should surely make some effort to teU 
his readers something, and to tell it in an 
interesting fashion. Most of these poems 
say nothing whatsoever, and I suspect that 
many of them are submitted by people who 
have no desire to tell anybody anything, who 
enjoy thinking of themselves as Poets 
(superior, sensitive, "different", etc.), and 
who would very much enjoy the prestige of 
seeing their names in print. 

PoHtics is one matter of public interest 
which could well be written about, I think. 
A few political epigrams would make a first-
rate exercise for any would-be poet, and 
there is surely as much suitable political 
subject-matter in Australia right now as ever 
there was in England for Pope and Byron. 
Unless one subscribes to the view that the 
Promised Land has already arrived, and has 
been officially entitled Australia. This is a 
view seriously upheld by the very large num
ber of submissions in the style of the School
boy Patriotic Ode, of which the following is 
a fair imitation: 

"Australia, 'tis of thee we think 
On rising every day. 
Whene'er we see the wattle wink, 
We shout hip-hip-hooray ! 
Whene'er we hear the kookaburra 
Give forth his merry note. 
Our hearts fill with Australia, 
On which we all do dote." 

There are, however, more things "of pub-
fic interest" than politics. Literature is surely 
about human experience, about its variety, 
complexity and significance within the frame
work of birth, love, death, and time's passing. 
It's about being a mortal man in a fairly 
mysterious universe, though no-one would 
ever guess this from the majority of the 
poems submitted. Nearly all of them are in
troverted to the point of solipsism, which is 

why I have classed them as "subjective 
lyrics". Other "modes" of poetry simply do 
not appear; there are few poems of objective 
natural description, there are no narrative 
poems, there are no dramatic monologues, 
there are no Imaginary Conversations. 
There are no good "occasional" verses on 
public topics: the only occasions celebrated 
are monomaniacally private. The only class 
of "public" poem (other than the Australia 
'tis of thee type-of-thing) is one which some 
trite moral is versified: "Do not Drink", "Do 
Not Gamble", and so on—Cautionary Verses, 
in fact, of an astonishingly bathetic earnest
ness. 

Poets talking about themselves are just 
as boring as old ladies in railway compart
ments, talking about their Operations. Let 
us leave it at that, and pass on to the "How" 
of these poems, the "Manner", the "Tech
nique". This is not difficult to discuss; as 
there seems to be (with a single exception, 
which I will mention later) only two styles 
in use at the moment: Ancient and Modern. 
The Ancient contains an inordinate number 
of "thous" and "thees" to the square inch, 
and rhymes occasionally, if badly. The 
Modern contains no "thous", no "thees", no 
punctuation, and no rhyme. Both styles dis
play exactly the same technical faults, and 
both are not-very-efficient devices for camou
flaging trite and tired subject-matter. (Re
cipe: take one platitude, treble its length, 
then break into irregular fragments or stuff 
with Thees and Thous and serve whole. The 
result is never a poem.) 

The lines of the Ancient rarely scan cor
rectly, as they should. If they do, they are 
over-correct, and merely jingle. The lines 
of the Moderns do not need to, and there
fore sound just as flat, tired and monotonous 
as the jingling Ancient. I have no space to 
pursue this topic, but earnestly recommend 
the recent and extremely apposite articles by 
Hilary Corke and A. D. Hope listed in the 
bibliography. Both types of poem are (you 
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will have to take my word for it) metricaUy 
inept, and both suffer from flat, repetitive 
sentence-structure, inconsistency of tone, and 
such a lack of feeUng for the powers of the 
English language that the most hackneyed 
sinules and metaphors are used quite un-
blushingly. 

To give examples of all these faults would 
be tedious, especiaUy as most of them are 
aheady catalogued in Pope's Peri Bathous 
(1727), and in the introduction to The 
Stuffed Owl. Of the two major styles, how
ever, the free-verse Modern is usually the 
more heavily disguised, the more automatic
ally appealing to Smart Young Things, and 
hence the more dangerous. It is, of course, 
merely as modern as Walt Whitman (1819 -
1892) and his disciple Ezra Pound, and I 
know of no country other than Australia 
where it could be taken for anything other 
than an outmoded relic of the Twenties, 
possessing by now a certain "period charm". 
Professor Hope caUs his recent essay on free 
verse "A Post-Mortem", but the vigour of his 
autopsy suggests that the corpse is still 
twitching fairly violently in AustraHa. In 
America, of course, 'Tjeat" poetry is usually 
in free vese, and you will find some rather 
"tight" free verse in such English magazines 
as Encounter. But neither the Ginsberg 
Variations on Whitman, nor the Encounter-
style poems, are the models for Westerly's 
contributions, which appear to be based 
directly on the verses of "H.D." in Pound's 
Imagist Anthology (1914). A bit of Aus
tralian Modern, of the type submitted to 
Westerly, goes something like the following, 
and is usually entitled desolation or poem 
five: 

"over there 
over there 
on your left 
among the silent 

trees 
at a distance of approximately 
nine 
(9) 

feet 
you can see water: 
a pool (small 

mysterious 
not much to speak of 
diametrically speaking) 

victimised by the biurning sun 
(drinks it) 
and by the scorching air 
(parches it) 

I have measured this pool 
again 
and 
again 

Ninetyonepointfourfour centimetres 
(plusorminusone) 
it stretches bitterly 
long/and 
si.xtypointninesix centimetres 
(pluorminusone) 
it stretches bitterly 
wide 

The pool still stands 
among the silent 
trees . . . . 

And I can find no reason . . . ." 
And so on, for ever and ever. This 

"poem" is merely a tricked-out version of a 
notorious stanza from Wordsworth's The 
Thorn, whose triteness is rather more ob
vious : 

"And to the left, three yards beyond, 
You see a little muddy pond. 
Though but of compass small, and bare. 
To thirsty suns and parching air. 
I've measured it from side to side; 
'Tis three feet long, and two feet wide." 

In general, both Ancient and Modern are 
extremely derivative and imitative; they are, 
of course, imitations of the generalised styles 
of the very worst poetry of the 19th and 20th 
centuries respectively. It is interesting to 
note that only these, the very easiest models, 
are chosen for imitation; it takes hard work 
and some skill to produce a successful imita
tion of Browning, or of Hopkins, or of any 
good poet. There is one poet, however, who 
is frequently mimicked. The Editor receives 
a good many lines such as these: 

"Now as I was young and sleazy under the 
undercroft. 

The famined girl blew out the hands of dark. 

