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The fourth issue of Westerly for 1969 will be a Festival of Perth 
number, and feature the work of West Australian writers. 

A part of this issue is already made up, but we invite contri
butions from writers, particularly poetry, and articles on any 
aspect of writing in this State or in Australia. 

During the Festival The Independent is holding a short story 
competition, selected stories to be published in The Independent. 
There are prizes of $75 for stories selected. Entries close at the 
Festival of Perth Office, University of Western Australia, on 
December 1, 1969. 

A Festival of Perth Poetry Prize of $200 will be awarded for 
a poem on any topic, submitted by anyone born or resident in 
Western Australia. 

The prize winning poem will be pubUshed in the Festival of 
Perth number of Westerly. Other poems submitted may also be 
published. 

Closing date for entries—Monday 15th December 1969. 
Entries to Festival of Perth Committee, Box 14 P.O. Ned

lands 6009, in an envelope endorsed 'Poetry Competition'. 

The Patricia Hackett Prize for 1968 has been awarded to 
Margaret Irvin for her poem Two Worlds. 

Westerly is grateful to Professor Grahame Johnston for 
acting as adjudicator for the award. 
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Murray Bail 

ALBIE 

FIRST, THERE is this account of the first night. Albie Fewster lived a good four 
miles away and we had to push down on bikes—my brother's grey, mine was red 
—against slopes, wind and the twin eyes of all the traffic coming. It was dark. 
Fragmented pictures appear. Hands are frozen by chrome and gilding; a real 
hardship. Yellow street light—black hedge—the number 17 screwed onto a fence— 
the divided down the middle house is Albie Fewster's. We release our balls from 
the bikes, push the brown gate with a wheel to enter. 

This is the first dancing class: 
"Good," said Mr Fewster. "You're Lindsay's boys." 
It was from a tiny porch he waited for us. 
"Stick your bikes there. But watch the gladies, or mum'll kick up." 
"She does," he said. 
A pedal had to slip then, and one of the bikes crashed right into the flowers. 
"You dope," my brother said. 
"Doesn't matter," Fewster answered. "Mum carries on a bit, but there's no 

point in panicking, ay boys?" 
The way he spoke tickled us. Old people I had already listened to called their 

wives "mum". That was normal. It was his immediate familiarity that tickled us, 
his friendly assumption that we knew the way of women. Male talk it could be 
called; and it pleased me. Yes, and his friendly cigarette smoke coiled around us 
pleasandy from his adult mouth where he blew it casually, while I was learning 
the game unnaturally and secretly behind a lavatory. I felt my brother relax. 

In the house which was loaded with brown details, even wallpaper, and in the 
kitchen a cold brown teapot, we met his wife. There she was, pumping dough with 
her arms, her arms coated with flour. She was fat—really fat. 

Fewster announced us with an arm movement. "Here they are." 
She looked suddenly surprised, and gave a white cup of tea smile. It was thin, 

splashing out in all directions, subsided, and the tide beneath her skin kept 
vibrating. I saw that she gripped the last of the smile and held it. 

"Now let me see. Which one of you is Maurice?" 
"He is," Trevor pointed. 
She came closer, tipped forward. 
"Don't you look like your father!" she shouted. 
"No, he's better looking," said Fewster, who winked at me. 
His wife ignored it. But he had given me power over the fat lady and I almost 

trembled too much with held-back laughter. 
"I think they both look like Lindsay," she declared. 
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"I'll get the lounge ready," he said. "If you fellahs want to help." 
We lifted an armchair—it ahnost filled the small room—and lowered it into 

the bedroom. A blank picture rail suspended one large portrait of a Venice 
waterway, and a nostalgic hand-coloured shot of Mt Gambler's Blue Lake. 

"Get the other end there." 
We rolled the carpet back, exposed an unstamed square of floorboards and 

sheets of yellowed newspaper. Andquated advertisements interested us, and 
Fewster laughed. The 1934 Dodge, he read, has four doors, wind-up wmdows, 
and exclusive electric windscreen wipers. "Now what will they think of next?" 
he said. 

Mrs Fewster came back in a yellow dress. 
"For goodness sake." 
Fewster brushed his knees. "We're ready." 
"What about music?" 
Their radio was a giant wooden and cloth model wedged under the mantle-

piece. With Fewster bending over it, it began producing green blinking light. 
"Damn thing it is," he said. 
Mrs Fewster turned to us. 
"What do you want to be when you grow up?" 
It was an incredibly young question. 
"Will you do a trade?" she asked. 
"I dunno yet." 
And Trevor said, "I leave school in a couple of months, don't forget." 
Music boomed into the room. It was a fast piece, and when Fewster tried 

tuning it, an advertisement interrupted. The back of his head seemed impatient, 
till he finally straightened up and gave a gold grin; he had fantastic teeth with 
bright gold fiUings. 

"Here we go," he said. "We'll kick off with the circular waltz." 
"A loverly dance," Mrs Fewster interrupted. 
"The circular waltz everyone's got to learn. Almost every dance has got a bit 

of circular in it. Look at my feet. Now Audrey, here." 
He touched her softly, and then danced. They completed delicate circles of 

footwork, brushing near us, then away. Her cheeks became shiny with pleasure. 
"Watch our feet," shouted Fewster. 
Fat Mrs. She danced inside their dingy box, thinking of some former palace, 

floating saxophones, shining shoes and hair-creamed friends. 
Fewster jabbed his arm up and down. "One foot behind the other. See?" 
Then the music stopped. 
"Remember, one foot behind the other. You try it with Mrs, Maurice. And 

Trev, you'd better come with me. Here's the music. Now." 
Mrs Fewster sped to me, jammed me under her dts and aimed me around. 

Around we went; my right hand slipped-slipped on the surface of her back, a 
film over a broad corset. There was no foot-hold on this woman. She smiled. 
An extreme close-up of her arm revealed giant orange sun spots which immediately 
tickled soft parts of my growing throat, making me swallow into silence. 

Albie Fewster spent the day at a desk with my father in a square cave of an 
ofiice: grey-skinned honest men worrying about figures, what's in the IN-basket, 
and pencils signed for by the Chief Clerk. Here my father suggested the lessons; 
Albie Fewster said yes. Sometimes they were very friendly, but you could not call 
them mates. 

"How did it go?" my father asked. 
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"Akight, I s'pose." 
"You don't know how lucky you are to have Mr Fewster. He's been very good 

at dancing; one of the best in the State. I think one year he won the Palais 
championship." 

"It's a crummy house." 
"He's been paying rent on that place since the war. I've told him, and told 

him." 
"They could have their own decent place by now," my mother added. 
"Gawd, and she weighs about six tons," I said. 
"That's enough of that," yelled my father. "Just cut out your cheek." 
Every Tuesday I had to bump around with the freckles of Mrs Fewster. 

Somehow I managed to conquer the Barn Dance, and the Pride of Erin, the 
Modern Waltz, and some tricky numbers I have since forgotten. Albie was good. 
After the lesson he usually said, 'You boys don't smoke do you?" and really 
grinned as we wondered what to say next. She said, "Stop it, Albie." He showed 
this casualness. It was thrilling to watch him light a cigarette. He made the flame 
burn right to his finger skin, and only then did he slowly raise it and light his 
cigarette. 

"Look, you don't have to call me Mister Fewster," he said casually. "Call 
me Albie." 

But of course, we never could. 
Then our father had to tell us some news from the office. We were at the 

dinner table. 
"Albie missed the job today." 
"Ay?" 
"There was a move up to the General Office. A higher grading." 
"How do you mean?" 
"I got it," said our dad, and smiled at our mother. "More money in the 

coffers." 
"What's wrong with Mr Fewster?" I said, grew red. 
The promotion, it seemed, was an injustice. Compared with my father, Albie 

was the brighter one, friendlier, patient, more acceptable. With my father leaving 
the clerks office Albie seemed to be unfairly anchored to darkness, unimportance, 
the brown rooms of his squashed rented house. Yet he opened his door to us on 
th following Tuesday as if nothing had happened. His face was smooth, the 
cigarette was there, his white shirt was plain undone. It was Mrs whose pathetic 
permanent grin looked forced, and under the circumstances she did embarrassing 
things. 