40 WESTERLY 



My marrowed head teased out the trammelled 
tongue 

Of windy words about the muscled thatch, 
The thistle-heads marked down my Jack of 

Straw 
And banged the globe all nerve-wracked into 

hght." 

Thomas has a weU-known hypnotic effect 
on the young, comparable to that of Swin-
brane nmety years ago. Like Swinburne, 
he is very easily imitated, once you get the 
knack. Like Swinburne, he says very Httle, 
but makes a great deal of noise about it. 
A Swinburnian fate awaits his reputation. 
In general, he is imitated by those contribu
tors who are too chic to write in either the 
Ancient style or the Modern, and who feel 
the need to disguise in a slightly more elab
orate and modish manner the fact that they, 
too, have nothing at all to say. 

This is not to say that there is harm in 
imitations; indeed, there is probably a great 
deal of value in writing imitations, and even 

parodies, of estabUshed poets. I suggest, 
however, that such imitations be treated as 
exercises, and left in the desk-drawer. If 
an imitation is successful, though, I see no 
reason why it should not be submitted, and 
published, as an imitation, as a "Poem in the 
manner of Robert Frost" or of whoever it 
happens to be. It might equally well be 
Chaucer, Dryden, Jonson, Hardy or Graves, 
To begin with, that is. 
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One Got Away 

Stanley J. Richards 

"DIG Eric liked the boy. He liked the level 
look in his childishly frank e^'es, the 

way he listened to advice and the way he 
never forgot the advice. The boy had big 
hands for his age—^he never hid them in his 
pockets. He wished the boy were his. There 
weren't many boys of ten who were allowed 
on a kangaroo hunt of this size—twenty-eight 
men—nearly all of them from Narrogin. Eric 
usually organised the hunts for them al
though he thought some a bit cockeyed when 
they got a gun in their hands. There was 
that coot with the automatic six-shot who 
emptied his magazine whenever he heard 
the thump of a 'roo, or saw some gum-leaves 
rustic. There was old Maclintock—been in 
the city all his Iffe—like a fish out of water 
—"Boomer" Maclintock he called himself. 
He made the most of the hunt to show what 
a real bushman he was. Wore that blasted 
head-piece from roo-hide and moccasins from 
two roo tails—reckoned they were his trade
mark. "Biggest 'boomer' ever been shot 
round these parts,." old Mac always boasted. 
The kid knew more about hunting—safe 
hunting—than any of 'em. Eric had trained 
him well. He'd hunted with the kid and the 
kid's dad half a dozen times. 

"You take this spot on the fence-line, 
son," said Eric. "If anything comes through 

that belt o' scrub they'll come along this 'ere 
pad. Keep up against this side o' the red-
gum because Fire-all Jack down the line 'ere 
might shoot anywhere when 'e gets excited. 
Don't leave this spot until I come back or 
until the hunt finishes. Orright ?" 

"Righto, Eric." The boy liked to call 
the big man Eric. He once called him Mr. 
AUister and was told, "If you're man enough 
to shoot 'roos with me you're man enough to 
call me Eric." 

As he watched the big man step over a 
gnarled log and part the overhanging leaves 
for old Maclintock, the boy felt the now 
familiar but still renewed thrill of being on 
his own in the bush. He knew that Eric 
would put the old man on a good spot— 
would be saying to himself as he went to 
the the end of the fence line, "Old Mac, the 
boy. Jack Snell, 'Dekko' Thomas near the 
camp—he'll get the tucker on the go when 
it's time—" and so on down the line, check
ing each position, knowing he had all the 
pads covered. 

The boy took the six red cartridges from 
his pants' pockets and put them on the 
ground, loaded the old single-shot twelve-
gauge and snapped on the safety-catch. Out 
of those flaked shades and low humps of 
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scrub would come, perhaps, the big boomer 
loping, or the lone brush scurrying in quick 
leaps. If they followed the pad they'd come 
straight for him for twenty yards—a straight
en shot. If he stood still they wouldn't 
swerve until he'd got two shots—a 'roo com
ing with the wind will come within five yards 
of a man standing stock stiU. 

"Dad'll be riding past Misery Hill about 
now," thought the boy. "Him and the 
boys'll be drivin' 'em through, yellin' their 
'eads off I bet." He knew the beaters would 
stop at the creek—^wouldn't come any closer 

to the shooting line. 

The silence now shimmered through the 
bush carried by the lowering gums, the 
prickly scrub and the damp earth. The boy's 
ears began to feel out for noise—the distant 
throbbing squeak of a cricket, the hum of 
a fly and the moving leaf. The far "puff" 
of a muffled shot followed quickly by an
other, told of luck and a chance missed way 
down the line. 

A steady thump, thump—^felt more than 
heard—quickened the boy's heart. He 
moved the catch and, lifting the gun, 
snuggled it right into his shoulder. Eric 
always said to pull it tight—"Kick your arm 
orf if you don't." His eyes spliced the still 
shadows, looking for the first movement— 
looking for the ears over the scrub. He 
didn't know that he posed a funny picture. 
Little boy with a big gun. Cap low. Still. 
Perfectly still. Everything peering out to 
the bush. 

The 'roo was a good one, loping slowly, 
not worried. "Come closer." The 'roo 
levered itself forward. The boy whistled 
softly. Forty yards. The 'roo stood up high, 
broad chested. He flicked one ear. His 
hands stretched out for a handful of air and 
mbbed it gently on his chest. The boy held 
his breath. He saw the front sight as a dot 
on the pale chest. The sudden crack from 

down the fence and two more futile shots 
from two hundred yards away as a Browning 
automatic senselessly spat its pellets. Jack 
Snell. Snell cursed as he saw the 'roo after 
its two quick, jerked jumps disappear to a 
crash and thump through the prickly bush. 

The boy loosened his grip and breathed 
out. Puzzled contempt and rage swelled to 
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man size as he glared at the man who had 
spoilt his shot. The man was now walking 
back to his spot after sprinting across an 
open space to catch a last glimpse of the 
'roo. The boy wiped the sweat from one 
hand at a time. He pushed the safety catch 
down—Eric had taught him weU. 

"You try and beat me for the next shot," 
he savagely thought. "Old Mac woudn't 
pinch a shot off me—even if he is a silly 
old coot that wears a roo's head." 

In the far distance echoed the crisp sing
ing crack of a whip. That'd be Dad or 
maybe Bill Thomas. The boy grinned. He 
hoped some more would come through. 
There's time to wait for 'em. 

Suddenly he tensed as a clumped branch 
moved over to the left. A stick grated its 
signal as it broke. Snell wouldn't have heard 
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or seen this one yet. Perhaps a feeding 'roo 
in that clump. The picture took its form 
again—waiting. The bush moved again 
showing the pointed ears turning slowly. 
Crash ! The heavy kick pushed his shoulder 
back but the boy's ears caught the soft thump 
of the animal hitting the ground. He stood 
stock-still while his quick fingers shoved in 
the new shell. The ringing in his eyes didn't 
quite hide the scraping kick against a log. 
As he moved towards the clump the voice 
said again, "Don't leave this spot. Orright ?" 

"Orright." 

He stepped back against the trunk of the 
red-gum and watched as another kick shook 
the prickly bush. The scraping gradually 
slowed down. The boy's feet almost moved 
him again. There was a stillness in the bush 
now—a clear stillness—with even the insects 
holding a pact of frightened silence. The 
riders must have reached the creek now— 
were waiting. Everything seemed to be 
waiting. 

Three quick shots rang out from the far 
creek to signal the end of the morning's hunt. 
No more shots to be fired until everyone 
reached the camp, that meant. 

"Hey, kid I" Snell yelled from dovm the 
fence. "Come 'ere a minute! Is this the 
track of the one that broke through from the 
scrub ?" The boy hesitated, then walked to 
where Jack Snell was squatting. Eric had 
heard the three shots from the creek. He'd 
come down the fence-line, hurrying. He 
wanted to know how the boy had done. 
About six chains from the big red-giun he 
stopped—^his gun hanging in the crook of his 
left arm, his eyes taking in the red cyHnders 
on the ground. "They're fuU sheUs. Old 
Mac wouldn't leave full shells here and go 
back to camp." He stopped and picked them 
up, and looked slowly around at the scrub 
and trees. A frown marked his forehead as 
he pushed back his hat. He looked towards 
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the red-gum with a sudden fear tightening 
his stomach. 

The jingle of a bridle and the snort of a 
horse puUed his eyes to the left and he saw 
Bill Thomas lead his horse along the pad, 
ducking under the hanging leaves. BUI 
stopped suddenly—looking at the ground 
under the prickly bush—looking at the body, 
the grotesque ears of the hat and the 
crushed, dead leaves. 

Snell and the boy followed the tracks and 
blood spots for four chains before they heard 
the voices of the men at camp. The boy 
smelt the wood smoke and the meat, heard 
the ratde of tin-cups—heard the voice of Eric 
talking to a group of hunters close round. 

" old Boomer. Two pellets in his 
throat. In that high scrub. Bled to death 

The boy walked away from SneU—^past 
the camp-fire. He didn't notice the sudden 
silence. Eric looked at the frank, excited 
young face. He thought of why he had 
trained him so well. He though of him 
ever enjoying the hunt again—enjoying any
thing again. He thought of what was under 
the prickly bush. 

"I got one, Eric," the boy said, trying not 
to sound too proud and excited. "In that 
patch of scrub—about fifty yards in—I heard 
him kicking." 

Eric looked at the faces of the men. "No, 
son. I saw where he'd been 'it. Saw the 
broken bushes an' I saw the blood. No son. 
That one got away." 

"I 'eard him kickin' but I coulda' got 'im 
if I'd 'a gone after 'im too." 

"You did the right thing stayin' by the 
red-gum." Eric put his hand softly on the 
hoy's shoulder. T m glad you stayed by the 
red-gum. You did what I told you." 
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'^Ifs in the Guild Building^^ 
Right beside the Games Rooms you'll find 
the Commonwealth Savings Bank. This 
office has been established to help you do 
your banking without the necessity of 
going outside the University grounds. 
At this office you can open new accounts, 
deposit money or withdraw money. 
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Mondays, Tuesdays, 

Thursdays, Fridays 

Wednesdays 
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10 a.m. -1 p.m. 
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The Psychosis of Featurism 

Patrick Hutchings 

W E live in a visual mess, and Boyd's aim is to 
open indifferent or stubborn eyes to the fact. 

Perhaps it is not too late. Perth at least is relatively 
unspoiled, and may yet escape the full horrors of 
the national architectural psychosis; since most of 
Boyd's examples are Eastern States ones I shall 
attempt during this review-article to relate a few 
of his ideas to our problems here in the West, and 
to the provincial but important question of develop
ment on the university site. The University of W.A. 
is the most handsome of all the Australian Univer
sities, and it would set an encouraging precedent if 
it could be kept that way. 

For those who have noticed and wondered at 
the mess, Boyd offers an analysis both of it and of 
the causes behind it, and his analysis is convincing 
despite its almost metaphysical dependence on a 
single idea. The key to the interpretation of the 
visual chaos, and to its explanation, lies according 
to Boyd in the notion of Featurism. 

Featurism is at once a symptom of the visual 
disease and the disease itself. Boyd defines it as 
". . . the subordination of the essential whole, and 
the accentuation of selected features" (page 9 and 
page 207). Like the measles it is a symptom that 
one cannot miss, but as a disease it has deep, 
occult psychological causes. The Psychopathologica 
Australiana must henceforward list two important 
local maladies: Featurizmus and bulldozerismus, 
aetiology obscure". 

THE AUSTRALIAN UGLINESS 
Robin Boyd 

(F. W. Cheshire, Melbourne, 35/-) 

Boyd is at pains to define Featurism exactly by 
comparing it with other, and reputable, architec
tural practices: 

"Throughout the histoid- of archi'.ectuit' there have 
been buildings which gently lay clown with nature and 
buildings which proudly stood up in contrast. *Two dis
tinct trends, ' as Sigfried Giedion wrote in Space, Time 
and Architecture: 'Since the beginning of civilisation 
there have been cities planned according to regular 
.schemes and cities which have grown up organically like 
trees. The ancient Greeks put their mathematically pro
portioned temples on the top of rocky acropolises, outlined 
against their southern skies.' On the other hand Frank 
Lloyd Wright sometimes nestled his houses so closeh 
into the folds of the earth ' that they seem to grow 
into nature and out of it.' Neither of these two con-
.stantly recurrent wa \ s of approaching nature is neces-
saril>' superior. 'The artist has the right of choice.' 
But Featurism is a third and the most connnon approach 
to nature which Ciedion didn't mention, because it is 
seldom adopted b\' respectable architects. I t is neither 
s>'mpathetic nor challenging, but e-\'asive, a nervous archi
tectural chattering avoiding any mention of the land
scape (Featurism) is the evasion of the bold. 

realistic, self-evident, straightforward, honest answer to 
all questions of design and appearance in man's artificial 
environment, (pages 9 - 10) 