"I'll show you something," she said after the Parma Waltz. 
From the bedroom she trailed out a purple sash, which had the cracked gold 

lettering. 

OPEN BALLROOM CHAMPIONSHIP 
PALAIS COMPETITION 193-

"Well?" 
"Yes," I said. 
She stood with it. "What do you think? We did love to go dancing." She was 

almost crying. "That was where we met. Wasn't it, Albie?" 
"Put it back, mum," he said. 
"We won this." 
"Yes, Yes." 
"You Hke it, boys?" 
We said nothing, sat there, and decided to stare at Albie's head. 
Their lounge was one of those melancholy rooms dominated by the enormous 
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dcking of a great clock. From every corner I could hear it; a damned musty 
old-hat sound. With Albie we sat sweating as Mrs Fewster poured tea and shoved 
out the triangles of yellow Jam Sponge. 

"This is mum's special," said Albie, his voice puffed with the fat cake. 
But landing in the tea, in our ears, and running through the minutes was that 

ticking clock—and every fifteen minutes it chimed. Of course at ten o'clock it 
would make ten loud sounds, and with an egotistical flourish at the start. The 
always-there smile at the ends of Mrs Fewster's mouth would tend to freeze 
further, and she seemed impatient while the ugly racket continued. That tick-tick. 
In Fewster's house it somehow gave a deadly rhythm to the floating fat Mrs 
Fewster. There she was before us, holding us with an arm, her pale teeth clenching 
short our joy. This accumulated; oppressive, depressing. Here it comes: the 
Victoriana perfume from her body, her moist cake, the up and down sighing of 
both big dts, and the smile, the smile; it was too much. If Albie spoke she held 
her smile, in mid-air actually, and went on talking as if there had been no real 
interruption. My loathing became a rude silence. Albie remained the same, the 
calm man. 

Abruptiy the lessons ended. 
"What's the big idea?" our father asked. 
"It's stupid down there. We've learnt all the things anyway." 
"What's stupid?" 
"She is." 
"She's stupid," I said. 
"Audreys a very nice person," our mother cried out. 
They defended her again. 
"Anyway, we've done the lessons." 
Our father spoke to Albie, and the Tuesday evenings ended. 
I met Mrs Fewster in town after that. Holding me, she bottled up an entire 

aisle way near the esculators. 
"Are you here with mum?" she eagerly asked. 
"No? By yourself then. How's Trev?" 
"He's akight." 
"And your dancing?" 
From the ghding stairs other shoppers had clustered, it seemed, for a better 

view of my embarrassment. I half-turned, appeared vague as if the fat lady was 
in fact a strange woman asking for directions. 

Months, of course, vanished. 
"Albie Fewster died this morning," said our father at the dinner table. 
It ripped into us: a touch of surprise speeding into harshness. Why did he? 

I wanted to shout. Certainly our father at the table looked smaller; and he kept 
arranging crumbs with his breadknife. 

"He went down near his desk," he said. "His heart." 
"Poor Audrey, poor Audrey," sighed our mother. "I wonder how she's standing 

up?" 
A week after the funeral she went to see her. Our mother was shocked. 
"The poor thing hasn't left the house. She's been sitting there all day in the 

dark. She asked after you boys." 
"Better go down," our father said. "Cheer her up. You can take some apples 

for her," he added. 
"But—" 
"Go on," he said. 
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With our apples we cycled down. Fewster's old house re-appeared; no lights 
shined. The door took ages to open. 

"My goodness," she cried, "what a surprise. Come on in." 
"We only came for your cake," I said, trying to humour. 
But she took it seriously. "That's very nice. I can get you some." 
She sat in the brown lounge. 
"I haven't been out yet. I haven't felt up to it." 
"Mum said that." 
We waited in the room; there was a decent pause. 
"I don't think you know." She suddenly started, looked wide open at us. "I 

feel as good as gold. It was him who had me messed up." She cried louder. "So 
bad to me." 

"But he," I started. 
"He was the trouble," she interrupted. "You've no idea, you boys, he sometimes 

hit me. This place," she pointed, blurting. "/ hate it." 
She seemed to forget us entirely. 
"I feel really alright now. He's not here anymore." 
She looked at each wall. We wanted to leave. We'd tell our parents about her. 
"Let's have one little dance," she suddenly asked, and held my arm, "his 

wireless still works." 
"We've got to go," I said, and really pushed out. 
At the door she said something more. We pushed away on our bikes and it 

was an awkward ride, I remember now, pushing through all the half dark. 
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Leon Slade 

STRONGER THAN FRICTION 

This morning is moreso. The slats of the Venetians are barred by the insinuating 
sun but the alarm has yet to go off. She lays with her back to me. My eyes are 
folding, unfolding. Thoughts pop up everywhere, there is no resistance between 
dream and undream. It seems like only yesterday, she said, I'm not that kind 
of girl. 

Bourke street and the City is empty, almost. Two policemen up ahead are 
pushing their tall thin black bikes along the pavement. When they walk past me 
they never even looked. And, now, out of a doorway there's another walker. 
It has been raining gentie drizzle but it's stopped now and on the pavement, the 
dirt has become skims of mud. A lonely car slides past making a sUck noise. He 
has got a parcel wrapped in newspaper under his arm. It could be fish and chips 
or the left overs from a closed cafe kitchen. The traffic lights are flashing on and 
off. Yellow my way, red at right angles. 

On the corner joined to the silver painted pole is a metal container. Damp 
and in the street light, it is a strange yellow colour that changes as the traffic 
lights click on then off. And, in black, painted across it is the desperate plea. 
Litter Please. As he passes, he drops his parcel in. There are holes in the litter 
bin, but I can't see the parcel. I walk to the bin and drop in my parcel. 

I am suddenly aware of my nakedness. I glance down and my awareness is 
right, I am completely naked. I glance around me, but nobody is in sight. Un
expectedly, a truck rolls down the hill and stops by the comer. Men climb down 
and fling open the steel grill on the roadside. They shovel out all sorts of rubbish 
that has accumulated through the day. Then they drop the grill ringing it back into 
position. One lifts the yellow bin off its hook and tosses its contents into the truck. 
He replaces it and stands on the step of the truck as it moves up the hdl. My 
mind feels empty and relaxed. I glance in the shopwindow and I know again that 
I have no clothes on. At the back of the display, there are nude women, I can 
see them, almost I can see them. And now it is growing, rising, swelling. 

I jump out of bed, late again and race for the toilet. 
Well, I relaxed and made it. The usual train doesn't seem as crowded as usual. 

A lot of the familiar strange faces are missing. I light my third cigarette for the 
day. It tastes dry and I can smell it. The sinister looking college boy reading the 
morning paper in the doorway sniffs. The Lolita from MLC blows her nose on a 
yellow tissue and screws it up in her grey-gloved hand. My head is aching gently 
and I don't know whether it's a migraine on the way, the morning after or a dose 
of influenza's warning. The man standing behind me seems to sneeze all over 
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me. I move to one side and an old man smoking a pipe coughs his guts out over 
me and tenderly picks his nose. 

At lunchtime I went and bought a box of tissues. My nose is a gentle brook. 
Half the staff appear to be away with the cursed wog. Most of us had the flu 
vaccine when the doctor came but they, whoever they may be, tell us that this 
is a new more virulent strain. God knows if we'll get the figures ready for the 
Board-meeting or not. I can only hope the Board goes down too. The Managing 
Director never seems to catch anything. Perhaps he's protected. Perhaps he's God. 
He says it's because he keeps himself fit. I tell him it's because he avoids people, 
won't have anything to do with them. If I can get into see him sometime today, 
I'll breathe all over the old bugger. Tomorrow will be too late. 

Worked late tonight, finished all I could of the bloody figures and left them 
with a note on the Managing Director's desk. I don't know how long I've been 
walking around the City but the Elizabeth Street Post Office clock just struck a 
quarter to twelve. It's drizzling and there's a large drip dangling on the tip of 
my nose. I've watched the City empty out. Two policemen are walking towards 
me. They look neither to left nor to right, not even when they occasionally speak. 
When they pass, I feel their eyes, even though they do not look at me. I keep 
walking towards the Post Office. A few taxis slide past. I spit into the grate in the 
gutter and toss a saturated tissue in. The yellow litter bin is full and over flowing. 
I walk over to Myers' window and gingerly look. Everything seems in order. 