We can all think of examples of Featurism in 
design, and of objects which "chatter" instead of 
straight-forwardly fulfilling a function: the tizzy 
Buck Rogers rubbing strips on motor cars, rocket 
tube tail lights, tail fins, ill-conceived glass house 
rotissomats with 'landscaped', and prettied-up en
trances hke the A.B.C. building in Perth, and the 
new bank branches aU over, and men's ties with a 
single chaste motif where grandad stvick his pin, 
sports coats woven with lurex thread, ponds, palms, 
murals, blackboys and statues strewn about undis
tinguished buildings as afterthoughts—but one need 
not go on. 
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Some Featurism is understandable, as Boyd ad
mits, and so possibly forgivable: "the Featurist 
Street is the fighting retail street where each new 
building is determined to be arresting" (page 11). 
This sort of vulgar visual cbaos can have a bazaar
like attractiveness, and central Hay Street is after 
all the only street in Perth narrow, crowded and 
jazzed up enough to feel like a bit of a city as 
opposed to a bit of a tovra. The crazy competitive 
shop fronts are a constant delight, and are only a 
sort of permanent window dressing. Commercial 
featurism is harmless provided it remains at the 
ground-story level and does not go any higher. It 
is popular and vulgar in the old sense of those 
words, and it is priggish to despise all popular plea
sures. However there is more to Featurism than its 
obvious vulgar functionalism, and this more consti
tutes for Boyd the central problem: 

"The more interesting sort, the psychopathologica! 
sort, is the voluntary, deliberate Featiirism practised 
without economic or political st imulus. The building 
which is featured in the commercial street is itself broken 
into features: a spiral stairway featured behind a huge 
feature window, the firm's name featured on a feature 
panel, the initial of the name featured in an exotic 
letter-face. The house which is featured in the suburban 
cul-de-sac is itself a gift-box of features; the ]ivin:;room 
thrust forward as a feature of the facade, a wide picture 
window as a feature of the projecting wall, a pretty 
statuette as a feature in the picture window, a feature 
wall of vertical boards inside the featured livingroom, 
a wrought-iron bracket holding a pink ceramic wall vase 
as a feature on the feature wall, a nice red flower as a 
feature in the vase ." (pages 11 - 1 2 ) . 

A moment's riffle through our private collections 
of images and we can find plenty of examples of 
featurism; but recognition of it still leaves us in 
the dark about its cause. One cannot miss the 
symptom, but what can one say of the disease ? 

Boyd offers a number of accounts on different 
levels, and all of them are helpful. He makes one 
suggestion, lying somewhere between an analysis 
of the mess and a baring of its roots, in his dis
cussion of the A.N.U. buildings: 

"As in any other Australian university each nev. 
project had its own architect, its own brickwork, its own 
colour-scheme, its own theory, concept, style. Like any 
ordinary Australian building each new one of the 
Natiorial University knew no higher discipline above the 
one which someone had arbitrarily selected for it in 
an isolated moment of conception. 

"Isolated is the operative word. Absurdly proud, 
alone in a vacuum, each new Australian building sets 
out to create an isolated, competitive grain of beauty, 
like a rose carried on the wind, unconnected with the 
living bush, like a hank of seaweed drifting in the tide 
of fashion. 

" O n the higher planes of creative architecture, the 
buildings are isolated from one another by their lack 
of coordinating current of artistic philosophy. But now 
there follows an important secondary consequence of the 

Featurist approach: on the lower echelons the buildings 
try to isolate themselves from Australia itself by denud ing 
the ground around them so that they may be bet ter set 
apar t and savoured separately for all the rich pleasures 
they offer the passing eye . " (pages 19 - 20) 

One wonders if this isolationism and its attendant 
bulldozerizmus are protests against the faint menace 
of the Australian landscape ? Or is the isolationism 
of architecture the final muscle-twitch of Aussie 
Individualism, its last flick before the rigor mortis 
of conformity sets in ? Uniformity and even con
formity are useful when one is arranging visual 
objects, but they are bad things to find in people. 
Nevertheless while the national cultural stereotypes 
are so horribly uniform, and so widely imitated, the 
visual ideal is fragmentation, and an excess of ir
responsible individualism. 

The paradox of the Featurist-conformist suburb 
is too tough to crack at one squeeze, and it still 
awaits a convincing resolution; but perhaps featurist 
exhibitionism is really a substitute for the individ
uality and eccentricity now otlierwise so resolutely 
discouraged by Antipodean democracy. 

Perhaps the feature is a substitute, and perhaps 
it is even a protest—^but in either case it is bad. 
There ought to be no substitute but the reafity, and 
protest ou?ht not to rebound, as featurism does, 
to the spiritual disadvantage of the protester. One 
is forced to conclude as Boyd does, that the 'phiUs-
tine-puritan denial of reality' (page 87) often has 
the final say in what Australians do, and what 
they surround themselves with. The pretence-build
ing of Featurism which avoids direct architectural 
statement is paralleled by all sorts of equally trans
parent pretences in public, intellectual and private 
life. The reader can name them for himself, and 
so many of them arise out of the basic desire to 
pretend that things are, "O.K. mate" (male) and 
"naaice" (female), when they are not. Australians 
have a tremendously middle-class passion for keeping 
up appearances, which is why they keep up such 
bad ones. 

Perhaps it is unnecessary to plump at once for 
the psychological explanation, though in the end 
it is inevitable. One does recognise Boyd's "Digger 
with an active, vocal antipathy to a show of creative 
originality, with a moralistic and often bitter resent
ment of anything of unfamiliar appearance" (page 
94), but before we get down to him, there is the 
practical man who always has good reasons for 
what he does, and practical men often do the most 
impractical things: 

' . . . . they have families and want a house and 
garden of reasonably conventional form. Like the pion
eers, they were at tracted to the area by its na tura l 
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beauty, but unlike the pioneers they do not real ise— 
simply because they never analyse i t—what makes the 
beauty. They are not wanton, but in the coarse of 
solving the practical problems of making a comfortable 
shelter, several trees may have to go. This minimises 
the danger of roots in the drains. Then the wandering 
creek may have to be filled in to reduce the mosquito 
menace." (page 20) 

All good reasons, of course: but if destruction of the 
landscape is the only "practical" course, what point 
is there in leaving tovwi to live in the landscape ? 
One might just as well stay in Carlton or West 
Leederville. 

No doubt the architectural nightmare which 
houses the University of Melbourne was, bit by bit, 
justified by the soundest and stodgiest administrators' 
reasons, but the final result is a screaming, featurist 
horror that nothing can excuse. Before the Univer
sity of W.A. puts up any more buildings the Senate 
ought to be flown to Melbourne, and blow the ex
pense. And there ought to be a medal of some sort 
for the man who left the gums and scrub in front 
of St. Catherine's CoUege, and so helped produce 
the happiest effect on the University site since Alsop. 
St. Catherine's escapes featurism, despite the curious 
crazy tiles, and the more curious crest, simply be
cause it looks as though it belongs where it is. St. 
Thomas More has wandered in from a plumber's 
Nirvana, and St. George's College from the sub
conscious of those nice old chaps (Boyd's Anglo
philes), to whom England is "Home". Neither of 
them belongs where it is. 

Boyd points out clearly the alternatives to featur
ism, and they are simple enough. The buildings on 
a landscape should either belong, like St. Catherine's, 
or assert themselves effectively, like the Alsop build
ings. Of course Alsop was a Romantic, an eclectic 
and an eminent eccentric, but he understood archi
tecture. The contradictories of Featurism are unity 
oi effect, and directness of statement, and these 
Alsop for the most part gets. In securing directness 
of architectural statement idiom matters less than 
unity and straight-forwardness, and the Alsop-
Romantic is more functional and decent than the 
Modernizimus of the A.B.C. building. The "style" 
of a building need not matter much one way or the 
other, as long as it is honest: 

"Architecture should never have allowed sitelf to get 
into the habit of glamourising or glossing over the facts 
with smooth visual effects. A building can rise to full 
stature only when it has, firstly, definite and unequivocal 
form in its masses and its spaces, for wi thout this there 
is no statement at all; and secondly when the formal 
statement relates directly to the realities of the problem, 
for without this every building may as well b e done in 
the image of a fairy castle. T o deny the realities con
sciously for one relaxed moment , in the cause of beauty 
or expression or religion or commerce, is to start down 

the slippery road to Featurisjn and the ultimate ridicule 
of archi tec ture ." (page 206) 

If one accepts this one cannot, for instance, 
quarrel with the blank gable walls which the engin
eering buildings present to Fairway, since they are 
functional no doubt, and they do not interfere 'with 
the function of anything else. The "psychological 
effect" of the Great Court of the University of W.A. 
on the other hand is already clear enough to rule 
out all sorts of possibilities otherwise open. Featur
ism was always ruled out. The University Court 
cannot be treated as an architectural museum, or 
it will simply cease to function at all, except as a 
giant receptacle for lunch papers, and there is an 
obvious architectural problem to be solved. The 
Court must be enclosed, physically and visually, 
by buildings which house people properly, and 
which do not as visual objects compete with the 
existing architecture or with one another. This 
is an obvious and a difficult problem, and although 
one may not see clearly how it is to be solved, 
one will be able to say at once if someone muffs it. 
Plainness is probably the key, and plainness is the 
hardest thing to get in the present state of Aus-
trahan architecture, but the whole aesthetic point 
of the Court will be lost if it is turned into an 
arena for tricks and the "Mummy look at me smil
ing" fronts of the featurists. 

There is an alternative to Featurism, and we 
may call it transfigured Featurism, though Boyd 
does not use this expression. It consists simply in 
featuring what is worth featuring, and letting the 
rest sink into a decent but useful obscurity. To take 
the example of own our Great Court again: one 
does not put up buildings which compete with 
Winthrop Hall but buildings which willingly let Win-
throp dominate them. Boyd is thinking of cities 
in which uniformity is broken up by the punctuation 
of outstanding buildings, but whatever scale one 
takes for one's group of buildings the principle 
remains analogically applicable: 

"If the negative. Impersonal industrialised landscape 
is considered only as a background on which genuine 
features may be arranged to taste, it becomes a tnore 
acceptable idea even in our present state of visual 
delinquency. I t is the black velvet on which the gems 
are sprinkled. It enhances the feature gems. They 
would s tand in relief, magnificently featured, like Chris
topher Wren ' s churches among the phlegmatic brick 
houses of Georgian London, or Francis Greenway's in 
Colonial Sydney." (page 112) 

The outstanding is outstanding if it has a back
ground: too many outstanding things, and nothing 
stands out. Featurism is in effect as Kant thought 
wickedness was, self-contradictory. 

The sin of Featurism is not featuring things, but 
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featuring everything, or what tends to coine to the 
same thing, featuring the parts at the expense of 
the whole. Featurism is as queer as the caucus 
face: Alice was perplexed that everyone should win 
the race, and we are perplexed if everything is a 
feature. A feature must be a feature of something, 
but if there are too many features there is nothing 
of which it can be a feature. 

Splendid cities like Paris, and less splendid but 
admirable ones hke Barcelona, present a certain 
plainness and imiformity in their general effect 
(Haussmann saw to that in Paris), and the things 
that do stand out mostly deserve to. The eye enters 
into an urbane converse with its objects, immensely 
more satisfying than the dazzle and eye-bash of 
Sydney, or to contract the scale sharph, the Three 
.\ssorted Colleges of Stirling Highway. 

Though Featurism, or rather the denunciation of 
it, occupies the main part of Boyd's book, he has 
other related and equally important targets, "Aus-
terica" and the wanton destruction of historic build
ings among them. 

"Austerica" is ". . . not a place but a way of 
life" (page 64). It is "the imitation of the froth 
at the top of the American soda fountain drink". 
America is the Neiv Yorker and the Museum of 
Modern Art as much as it is Hollywood and the 
tail-finned monster, but nobody copies the New 
Yorker: all we get is two-tone automobiles with 
too much chrome. Austerica is not a good imita
tion, but a singularly bad and tedious one, and 
there is a connection between the Austerican and the 
Featurist neuroses, which serves to explain the 
Detroit-in-Geelong syndrome. As Boyd says, "The 
attraction of a Featurist object is sudden, sharp 
and shallow" (page 121), and we may suppose that 
the Featurist and the Austerican habits of mind are 
really parts of the one disease. Snap up the featur
ist features, but leave the rest. This is why we do 
get tri-tone styling, and do not get power braking 
and steering (page 66) : "coloured beads to the 
natives". 