I check my zip. I climb the steps of the Post Office and step into the colonnade 
out of the rain. There's a poster telling boys they must register for National 
Service. Another shows how to put a stamp on an envelope. It's five to twelve. 
I walk round the colonnade to the letter boxes. I put down my satchel on the 
cold stone walk, open it and feel around in it. One ballpoint, one scribbling pad, 
one envelope. 

I haven't got a stamp or a coin to put in the slot machine. Still, I guess he'll 
get the message. If I don't put my name and address on the back (one of the 
posters told me that I ought to), if I don't put my name and address on the back, 
then they'll deliver the thing and charge double rates. Ten cents is not much to 
expect him to pay for what I've got to say. I look at all the categories on the 
post boxes. Finally I settle for the box marked "Other Places". Tonight I pray 
the clock won't strike the hour. 
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J. M. Sladden 

I HEAR THE TRAIN'S LEFT 

There is something disinterested in his eyes as he walks down the ramp of the 
station with a copy of Time under his arm, tucked next to his briefcase. His 
eyes betray nothing his walk cannot tell you, the movement of his arms cannot 
suggest. They neither flicker from side to side nor glance in quick darting move
ments to people's faces and clothes and movements, but remain at rest deep in 
their hollows of paunched fat like little blue marbles in wedges of grey sand. 

His briefcase is the newest style; the magazine the latest with pictures of the 
Republican candidates on the front cover. His eyes, you feel, would not rest on 
this story but would glance quickly at Books, then for a time at Cinema and 
Theater; then, you would assume, scantily look at World, skip U.S. and then 
he would lazily rest his tired, disinterested eyes on People. Then he'd throw the 
mazagine in a cupboard, believing he knows what happened during that past 
week. It's easy reading, he would think; he would not assume it easy thinking. 

But such a man appears untroubled by this. Underneath those clothes there 
is a business man, an executive. There would be, if you saw him walking down 
his street and enter his prim, suburban home, little difference in his carriage if 
he was undressed or fully clothed; he is a man of executive elegance. 

He walks up to the station time-table amid sounds, the scuffling of the crowd. 
"Excuse me," he mutters in round, clear tones to a small, old woman who 

is in his way. But, you suspect, that if it was at all necessary he would brush 
her aside with a polite, quick swipe of his palm. 

Upon the lighted board there, he reads 5:36, Platform 8, and he removes 
himself without contacting the small crowd gathered about his coat. 

"Excuse me," he says in the same, extremely polite tone, upon which old ladies 
gaze in sweet reflection, quietly seeking his eyes, but when they see stony blue, 
are disappointed, for those eyes gaze at nothing, almost turned in, looking upon 
himself. 

His trousers flaggelating at his ankles he moves along the station, stopping 
by the newsagent's stand, studying the array of newspapers and magazines. With 
his puffed hand he takes out thirty cents and buys the Airmail Sunday Times and 
the day's Financial Review. Opening his briefcase he places Time and the 
Financial Review in amongst files and documents, closes the briefcase, the click 
of the catches sharp like ladies' high heels on concrete. 

From his coat pocket he produces the butt of his return ticket and proceeds 
to Platform 8. The time is 5:30 but the train is there and after handing his ticket 
for inspection and receiving it punched he boards the mauve-coloured train and 
seats himself near the door, unfolds his copy of the paper and scantily glances at 
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the headlines. He hears the buzz in the driver's cabin and glances at the large 
watch about his thin wrist: 5:36. 

The train jerks and the clacking of points crossed slowly, as it does always, 
forms a rhythmic pattern and his mind lies back in a peaceful hollow and rests. 

He almost falls into sleep, but as his mind wanders into darker corners another 
instinct sharply pulls him awake and he realizes his station is next. He shuffles 
together his coat, tucks the briefcase beneath his arm and erects himself in 
preparation. 

The train again hits points and he stands, holding his feet hard against the 
floor to counteract the train's momentum. But upon his face remains that im
perturbability, a resignation practised over years. 

The train stops. He opens the air-cushioned door and steps onto the platform, 
thrown forward a little against his will by the after-movement of the train. He 
buttons his coat and produces the ticket which, when he reaches the gate, is 
taken by the stationmaster who nods; a nod that in subtleness conveys respect 
and courtesy, a nod of recognition. 

He walks down the small subway and underneath the railway line as the train 
moves on and crosses over him, the heavy rumbling passing into his pink-cold 
ears. 

The walk home through the shopping street of the suburb on overcast days 
and the people he meets is pleasant, and he nods and waves to people to whom 
he has done this very same thing for fifteen years: acknowledging their presence. 
The salubrious air about him gives an indefinable character to which people 
adhere and respect without realizing why. Underneath the jovial exchanges and 
greetings remains always the stony blue of the eyes, and, thus, a small air of 
mystery and a vague scent that makes him not completely approachable. 

And so he walks home, looking occasionally at the clouds and infrequently 
at his feet; and, most often, just straight ahead without a wavering glance side
ways or up. Passing by the Congregational Manse he stands talking for a few 
seconds with the Reverend and then passes, continuing his walk home. 

Through a neatly-trimmed lawn and bordered garden of roses and daffodils, 
cleaned of all weeds, he steps upon a broken path of cement, pieces placed about 
a foot apart in the lawn. Over to the letter-box he strides, and, as he opens it, 
the lid rustily squeaks; he makes a mental note to have his gardener fix it. There 
are three small, letter-size envelopes and two large envlopes. 

All the envelopes are addressed to 

Mr James Pilknington 
87 Moldavia Walk, 
Flinders West. 

He looks quickly over them, noting they are all typewritten except one which is 
addressed in a flowing, elegant style, of a bank clerk. Secretly he is delighted in 
seeing his name printed upon something but again his face does not reflect his 
feeling. 

Walking down the side of the house he gazes awhile at some geraniums that 
are planted by the path and stops and inspects one which has been damaged by 
wind. The back door is painted blue. Just before he opens it he turns round, 
casting his eyes over the backyard—an immense garden with two lawns apparently 
meandering where they will but which, in actual fact, move in and out of the 
closely kept garden. It is winter and apart from hardy flowers and evergreen trees 
most of the garden lies dormant, brown and seemingly deeply rich. 

As he opens the door he becomes aware of the uninhabited house's cold and 
he hastens to light fires in the dining room and kitchen. A damp smeU makes him 
shudder. It is at times like these that twangs of bachelor-misery cause him un-
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happiness, and not until the house is warm and assumes again a hospitality to its 
owner do these regrets leave. 

He is home; with only his coat removed and a jumper replacing it he sits in 
front of the hissing gas-fire and opens the letters. 

The one with the handwritten address is a letter from his bank to say that an 
error of ten dollars was made in his passbook the last time he presented it. One 
of the large envelopes contains pamphlets appertaining to current affairs. They are 
published by a small political party. The other letter announces the new Penguin 
tides and he reads through the catalogue, encircling three tides all fiction, and all 
by American authors. Of the other two small envelopes, one is from a company 
in which he has shares, the other from a friend asking for an introduction, and 
this letter he rips up upon reading it, while the others he leaves on the coffee table 
in front of the fire. 

He walks out into the kitchen to see after his butler-cook but no one is there. 
Then he remembers he will have to prepare his own dinner for he has given 

the butler a night off. This thought holds no appeal for him. For the first time 
that day his face grimaces and you see why he should not do it more often: his 
skin pulls hard around his cheeks; his double chin locks into a pained expression; 
his mouth sets tight and hard and his eyes flare up in their sockets and seem to 
glisten at the walls. 

But, slowly, the thought settles painlessly into the back of his mind and he 
convinces himself that it may be fun preparing his own meal. 

He sets to with as much zeal as a businessman in a kitchen may possess; 
silently he muddles himself a meal. 

The door-bell rang and Mr Pilknington begrudgingly rose from his chair and 
moved through the hallway to answer it. His mind, heavy with the Sunday Times 
atmosphere, was set as tight as his jowls were, in the sternest manner of a 
Britisher. 