Among other things Boyd has something to say 
about the wanton destruction of historical and in
teresting buildings: 

"The continuing destructioji presents a hazard to 
anyone writing about .Australian architecture and want
ing to cite living examples. Before the ink is dry a 
building which seems important , permanent and in-
\unerab le may be trembling to the first blows of the 
wrecker's mal le t . " (page 83) 

The tendency to knock things down is not con

fined to Austraha, but it matters more here since 
there is so little to preserve. Boyd offers deep 
psychological explanations for the "annihilatory 
urge" and for "the simple confidence that anything 
new one does today must be for the better". He 
labels the causes "Puritanism", "Diggerism" and 
"Selective Blindness" (page 35) , and his analyses 
of these concepts should be required reading for 
anyone who is content to see the end of Perth's 
most interesting buildings. The Barracks, The Clois
ters, The Treasury, The Lands Office and the Town 
Hall. Why should anyone be content to see them 
vanish to make way for feeder roads and ceremonial 
drives unless they suffered from some subconscious 
Dynamiter complex ? In the case of the Barracks 
an agreeable building is to be sacrificed for some
thing that looks at present like a gigantic Coolgardie 
cooler, and the best that we can reasonably hope for 
is not Brasiha, but a brummagem Versailles. One 
is inclined inevitably to favour the charming oddity 
that one knows above the mock Heroic that one 
fears. The National Capital does not inspire much 
hope for a Provincial Capital (cf. Boyd, Chapter II 
passim). The passion for destructive replacement is 
really vers' odd, since many of the "annihilators" 
who will destroy tomorrow's antiquities today, never
theless take dead seriously things like Guildford 
Chapel, which is after all only London Court bap
tized and boatered, and Boyd might have listed one 
obvious cause of the Australian Ugliness: No sense 
of the ridiculous. But perhaps this is already in
cluded under Puritanism ? 

It to be hoped that the clergy will protect St. 
George's Cathedral, though in Wellington, New 
Zealand, my old home town, a splendid wooden 
cathedral (now happily saved) was to be pulled 
down to provide funds for an Atheist-Aztect con
fection in pink concrete (alas nearing completion). 
The clergy and the dons are as bad as the rest. 

The tendency to "improve" churches, though 
perhaps inspired by practical and charitable motives, 
is almost always to be deplored. The new portion 
of St. Mary's is about as na.sty as it could be, 
while the old bit (possibly by Pugin in distans) is 
at least decent. The additions to the Catholic 
Church in Fremantle are beyond comment. Im
provers and the designers of additions have some 
obligation to their predecessors, even if it is only 
to keep their disagreement gentle and unobtrusive. 

On the University site, possibly the most im
portant in the State, we have the new additions 
to the Guild: a beetle-browed coUonade, a court
yard with uneasy proportions, and a fascist facade 
that not even economy can justify. 
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The architectural past delivers no one into bond
age. The old Town Hall, whose splendid brick and 
frenetic design are both admirable and amusing, is 
dwarfed but not squashed by the new R. & I. 
building. This building is very fine in itself and 
it provides a splendid blank wall against which tlie 
Town Hall shows up, an exquisitely detailed toy. 
I do not know if the effect was conti-ived, but con
trived or not it is good. The "improveiiients" to 
the Town Hall on the other hand are more in the 
true Aussie style: bits of granite (apparently from 
the stock of a defunct maker of modernistic tomb
stones), stuck with unerring bad taste onto a build
ing that is a great deal better than the "improvers" 
knew. What Boyd has to say about featurism sim-
plidt&' is also true of the passion for "improve
ment": 

"The tragic irony of Featurism is that it is practiced 
in the name of beauty on the assumption that all things 
made by man . . . . are necessarily u g h when naked. 

until they are gi\ en the extra cnliM-ning lift of a few 
extrinsic eye ca tchers ." (page 120) 

The pity of it is that this vandahsm is usually 
unnecessary, and it ahnost always flows from the 
best motives; but good motives build no fine vistas. 

Boyd's book will become a classic: it may be 
too late to save some, but architectural students in 
future ought to swear to the code of the "Ethics 
of Anti-Featiuism" as medical students to the Hip-
pocratic oath. And City Councillors, Road Board 
members, and sitters on all building committees 
whatsoever, ought henceforth to be set a stiff exam-
i;i?.tion on it before they are allowed to put up as 
much as a htter bin. 

PATRICK HUTCHINGS is a lecturer in aesthetics at the 
University of Western -Australia. 
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BOOKS 

More Art, 

Less Matter 

YANDY 
Donald Stuart 

(Georgian House, 
Melbourne, 18/-) 

W HEN I first committed myself 
to write on Yandy I had one 

purpose in mind—to prove that 
here was a fine book spoilt by the 
commercial demands of the pub
lisher. The original manuscript, 
Yandythe Winds, was nearly four 
times the length of the published 
book Yandy and was rejected by 
at least one pubhsher. When the 
Australasian Book .Society eventu
ally accepted the manuscript, 
Stuart was requested to reduce it 
to about a quarter of its original 
size, and for the sake of having 
it printed Stuart agreed, although 
I believe that much of that which 
was cut is to appear in a second 
book. 

In any case, the published 
Yandy is the first 80,000 words of 
a 280,000 word opus, and really 
only fills in the background to 
a much larger book. This latter 
traces the history of the native 
co-operative mining venture right 
to the point where the natives, 
dissatisfied with what they con
sidered the financial extravagance 

of the white man, Don McLeod, 
and unhappy about his leadership 
generally, politely requested him 
to roll his swag. 

The concept of such a book is 
infinitely more satisfying than that 
embraced by Yandy which leaves 
the aborigines and Don McLeod 
all happily sitting on a rich find 
of wolfram like so many roosters 
on a dung-heap. This is hardly 
acceptable artistically, and is cer
tainly not the complete story 
either as it happened or as Don
ald Stuart wrote it. 

On this score then the pubUsh-
ers could be blamed. But to any
one coming back to the book for 
a second look certain faults in the 
writing become painfully obvious, 
and orie suspects that considera
tions other than the exceeding 
length of the manuscript and the 
publishers' own political sensitiv
ity about the later developments 
at Pilbara, impelled the demand 
for ruthless cutting. 

For one thing, Donald Stuart, 
in Yandy at any rate, seems to 
be incapable or unwilling to build 
up any sort of dramatic tension, 
so that what could have been at 
least very exciting writing be
comes little more than a mere 
narration of events. I felt vague
ly disappointed that such rich 
material should have been em
ployed to such little effect. To 
be told of happenings instead of 
shown them is irritating to the 
reader and devitahsing to the 
writing, and because of this 
Yandy at times becomes a mere 
journalistic account of a string 
of incidents. When we are told 
that " 'Pred' Gurran (McLeod's 
lawyer) was a cheeky feller right 
enough. . . . . He asked all sorts 
of questions and he seemed to 
know a bit about how the People 
(the natives) were thinking", we 
are anxious to see 'Pred' in action. 
Instead we are fobbed off with 
the following: 

"Next day the Court was 
crowded again, and again Pred 
Gurran was a hawk, watching and 
waiting, pouncing at the right 
moment and always to good ef
fect." 