He opened the door. There stood a woman of an indeterminate age between 
thirty and forty who, herself, would fetch it back to the former. Her legs, in the 
glow of the porch outer-light, seemed heavy, too fat, but he saw that upon the 
rest of her body this overweight appeared right for her carriage. He was most 
surprised to see her standing there, for it was a long time since a woman of any 
age had stood on his door-step, especially a young woman. 

He managed to huff: "Yes, what can I do for you?" 
"Mr Pilknington?" 
"Yes? That is who I am." 
"Mr Pilknington . . . Pilknington—my that's an unusual name, isn't it?" she 

said, smiUng at his jowls. 
"It has served me well for a long time, thank you!" 
This woman put him ill at ease. Then, he was almost going to say 'for forty-

five years' but fortunately something stopped him. 
"Oh, please, no; don't take offence. It's just that most people don't have that 

extra 'n' in it, do they?" 
"Most people," he said, almost wanting to cry it out, "aren't Pilknington's, 

are they?" 
She shook her head. 
He grew tired quickly. 
"Well, what do you want?" 
"Oh," she cried, startled by his abruptness, "I am sorry. I lost my train of 

thought there for a moment. I'm Janice Thomson from the Board of Christian 
Re-Education. You're a member through your church, I understand." 
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"Yes. You must be the person they were to send around for a discussion. But 
I thought that was Thursday and there were to be a number of us?" 

"Oh no, just us two. Do you mind if I come in?" 
She placed her foot next to his, much like a salesman. 
"Oh! I'm sorry, please come right in. Let me take your coat for you." 
From her shoulders he removed her coat. The collar was fur, and the coat 

was lined with fur. 
It had been such a long time since the smell of a woman touched the walls of 

the house that he almost noticed a quiver in the air which had tended to be 
composed entirely of masculine odours. 

She walked, assuredly, through the hallway and into the dining room. It was 
the only room with a fire burning. 

"I hope you don't mind coming in here," he muttered. "It's the only room 
that's not cold. Will this be alright?" 

"Yes, quite. You have a beautiful house, Mr Pilknington. Rather like the type 
of house I'd own if I had the money. It's so old-fashioned. Oh, I don't mean 
anything nasty by that, I just like old-fashioned houses; they seem more like 
home to me. They seem just right to be lived in, if you know what I mean." 

He smiled. His cheeks reddened. "Oh, yes I do. Those words do so come 
very close to how exactly I feel. I think it's a beautiful house, otherwise I'd 
have never bought it. It did so take my fancy when I first saw it. At the time 
I wasn't as well off as I am now, but I put most of my savings into it and have 
never felt at any time the slightest regret." 

'That's so nice. Most people I know never fit in with their homes, they just 
live in them and make no impression on them whatsoever. It's such a shame, 
too, because houses are meant to be lived in by the right people for them, don't 
you think?" 

"Oh, most definitely. My, here we are standing talking and I haven't offered 
you a chair. Please forgive my rudeness." 

Mr Pilknington, face flushed by a woman present, led Miss Thomson to a 
chair opposite his. They, when both seated, had the coffee-table between them. 

Miss Thomson placed the large number of books she had brought on the table, 
allowing them to glide from her hands with little sound. 

"Now," he spoke up, "I'll get to my feelings on this Re-Education thing straight 
away so you'll know where I stand." 

"That seems fair enough," she answered and tucked her large legs underneath 
the chair; then, not finding that comfortable, she crossed her legs and pulled her 
skirt around her knees, the dimples showing through stockings. His eyes gazed 
at those dimpled knees and interrupted his talking. 

"Well . . . . herrhcchuum . . . well, I think the whole idea, as it stands, and 
its aims, you know, are excellent. But I for one question the methods in which 
these aims will be taught and used. The former is what I'm primarily concerned 
with because if that's remedied, then the latter'U be changed. That, very generally, 
you understand, is how things stand, with me at the present time." 

She coughed once, clearing her throat. She had no make-up on her face which 
seemed to contain concentric roundnesses within itself. When she smiled her face 
broke into sections. 

"I can understand your concern," she said, "and, to be truthful, other people 
have approached me over this fact—the teaching of the ideas both to the students 
and to the teachers before that. I think it indeed a valid criticism, and one need
fully worthwhile investigating to the utmost. One cannot expect to have a mean
ingful education program if the teaching methods are suspect, can they?" 

"Indeed not." 
He had, so far, avoided looking directly at her. Now he dared a casual glance. 
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He was disturbed when his eyes, always undisturbed, met hers and she smiled at 
him. Those pebbles, deepened in their hollow, visibly jumped as if a small tremor 
had passed. His gaze could not help but move down her body and rested shamedly 
on her breasts for a second and on her thighs which, contained within her thick 
woollen dress, seemed huge, then to her legs. Once more he glanced directly at 
her and hoped, assumed, she could not comprehend his old, bachelor thoughts. 

A lull developed in the conversation for neither wanted to begin talking for 
fear of seeming rude. 

"Quiet . . . all of a sudden," Mr Pilknington said with a forced laugh. "Do 
you mind if I call you Janice, and you call me James? If we're supposed to get 
to know each other I think this best, don't you?" 

"Yes . . . James. That's such a distinguished name. My brother's name is James. 
I've always liked it." 

"Well, to tell the truth, I never have. Have you ever wished to change your 
Christian name? My second name's Batsford after my mother's maiden name and 
James Batsford Pilknington has always bothered me. But really I never thought 
of another." 

"Oh, I don't know, I think the name distinguishes a distinguished gentleman." 
"Well," he tried to accept it with humility, "thank you. Indeed, thank you. It's 

not every day one has that said to one." 
"But," she cried, her face almost too earnest, "I've heard so much of your 

work for the church and the congregation. In fact I was just dying to meet you 
to discover if all the praise could be about one man." 

"I doubt that very much, but thank you for saying so. I do what I think's 
necessary, and what my conscience will want me to do. I'm not a good Christian, 
I know, because I have evil thoughts, and I'm un-Christianlike in my manner 
towards many people. But I try, I do try." 

This . . . this, Janice, was extracting from him things which he had not revealed 
or spoken about to another soul. He felt embarrassed by his outburst; but more 
embarrassed for she appeared to have a control in her that brought something 
from him (the deep-hidden man??), something buried through successive years of 
living by himself with only the part-time gardener and butler, who simply made 
his life more relaxed, more pleasurable. 

"Oh your minister," she was saying . . . 
"Henry Whitaker . . ." 
"Yes . . . he was saying about your interest in the program, indeed in every

thing with the church. I find this so little these days, I'm afraid. Sometimes I feel 
like giving it all up, feeling that nothing can be gained from these people who 
seem only willing to give money and no time, nothing of their time. Then they 
wonder why the church has no people in it and seems ready to close down." 

He looked unhurriedly towards the fire, then to her face. It had not disappoint
ment on it but resignation. 

All he could do was nod in agreement. 
"You . . . you work in the office up at town?" he asked. 
"Yes, a sort of field officer. I go around to various churches and talk with the 

ministers and with the members; hold functions and so forth for the young people. 
That's who I'm mainly concerned with, the young." 

And so they talked in polite tones for the better part of the evening until he 
interrupted her when she had been quite some time expostulating some broad 
theory of the program. 

"I'm so sorry to interrupt," he said, "but would you like a cup of tea? I'm 
afraid I'll have to make it myself. The man's away for the evening. I think he told 
me he had to go to his sister's wedding or some such thing. Do you mind if I 
go and put some water on? I'll be right back." 
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"But you don't have to bother." 
"Really, it's no bother at all," he shouted from the kitchen. 
She gazed at the fire, the orange-red flame, the hissing of the jets of gas. Her 

face, while gazing direcdy at the fire, became heated and she felt this influencing 
her thoughts. 

She could not but feel the presence of the man within her thoughts and she 
had sensed his strangeness to her, with which he had greeted her, and which he 
had to overcome. Perhaps, she thought, this is strength of character, but she could 
not help feeling he was not the man she had heard of and that his charm, his 
character, changed with the people he was with. 

Before she could deepen her thoughts he came back into the room and sat in 
his chair. He raised his hands, then let them fall, and sighed. 

"The water shouldn't take long to boil. Do you want to talk further about your 
ideas, or will we leave them for the time being?" he said. 

"I think a rest won't hurt," she issued through a smile. "We've been talking 
for quite awhile, haven't we? It went so fast, the time—I didn't know it was 
so late." 

"Oh, it's not that late yet. How did you come here? I didn't see a car out 
the front." 

"No, I caught a bus." 
"The bus? But you would've had a walk of a quarter of a mile to get here." 
"Yes, it did seem rather a long way at the time." 
"Well then, you must let me drive you home afterwards." 
"Oh, thank you." 
"Where do you live?" 
"Kensington." 
"By Godfrey, you did have a long way to come. You must've felt I warranted 

you coming all that way," he laughed; then he added, without knowing why, "to 
tell me about the program, that is." 

"Yes." 
Mr Pilknington's eyes grew more and more attached to the colour of Miss 

Thomson's dress. The pale colour, the thickness, the cloth and its cut, interested 
him—it became the centre of the room for him. 

He heard the kettle boiling and ran, waddled, from the room without excusing 
himself. 

For another half an hour they sat chatting about families and churches and 
faith. They warmed slightly to each other and between them, perhaps, he thought, 
there is a friendship. But never does the tinge of uneasiness leave. Is it, he thought, 
the uneasiness and tension between old bachelor and spinster. 

"Well, I do think it's time for me to be going." 
"I'm sorry," he said. "The time's seemed to have slipped by. I could have talked 

for ages longer." 
"Yes, we could have. But there should be another time when we can get 

together over this." 
"Yes, we'll have to get together again soon. I'll get your coat for you." 
She felt uneasy in his presence now for in the time she had known him his 

eyes had turned from non-committed pieces of glass into flashing, darting eyes 
that gazed at objects for small moments. She was glad to be going home, though 
flattered a little by his inabilities and the attention he had shown her. 

"Here we are," Mr Pilknington cried, and he wrapped the coat softly upon 
her shoulders. 

"Thank you," she whispered into its layers. 
They walked to the Rover and drove out of the driveway and down the road 

to the highway which led into the city, then out to her district. 
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They spoke very litde on the way for the tension in the confined space of the 
car had grown and was apparent to both. They felt uneasy Christians with each 
other. This stiffness held their mouths silent and their blood quiet. They felt 
conflictions within themselves and were puzzled. 

He spoke once, while waiting at an intersection for lights to change. 
"I did enjoy this evening. Did you? I felt we gained something really worth

while from it." Then he wished he had kept quiet and not said the last sentence. 
"Mmmm. Yes, I quite agree," she said and remained, afterwards, silent. 
There was much traffic on the road and though three lanes were usually ample 

the going was slow. It appeared much slower to them. Each minute dripped into 
the next, but clung tenaciously to the last. 

But finally she was relieved and said: "Well this is it. Here we are." 
"It looks a very nice place." 
It was a large building, barren in the dark. An old home, it had been converted 

into apartments. 
"How many rooms do you have?" he asked. 
"The top tl[iree. I find that quite sufficient." 
"Yes." He could not think of anything else to say. 
He emerged from his door and moved around the car to open the door for 

her. As she swung her legs out he glimpsed the tops of her stockings. He stood 
stock still. She rose up to him. He was standing in her way and she became the 
slightest bit afraid. She remembered stories . . . . 

He stepped back to let her pass. As she did he took her hand and held it 
within the softness of his palms. 

"Mr . . ." 
But she moved away from him. He could not do, perhaps did not wish to do, 

anything else. He was surprised. 
His chins wobbled in disbelief. His mouth tasted of something bitter. 
He ran, waddled, to the car door. When he looked up into the street-Ught the 

glow was in his eyes like a spotlight in a pond. 
He released the clutch and the car lurched down the street, while his foot 

pressed hard upon the accelerator. 
Miss Thomson stood in the middle of her kitchen and felt a little faint for 

his hand had felt so sweaty and hot, it had made her sick. She wanted to lie 
down. Her face felt too hot. 

Mr Pilknington drove home and went immediately to bed. He tried to stop 
his chins shaking. 
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p. R. Woodcock 

"WHEN I'M CLEANIN' WINDOWS" 

One summer, my fifteenth, I worked during the school holidays as a window 
cleaner, with an old neighbourhood friend, Sammy Stab. Sammy supplied the 
ladders, buckets, leathers and scrapers, and we rode around West London on 
his coughing motor cycle and sidecar combination, like merchant adventurers, 
making and breaking verbal contracts with office blocks and private householders 
alike. 

Our business day began leisurely at nine thirty in a greasy cafe in Lillie Road, 
where we breakfasted on curling toast and brackish tea. A suitably Ught repast 
for the enjoyable task ahead. For there was, for me, a manual satisfaction in 
confronting the London-dirty panes, wiping them over with my damp, clinging 
shammy, then scraping away the oily smears, to find my face beneath. 

But Sammy told lies, that I loved to hear, of much else to be seen in windows, 
and I must admit that this too was part of the fascination of the job. Although, 
it was five weeks before I spied something to straighten my hair—up a ladder, 
attempting to shine a second floor bathroom window (no sniggers, please), while 
Sammy was further along this street of terraced houses, negotiating the rights 
to a four storey pub. 

I was sure that we had worked the street before, yet this one house's windows 
were so incredibly filthy that it was difficult to imagine that they had ever been 
cleaned since its erection. I washed away at the glass, scraped off the silt and was 
disappointed to discover little or no difference: still a black, furry coating of soot, 
dark to the point of opacity. I leathered and scraped again, still with no effect. 
It was as if the window was protecting the interior from the outside world; or 
was it the other way about? The thought of the pane's stubbornness chilled me 
for some reason, but it was also a challenge to my professional abihty, so I 
repeated the proven process, determined to see clear to victory. 

I became so engrossed in my toil that I lost count of wipings and dryings, 
directing all attention to the matt surface of the window, oblivious to what was, 
by infinite degrees, being revealed to me through it. Eventually I gave up, ex
hausted, and besides the bucket of water hanging from my ladder was by this 
time thick with dirt, mud-like. 

Peering at the hazy window, I could at last make out something of what lay 
behind it; there was a steamy film on the inside of its uncurtained frame, and 
beyond this the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, sitting naked in her bath, 
her deep red tresses flowing forbiddingly onto and into the clouded water and her 
wide eyes directed into my own. At once I felt ashamed to have been caught 
this obviously peeping, but I could not tear myself away. At that age I was not 
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blase about the female form, yet it was not out of my innocence that I knew 
that her terrible beauty was the most perfect created. 

Then, once more, I became aware of her stare; not at me but through me. 
She made no move to cover herself, just sat passively allowing me to take what 
I would of her with my eyes. There was no passion, no feeling in her acqviiescence, 
and this withdrawal in such beauty disgusted me. But in the same instant I 
realised that she had been bathing for the whole of time, waiting for me to come 
to her, and that she had somehow suffered enormously and unspeakably. And 
only I could help her. I battled to open the latched window; at the same time, 
the woman leant forward, the twin bitter fruits of her breasts tippling the water. 
She tugged at the silver chain, releasing the plug—an act of finality that made 
me shudder. The grateful water slid away, dipping inch by inch, the woman 
slipping with it deeper beneath the surface. Past her navel, up to her breasts, 
until her supine body and the water's level met where her thighs should begin. 
It was then that I saw that she had no thighs; nor calves, nor feet. She was 
emptying herself with the water, spinning around the draining orifice, gurghng 
down the pipes. 

Terrified, I careered down my ladder, into Sammy who had arrived below. To 
him I garbled my tale of a woman who was at that very moment disappearing in 
a flood of dirty bath water into the sewers under the road. Sammy said that his 
stories of women in bathtubs must have affected me, but my violent pleas per
suaded him reluctantly to place his ladder beside mine and climb to the bathroom 
window with me. 

"See—nothing. I told you; those bleeding stories must've got you a bit too 
excited. Blimey, you didn't do much of a job on this window, anyway, did you?" 
he said. 

By his side, I looked into the window. The bath was empty. Only a few red 
hairs remained, clogging the plug hole. 