In other places the chmax of 
an event is quite thrown away by 
the author's premtaure revelation 
as in this passage: 

"All of them knew it would be 
a big job to bring Beeade (the 
utihty) through to the Nullagine 
River from that last windmill on 
Mt. Edgar. They knew too that 
Beeade would come through 
bringing people and gear, tucker 
and roodogs, to find out just how 
good this piece of country was 
for wolfram." 

Thus an important journey, the 
last epic lap to the goal becomes 
as dull as a trip to a Govern
ment office. 

In marked contrast to these in
cidents and numerous others that 
are narrated in the same flat tones, 
is the dramatic voice of the black-
fellow leader Banjo throwing out 
his challenge to the white squat
ter: 

"We're striking people now. 
We got no use for this sort of 
life, bad tucker, bad camp, bad 
pay. S'pose you want the work 
done, you try doing it all your
self. We strikin' now." 

For just a moment the charac
ter Banjo is charged with life and 
achieves the individuality that all 
the other characters lack. Not 
even Wawollu or Dooley, full 
bloods "of great character" as tlie 
list in the front of the book in
forms us, become anything more 
than ciphers in a documentary. 
Again I feel that the unsatisfac
tory characterisation is a product 
of Stuart's lack of dramatic tech
nique. It is pointless telling us 
that persons are "of great charac
ter". We, incredulous creatures 
that We are, have to be convinced 
and the way of convicion lies in 
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showing us the dramatis personae 
in circumstances where the great
ness becomes apparent. Coonar-
doo was a full blood of great 
character but it needs no note in 
the front of the book to tell us 
this any more than the drover's 
wife needed a placard on her 
back drawing attention to her 
moral and physical strength. 

Moreover I feel that the book 
suffers by the events being shared 
out among too many people so 
that no one character is in the 
foreground long enough to gain 
stature; neitlier Dooley, Clancy, 
nor McLeod. The chronicle of 
events as they actually happened 
has been followed too closely, and 
it is only in the first part of the 
book where there is some scope 
for imaginative writing that 
Yandy attains the quahty of 
Stuart's better short stories. 

As far as Stuart's actual knowl
edge of the aborigines is concern
ed there can be no criticsim. Few 
waiters, perhaps none, are as well 
qualified to write on the Austra
lian aborigines as is Stuart (cf. 
Professor Stanner's review Mean
jin No. 3, 1960). Yet this knowl
edge, when added to tlie details 
of the movement in Pilbara, is too 
much for Stuart to handle. He 
who has always been such a 
stickler for "writing from the in
side" is hoist by his own petard 
for the events in Yandy have 
taken precedence over and even 
been substituted for craftsmanship. 

Even as a documentary ac
count, though, the book is lack
ing. One side only of the events 
is presented, and while no one 
would deny that it is more than 
time that the natives had a 
spokesman a less biassed one 
might have commanded a better 
hearing. Many points could be 
made in favour of the squatters 
that are not mentioned in the 
book, nor are all priests like 
Father Bryan. No one knows 
better than Donald Stuart of the 

existence of such enlightened and 
informed anthropologists as Father 
Worms. 

His more restrained and care
fully wrought short stories are, 
oddly enough, truer to hfe, for 
although more imaginative, they 
give some meaning to life. 

Thus, I think that if the un-
pubhshed portion of Yandy is 
written along the same lines as 
the part already published, then 
despite its fuller and more satis
fying conception it is unlikely to 
add greatly to the literary weight 
of the book. 

PETER ABOTOMEY 

Asking For More 

VERSE IN AUSTRALIA, I960 

Selected by Robert Clark, 
Geoffrey Dutton, Max Harris, 

Ian Mudie. 

(Australian Letters, Adelaide. 
17/6) 

I T is easier to come to terms 
with a collection of paintings by 

one artist, or at most by two or 
three, rather than with many 
paintings by almost as many 
hands. Ut pictura, poesis. This 
collection of forty-three poems 
(counting as single poems two 
sequences, one of six and the 
other of four short pieces) offers 
representation to forty poets. The 
anthology is in strict sense con
temporary, being an annual sal
vage from the obscurity of peri
odicals out of the thousand 
poems said to be published in 
Australia each year. The poems 
unequally merit this preservation, 
but the preservation has been 
handsomely done; the poems are 
beautifully printed and produced. 

There remains a case for repre
senting fewer poets by more 
poems each. Or alternatively at 
the end of a decade, of gathering 
the best of ten years into an an
thology which will more substan
tially illustrate the richer talents, 
with some suppression of trivia. 
In this volume, despite accidental 
identity of space and time, the 
reader feels a little too diffused 
for comfort. 

At all events, the more memor
able poems are those which per
mit a longer inspection of the 
individual poet. Geoffrey Dutton 
in "Abandoned Airstrip, Northern 
Territory" explores the mystery of 
comradeship in war-time, and the 
unfilled void of later experience. 
This against a night background 
of a disused airstrip, and this over 
2000 Unes. Here is the central 
experience: 

"It is perhaps the worst evil of 
war 

To give the sense of belonging 
and of love. 

And all for death which peace 
cannot restore. 

Freedom means loneliness, a 
place to move 

Around in, round which no one 
sets a border, 

Names the time and target, gives 
the order." 

Robert Clark's "Six Moods in the 
Mallee" consists of six short 
poems which attempt wdth vary
ing success to capture responses to 
a type of country which for most 
Australians is singularly feature
less. Judith Wright has four 
poems in sequence on birds, 
poems beautifully made but a 
little shght in content. A. D. 
Hope devotes his finished tech
nique to the examination of the 
macabre, in this case to the last 
moments of a disintegrating mind. 
Two poems deal with explorers— 
Sturt and Eyre. One of two by 
R. D. Fitzgerald attempts to 
bridge the apparent discontinuity 
of Sydney past and Sydney pre-
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sent, and finds a fink in the ships 
of the harbour. A number of 
poems are concerned with curious 
persons and personal relationships. 
One poem, almost the only one 
seeking its subject beyond Aus
tralia, examines the atmosphere of 
an ancient Eastern city with more 
than usual distinction of rhythm. 
This is by John Rowland, who 
incidentally is credited with birth 
in 1295; this comes as a stirprise 
to one who has recently met him. 