"But she was there," I insisted, "going down the drain; honestly. Look, can't 
we knock and see if anybody . . . ." 

Sammy replied, "Leave it out, mate, we ain't even supposed to do this house. 
I told you not number seven. Besides, that sort's probably ringing up the law right 
now, and if we don't want to get nicked for peeping Toms we better toe it off. 
I should never have told you so many tales. Come on, we got the pub to do." 

He climbed down his ladder and started off with it at a trot, to the pub and 
his cycle. Of course, I said to myself, Sammy is right. I ran down, picked up my 
leathers, shouldered the ladder and followed him along the street. Then, from a 
black-iron grating in the gutter, I heard a strangled wail. 

20 WESTERLY, No. 3, OCTOBER, 1 969 



TODAY I WENT DOWN 

Today i went down 
to see her 
just as she was coming 
to see me 

we passed 

each other absent-mindedly 
in the street 
i guess that's the way love 
is when old lovers meet 

R. J. DEEBLE 
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FOR WHATEVER HER NAME WAS 

The old lady would've made communion if 
the traffic cop had only spoken instead 
of lowering his eyes to pour the wine as 

she shuffled past him to the altar with 
the 'don't walk' sign. But she didn't 
seem to care. It was as though she'd 

been there before and knew that after 
the confusion of flesh and tin all they 
would find were her biscuit thin shoes 

and a faulty hearing aid that was 
listening to itself listening. 

R. J. DEEBLE 
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RAIN FALLS LIGHTLY MY CHILD 

Look 
sideways through a 

dirty window and people 
who pass distort themselves 

for your amusement. Do it often if 
you want to understand why bomber crews 
over Hiroshima-Hanoi wear tinted glasses. 

R. J. DEEBLE 
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FOR KATE BARNARD, PAINTER 

Where the fair was pitched, 
a carousel rocking in its sleep. 
In season of carnival, 
I claim without conviction to have met 
when mists and moonshine were exchanging breath 
Atkinson Grimshaw, smelling of the grave 
botched up with linseed oil. The security 
of those who are almost forgotten, 
his assurance that he might speak 
and not fear to be quoted: "I have 
a word for Hyde Park," he pressed on me. 
"Remember to honour the gap between lives 
like space between ribs from which you draw 
honey, however rank the lion's frame. 
I treasured what could not be seen, 
making precise branches by moonhght 
to let my gesture through, or lamp-glow 
on waters to adumbrate what was 
only implied." Inscrutable value, 
in a minor talent. He set neat 
his neckcloth and became a sycamore 
with none but earliest leafbuds. 
Whispering, "I have a particular kindness 
for one who knows about Leeds, 
its Victorian streets such as rise 
to Woodhouse Ridge. Her forehead is signed 
with oils not ashes. I shall read 
between her lines, to profit on their faith." 

KENDRICK SMITHYMAN 

24 WESTERLY, No. 3, OCTOBER, 1969 



FOR MARTIN BELL, POET 

Tonight the same old perverse crumplehorn cow 
who gives no milk now, who ought to be dead 
of too many tunes, the brindje cow or red— 
I cannot see clearly, I do not know how 
or why but am convinced she will, and soon, 
will, leaping then floating, take off and clear the moon. 

She will go up from beside Blubberhouses Moor 
over the Meanwith radio masts, a hulk 
all butterfat bloat, spot on course. She will bulk 
like a cloud, baulking radar, bewilder poor 
amateur chaps starspotting who see pass 
her natural drift, diminished from their glass. 

At Wetherby a sharp snappy dog will laugh 
before slapped to quiet, fierce eyes kennelled, 
while fast through alleys skitter cats who fiddled 
intolerably on walls waking up half 
the households, and a wife whose husband's spoon 
scraped her dish clean will turn dryeyed towards the moon. 

Who, distantly, is to blame: her mystery, 
her lunatic power, her curse. She offends, 
too long unmastered. Soon her remoteness ends 
for the cow will kick her as she goes, weary 
by then of ascent. Perhaps, may bring down 
that supernal strong lady spirit to the town. 

Wakefield, or Barnsley, say, where some in their rags, 
some in their bags, a few in silken gowns, 
the two would greet with fewer smiles than with frowns. 
Tonight's the night, when the game old Jersey drags 
herself up through whatever weather 
from moor, from bog. From cosy sheep in the heather. 

KENDRICK SMITHYMAN 
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SWAN RIVER POEM NO. 75-1 

the river curls fingers 
in green acid/waves 

move sideways 
against 
the white shore. 

wet bubbles cling 
to sand/& wait 

some
thing 

else/red 
lights 

shoot over 
water. 

birds 
fall. 

the sky draws wires 
across sand/lines too 

stuck to
gether 
& in the river of 
needles 
2 images 

tremble, 
then the white ship floats over 
mirrors/& 2 leaves/ 

one in yellow 
circles, 
one drops 

into 
sky. 

& over the singing river/birds 
fly west. 

KEN HUDSON 
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PORTRAIT OF A WIDOWER 

Leaves on the lawn. The sea-breeze blows. 
He pulls at the hairs inside his nose. 

He still sleeps naked and gets up at night, 
doesn't shave properly, thinks before he speaks, 
hasn't yet fixed his broken bedroom light, 
reads novels, and hasn't finished one for weeks. 

The days are grey, with low clouds in the sky. 
With considerable detachment he watches them go by. 

He goes for walks around the nearby blocks, 
comes home round midday, and has long hot showers, 
has trouble finding matching pairs of socks 
and watches television each day for hours. 

A finished Prufrock of twenty-three, 
he drinks his mother's cups of tea. 

HAL COLEBATCH 
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GREEN SCIENCE GLADIATOR 

if 
wire brush 
paint scraper 
putty knife 

yes 
I could dig 
past your image—maybe 2 feet 

and find you. 

after 

28 

I could talk 
to you—your mind 
and with the green 
science glasses 
I hand you, 
you would perceive all 
in me 

yes 
but I'd be too tired 
to go on. 

TOY DORGAN 
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MOON THROUGH RAIN 

I saw the man in the moon 
take out 
a little rubber pillow— 
blow it up 
and put it on the sky-line. 
Then he laid 
his head on it, pulled the clouds 
down, and 
wrapping them around himself, 
slept. 

JOAN MAS 
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LION PERFORMING 

Up his sagging fabric lifts. 
From the gathered hind-coils shifts 
All along his body's length 
Wave of his gigantic strength. 

Through the hoop with grave restraint 
The decorous unthinking saint 
Measures out his landing space; 
Velvet pads buff down, then pace. 

The lion in the ring of fire. 
Mirror-eyed, without desire. 
Clockworks through the feat in peace; 
So in motion sorrows cease. 

MARGARET L. C. RIDGWAY 
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SAUCY SONG FROM 
MARC DE PAPILLON 

My love has a pretty oven 
And I have a piece of coal 
And I can light her fire 
And bake a sweet French roll. 

My love has a pretty 'cello 
And I have a springy bow 
We play tunes together 
Now fast and then now slow. 

My love has a pretty saddle 
And I have a gentle spur 
We take turns to straddle 
It's nice for me and her. 

DENNIS DAVISON 
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IN POETRY 

in poetry 
in art 
in men 
this is where our songs belong 

not 
in the long 
drab dormitories of sound 
where the sleeping cliches 
of the mass mind 

snore 

in unison SHELTON LEA 
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Andrew Burke 

JACK KEROUAC (1922-1969) 

"/ .still ask the Lord 'Why?' and haven't heard a decent answer yet." 

Kerouac is dead he died yesterday and I am too 
sad today. I've lost a hero a mentor the only person 
I ever sent fanmail. He loved the earth trees every
thing that grew and children, he spoke with their 
innocence in his delight of nature, climbing moun
tains or seeing the setting sun through a jello jar. 
Whole wonderful pages of his love of the earth and 
nature and natural people, and so people copied him, 
making a mistake he hated, that they became them
selves no more. The irony of it all—a man loved for 
his writing by millions isolated by a public mis
construing, lead on by a press hungering for heroes, 
ever after sensationalism, saying Kerouac is a Wild 
Guy Big Junky Goofball Fool— 

"Am actually not 'beat' hut strange .solitary crazy Catholic mystic . . ." 

—so much so that teenage pseudo-beats used to go 
out to Long Island and pelt stones on his mother's 
roof, shouting "Come on out Jack and drink Tokay 
—come on Jack come and get drunk with us". All 
night it would keep up until the morning would see 
Jack and his mother bleary red-eyed and persecuted, 
eating thick toast (home-made bread from his 
French-Canadian mum) spread with his favourite 
jam, maybe jello, he mentioned it often enough. 

"Mother still living, I live with her a kind of monastic life that has enabled me 
to write as much as I did." 

Kerouac was a man who loved nature, a pantheist, 
I can see him walking in the earliest part of the 
morning when the dew was thickest and wet and 
makes your feet know they're bare—he would love 
the sun and the rain with the same passion, except 
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maybe when the rain soaked him the first time he 
went out hitchhiking, jumping trains "madman bum 
and angel", delighting in both a pair of new boots 
and freedom. 

"Had good early education from Jesuit brothers at St Joseph's Parochial School 
in Lowell making me jump sixth grade later on in public school." 

I was at school a good little Jesuit student, sneak
ing a cigarette in the dyke, reading all the time and 
with my eyes wide open, and read a book called 
"Maggie Cassidy" and delighted in it immediately, 
read it in one sitting so excited by the writing, what 
it said—how applicable it was to me with my young 
girl all innocent breasts and hand-fumblings and sus
pender belts. All my enormous catholic guilt—and 
her's too—the same hang-up Kerouac described. 

I hadn't heard of Kerouac or beats or anything to 
do with the whole (sadnow) scene). Later, when I 
got to love his writing, I read a list of 'other works 
by the same author' and there was "Maggie", so it 
proves I liked him instinctively not because of any 
great Advertising McLuhanesque Subconscious-Asso
ciation. 

(That girl's name, a very unusual name, was the 
same as Jack's wife was called later—amazing co
incidence, no doubt means more to me than anybody 
else.) 

"Then discovered 'spontaneous' prose . . ." 

Even when I've been at my brokest, if I saw (and 
still do) a Kerouac book I'd buy it immediately with 
a joy in my heart that is impossible to describe. 

Once, when I was at Leederville Tech, my friend 
and poet Viv Kitson sold his surfboard to get enough 
money for us to go boozing again—a daily routine: 
skip school, jump in my Morris Ten (Mehitabel) and 
pissoff to the nearest bar, Scarborough, Leederville, 
O.B.H., somewhere with a good level Skit-la table. 
This day we stopped for a look in the newsagency 
near Scarborough, and Wow! right in front of the 
paperback rack—"Tristessa" by Kerouac! One we'd 
never even heard of! I bought it and we both started 
reading it on the beach, what a knockout book! And 
to find it amongst the crappy bestsellers in a shop 
where the guy behind the counter, when I asked if 
he had anymore Kerouac books, said 'Who?', then 
said "They just send me how many of the latest 
paperbacks I order". 

". . . and wrote, .say, 'The Subterraneans' in 3 nights . . ." 

One Saturday, hungover from the night before, 
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I was looking through a second-hand store, went to 
the books all battered and sixpence—the Lovely 
Lewd Larry Kent Ladies and Zane Grey Cowboys— 
and the green torn and much-used cover of "The 
Subterraneans", Kerouac's great free and complete 
love story—for sixpence! How could anyone sell it! I 
asked the old lady who took my money "How 
could anyone sell Kerouac to you!?! He's too much!" 

She just smiled and said "O, we get all sorts in 
here, love". 

". . . —wrote 'On the Road' in 3 weeks— . . ." 

I was listening to the radio, modern jazz, about 
4 in the morning, Jimmy Giuffre was everything the 
hippest could want—I listened to his lyrical clarinet 
while I read "On the Road" by the light of my bed-
lamp. Then got up and walked a mile or so to the 
railway in my shaggy-jeans solitude—kick the coke 
with my bare foot, let my feet drip with the dew, I 
loved all the green things growing on the railway's 
banks, the world was delightful, individual tree was 
individual and no longer a-tree-so-what. Kerouac 
through his wordswordswords had made me differ
ent, in love with the earth—I went from one thing 
to the other, hating to leave a tree but wanting to go 
to the other patch or rise of weeds-to-you. So happy, 
I was mother nature's son. 

"Its scope and purpose is simply poetry, or, natural description. 

ENVOI:: 
Kerouac is dead he died yesterday 
I am too sad today "but the bushes 

and rocks werent real 
and the beauty of things must be 

that they 
End". 
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Ronald M. Berndt 

ABORIGINAL SITES: 
An Australian Heritage and an Australian Responsibility^ 

The Danger 
The issue of preserving a particular sacred site relevant to living Australian 

Aborigines has recently been aired in the public Press. It engendered considerable 
feeling, and much criticism of a Government that has been notoriously negligent 
in such matters where Aboriginal interests are concerned in contrast to the State's 
economic development. The 'Weebo Affair', as it has come to be known, revealed 
quite plainly that much more attention must be paid, not only to the feelings of 
people of Aboriginal descent themselves, but to our national heritage as Austra
lians. That the Government will not act without pressure is also obvious (and, of 
course, it is by no means unique on that score). 

Although a relatively firm stand was taken by certain persons and groups 
interested in this problem, not as much has been achieved as one would have 
liked. But such endeavours have not been restricted to Western Australia—^Weebo, 
however special in some respects, is only one example among many. A more com-
pUcated case, and one of much longer standing, is focused on the Gove Peninsula 
of north-eastern Arnhem Land. Despite the Northern Territory Administration's 
expressed desire to preserve sacred sites in that region, the bauxite mining company 
of Nabalco has not been so sympathetic—not at the practical level of actual 
events. To date, at least one major site has been destroyed and others are in 
danger. The whole situation has been exacerbated by Aboriginal claims to the 
land they and this company occupy. These claims are subject to legal proceedings 
which have not yet run their course: but whether the Aborigines of that area win 
or lose this case, it has wider implications for other parts of Australia. 

In the past, throughout this continent, many sites have been destroyed, damaged 
or desecrated. Most such instances were not brought to the notice of the general 
public. Some occurred in areas where there were no living Aborigines, others 
where people of Aboriginal descent wree politically inarticulate and not in a posi
tion to protest without bringing penalties on themselves. In a very few cases, 
through the intervention of interested persons, and where preservation does not 
conflict with commercial interests, protection has been possible, and the debt we 
all owe to these persons is immeasurable. Additionally, over the last few years it 
has been possible to declare a wide range of Aboriginal sites protected reserves—a 
course that, of necessity, involves official action. Nevertheless, particular instances 
continue to be highlighted and several are, in a manner of speaking, pending. The 
fact of the matter is that, today, no site is safe whether it is of archaeological 
interest or whether it is of living significance to Aborigines. Some are certainly 
more vulnerable than others. Everywhere throughout this State, on what a number 
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of us had hoped could be regarded as inviolable Aboriginal reserves as well as 
elsewhere, mining and mineral plus oil exploration has been going on, and this 
is no respecter of the historically unique or the aesthetically important Aboriginal 
site. Although measures have been or are being taken to combat these inroads, 
they are not nearly far-reaching enough and, in general, quite inadequate. In this 
brief comment, I note only a few facets of what is actually an increasingly 
complex problem. 