One could generalise by saying 
that this set of poems shows more 
willingness to accept the discipline 
and challenge of poetic form than 
was typical of ten or twenty years 
ago. A poem by Alexander Craig, 
"Hillside" successfully exploits the 
demands and limitations of a 
rather difficult rhyme-scheme. 

This collection serves as an at
tractively presented interim report 
on Australian poetry, and as a 
point of departure for wider ex
amination. From the first view
point, it would encourage neither 
despair nor high confidence about 
the poetic state of the nation. The 
second function of the collection 
is the more important: to familiar
ise us with the names of those 
whose work would merit further 
examination. 

/ . E. BOURKE. 

Writers and 

Critics 
EZRA POUND: G. S. Eraser 
HENRY JAMES: D. W. Jefferson 
ROBERT GRAVES: J. M. Cohen 
WALLACE STEVENS: 

Frank Kermode 
(Writers and Critics Series, 
Oliver b- Boyd, 5/3 each) 

T HESE are the first four of a 
J. new series of monographs pub

lished by Oliver and Boyd in a 
paper-back format under the 

general editorship of A. N, Jeff-
ares, Professor of English at Leeds 
University. They are to be foll
owed by monographs on Sartre, 
Faulkner, Hemingway, and 
Brecht, which suggest that the 
series will be concerned mainly 
with contemporary writers and 
critics and will include significant 
European as well as English and 
American writers. 

Each of the monographs for re
view runs to 100 - 120 pages 
(about the length of five or six 
lectures); each provides a bibli
ography; and each is addressed 
to the intelhgent but non-special
ist reader who is looking for a 
stimulating and helpful introduc
tion to the major writers of our 
time. 

Naturally there are marked 
differences between the four 
monographs. D. W. Jefferson has 
little that is new or brilliantly 
illuminating to say about Henry 
James. None the less his intro
duction is very workmanlike, ad
mirably well-balanced, sober, and 
genuinely helpful to any reader 
approaching Henry James for the 
first time. G. S. Eraser is much 
livelier and more personal at
tempting to "write a plain man's 
guide" to a controversial figure 
"partly because Pound's writings 
in prose and verse have stirred, 
interested, delighted, exasperated 
me for about thirty years", and 
partly because Pound has stirred, 
interested, delighted, and exasper
ated so many other poets and 
critics during the last fifty years 
that he must be counted as one 
of the most important influences 
upon Twentieth Century Enghsh 
and American poets. J. M. Cohen 
writing the first extended study of 
Robert Graves' varied work hard
ly succeeds in persuading us that 
Graves is a major poet and though 
he gives a good deal of attention 
to Graves' historical novels, his 
literary criticism, and his learned 
but eccentric studies in mytholo

gy, he fails to establish his claim 
that they are closely related to 
the poetry and help us to under
stand and enjoy it more fully. 
Frank Kermode is much happier 
in his close study of Wallace 
Stevens. This is expository and 
interpretative criticism of high 
order; Kermode provides "a rea
sonably simple companion to the 
poems, treating each phrase of 
Stevens' work in turn, demonstrat
ing its development and the rela
tionship between early and late 
S';evens" and through his close 
and sensitive readings he enables 
the reader to enter the rich world 
of Stevens' poetry undeterred by 
the critical diSiculties, which are 
often considerable. 

ALLAN EDWARDS 

Words Words 

Words 
THE BIBLE WORD BOOK 

Ronald Bridges and 
Luther A. Weigle 

(Thomas Nelson and Sons, 
Edinburgh, 56/9) 

*«r¥\ HIS book is concerned with 
JL words used in the King James 

version of the Bible which have 
changed in meaning or acquired 
new meanings, so that they no 
longer convey . . . . the sense 
intended. Most of the words 
were accurate . . . but have be
come ambiguous or misleading.' 

The bible's revisers of 1881 
were unanimous in approbation 
of 'its simplicity, its dignity, its 
power, its happy turns of expres
sion . . . the music of its cadences 
and the felicities of its rhythm.' 
After 250 years of currency why 
did the original version arride 
those who came to alter it with 
its intrinsic beauties of language 
structure and form, which in a 
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subsequent 80 years now palls as 
an enigma of expression or an 
abstruse caballistic vademecum ? 
The age degenerates desirous of 
tenuous tawdry wisdom and 
beauty. 

To offer such a lexicon is to 
offer freedom to thralls in the 
modem world. Even if the task 
of resurrection is impossible, of 
both people and words, perhaps 
this testament from the sinuous 
dark east can be raised from ob
nubilation to an odalisque beauty 
lingering behind a silken veil; the 
partial illumination engendering a 
literary prurience which impels 
enUghtenment. 

'The new knowledge of Bible 
lands and languages . . . . have 
made its revision desirable and 
the changes in English usage have 
made it necessary.' As exegetic of 
recondite or misunderstood pass
ages scholastic revision is import
ant in establishing truth, especially 
where vast civilisations have 

grown on its word; to clarify or 
correct suppositions or nescience 
this is admirable. But to degrade 
English usage to a slattern argot, 
to exfoliate poetic qualities as im
pairing scales, to cosset the lazy 
breeder v*ath facile renditions is 
execrable, but collateral wdth the 
promulgation of the sanctity of 
contraceptives; to make a whore 
of marriage and an abomination 
love. This declension is disas
trous; to encourage indolence and 
insouciance, to flatter the illiterate 
pariah society, to render bathetic 
utterances those of the rapidly in
durating ministrant body, who 
declaim insensitively for the nonce 
'that noblest monument of English 
prose'. 

The Bible World Book may wax 
factitive in the transposition of 
The Book from babbled religion 
to delightful literature. 

It presents apophthegms of 
momentous beauty, bare of the 

cloying associations of blind in
sensate devotion, as rare ex
amples of poetry. It reveals, 
Christ and others, as true poets 
and celebrants of life, as possess
ors of empathy, that rarest virtue. 
It restores the exciting nuances of 
words variously used for centuries, 
exhumes the shades of words 
from the grave of common voc
ables—a mere dross, a scum and 
crass vulgarity on the tongue— 
liberates those exiles, words, 
whose inherent beauty, oft viol
ated, is of perdurable stuff, and 
walks the purheus of its confine 
anxious always of its new life, 
when revenant. 

A book which bears salvation, 
a word of hope and renascent 
glory, to those pale in the cere
ments of artistic creations which 
gave England the divinity of its 
tongue, and makes a serendipity 
a haphazard glance in any diction
ary. 

DAVID AMBROSE. 
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