Complexity of the Problem 

The word 'conservation' has a fairly wide connotation. As used in connection 
with Australian Aborigines, it could refer to an attempt to stem the processes of 
change and preserve some semblance of traditional socio-cultural life as a living 
reality. In the immediate past, the opposite view was usually taken: the entire 
emphasis was on Aboriginal adjustment to our own. Western European, way of 
life, with eventual assimilation held up as the reward for discarding all aspects of 
their tradition. In fact, that is still generally assumed to be the price they must 
pay for the benefits that we offer them or they themselves actively seek. But 
recent policy has provided a loophole allowing, nominally at least, opportunities 
for choice. In certain circumstances this could lead to the preservation of a back
ground uniquely Aboriginal, though not exactly traditional in form. Such flexib
ility has come rather too late—not many people of Aboriginal descent today are 
in a position to take advantage of it. Ironically enough, however, while in the 
immediate past and even today a truly formidable effort on the part of a great 
many people has been aimed, directly and otherwise, at destroying what remains 
of Aboriginal socio-cultural life among living Aborigines, there has been a simul
taneous concern with conserving their relics. To put this a little differently: on 
one hand, there is an attempt to revivify the dead, the material remains that are 
no longer a living reality; on the other hand, where those 'relics' are not regarded 
as relics by the Aborigines themselves but as a vital part of their lives, the matter 
is usually regarded as less urgent. In fact, outside anthropological interest, there 
is a tendency to see Aboriginal concern with these-things-that-we-want-to-preserve 
as hampering programmes of welfare and socio-economic adjustment and so 
forth. In marked contrast to this view has been the attitude taken in the Gove 
area of Arnhem Land^ and in the recent 'Weebo Affair'^, where both issues have 
been seen as being intrinsicly linked with social welfare. These examples, in spite 
of their outcome, presage a new era in this respect. Both cases involve living 
Aborigines who have a stake in their traditional background'*. 

In Aboriginal Australia and specifically in Western Australia, many Aborigines 
are still traditionally-oriented and still claim to have a meaningful relationship 
with the so-called 'relics' or sites within their areas of social influence. Apart 
from these, however, scattered throughout the country, and at least as numerous, 
are sites that no longer have any real significance to living Aborigines. They are 
like islands left high and dry after the ebb of the tide, divested of their mytho-
ritual significance, their custodians having been forced to leave them, or having 
left them voluntarily to seek pastures new. From one point of view they are now 
simply cultural debris. 

In another and wider context, however, much of this 'debris' has taken on a 
new meaning. In a sense, these are still Aboriginal 'relics'—sacred (or once-
sacred) sites, cave paintings, rock incisings, stone arrangements and so on. Some 
of their significance may still survive in the shape of local folklore or through 
items of information obtained from older men—as 'memory culture', remin
iscences that look back to a vanished past. But where they are no longer incor
porated in a living culture they are no longer truly Aboriginal. In the process of 
passing from one culture into another, they have come to assume a different 
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character—they have become our own historical n;onuments, part of our own 
heritage-by-adoption, as Australians, just as we have adopted and adapted the 
natural environment around us. 

This has some interesting implications, which I shall not go into here; but it 
should be remembered that such 'relics' serve a social purpose for us, in terms of 
self-identification and in terms of providing cultural roots, adding to the great 
Australian myth. This is understandable, in a relatively new nation striving to 
assert itself and establish its own separate identity: and it is useful to have such 
cultural symbols—even if they are not precisely our own by right of birth and 
long-standing tradition. At least for some members of our society, those of 
Aboriginal descent, they are directly, or partly, their own in that sense. 

All over the Australian countryside, the Aborigines have left evidence of their 
occupation in thousands of sites, many of them priceless memorials of the Aborig
ines' creative art; and these give the Australian environment a unique quality 
which has been too little appreciated. This Aboriginal gift, or contribution, to our 
Australian heritage, if it can be put that way, is one the worth or tangible value 
of which has never been assessed. 

Living Significance 

Since, in some areas of Australia, the so-called 'relics' or sites are a living part 
of Aboriginal culture, it may be useful at this point to consider, very briefly, some 
facets of Aboriginal relations to the land. 

Their attachment to the land—to particular land, relevant in personal-social 
terms—is more than mere sentiment. The bonds are personified in the shape-
changing mythical beings, who were creators, not of the primordial land itself, 
which was given, but of much that came to be in that land: the natural species, 
including man, as well as physiographic features. These beings were responsible 
for the origin of custom and social institutions. They moved across the land in the 
creative period, leaving behind them part of their own sacred essence, which is 
still present at certain sites. Some were metamorphosed, remaining spiritually in-
desti-uctihle. Some disappeared into the territory of another 'tribe' or into the 
ground,4he sky, or the sea: but in doing so, they remained spiritually attached to 
the land across which they had travelled and the sites they had made or been 
associated with in some other way. Man, derived from this source of life, was 
believed to be irrevocably linked with these beings, either directly, or indirectly 
through intermediaries. 

The point that concerns us here is the association of these spiritual beings with 
the land and the sites they left. In almost every part of Aboriginal Australia, 
'tribal' territory is or was criss-crossed with a network of mythical tracks or 
'pathways' along which such beings are believed to have travelled. We may call 
them 'lines of communication'. They were, in fact, well-beaten pads, like road
ways in the complex patterning of an urban setting, along which people travelled 
like the mythical beings before them: tracks which did not necessarily end at the 
perimeters of the 'tribal' area, but also pointed toward likely channels of diffusion. 
Examples of this perspective are abundant, mythical and otherwise. 

The tracks themselves offer more than simply a traveller's guide to the local 
countryside. Incorporated as they are in the relevant mythology, they constitute a 
statement of resources, since the mythical beings are credited with having roughly 
the same approach to the natural environment as contemporary Aboriginal man 
has, even though they diverged to some extent. The tracks link various sites; and 
It is usually these sites that are significant rather than the tracks as such, although 
in some cases relics of a mythical being are distributed in country lying between 
two or more important sites. 
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The actual sites themselves differ considerably. The commonest are watering 
places, or oddly shaped rocks and other striking features, or caves and shelters, 
hills and gorges, and so on. Some show signs of human artifice—for instance, rock 
and stone arrangements, painting or incising; but many have no such marks to 
distinguish them from what can be regarded as ordinary non-mythical areas. It is 
not a matter of all, or any, such feature being regarded as living evidence of a 
spiritual and contemporarily significant power solely because of its unique shape. 
Some kind of selection has always been involved, although the basis for choosing 
one geographical possibility rather than another is not immediately clear. 

All sites that are in some way mythically substantiated or validated (or impreg
nated) are sacred—that is, anything directly related to the concept of the Creative 
Era (what is called the Dreaming) or owing its origin or inspiration to the mythical 
beings. Nonetheless, sites do vary a great deal in their social and personal import
ance. Some may be visited only by the fully initiated: they may be consecrated to 
a particular mythical being, or contain secret paintings or ritual emblems, or be a 
burial repository, or be associated with a particular ritual. Within this category are 
sites or circumscribed areas regarded as dangerous—not normally visited by 
human beings because they are said to contain monstrous Rainbow Snakes or 
malignant spirits or other potentially harmful qualities or features. Other sites can 
be freely visited, even though they may contain paintings, or may have mythical 
associations or be relevant to a metamorphosed mythical being. 

One could, of course, speak at great length on the traditional significance of 
Aboriginal sites of one kind or another. But lack of space prevents that here. 

Evaluation 
In the first part of this article I suggested what such sites mean to us in general 

terms, and I went on to outline what they mean to traditionally-oriented Aborig
ines. These two perspectives are in sharp contrast. It is not my intention here to 
make an impassioned appeal for the preservation of such sites, or for perpetuation 
of the socio-psychic aura that pervades them in the still-Uving Aboriginal cultures. 
These points are well taken and widely recognized, at least by some sections of 
our comunity if not by others. Current policy trends will probably determine the 
first; and there seems little likelihood of preserving the second, in the face of 
pressures to fit people of Aboriginal descent socio-economically and psycho-
culturally into our wider Australian system. 

Be this as it may, as a social anthropologist 1 find socially-empty shelters of 
cave-paintings or socially-barren miles of rock-carvings depressing. They may be 
aesthetically pleasing or ethnologically important, but to me they are no longer 
Aboriginal except in name. Certainly, they are Aboriginal relics, but relics never
theless, like skeletal remains—bereft of life and vitality, and consequently, and im
portantly, bereft of vital significance and socio-cultural meaning. 

But, over and above such considerations, the issue before us is the preservation 
of those sites for posterity, as unique memorials of historical and/or anthropo
logical interest, with or without the socio-cultural component. It should be remem
bered that where such memorials have become Australian relics of Aboriginal 
origin, of litde significance for living Aborigines, our own knowledge of them 
must rest on inadequately recorded data collected by untrained observers. In this 
case, their significance lies, as I have said, in the direction of their importance to 
us—in bolstring our own cultural image or in their tourist potential, or both. Or, 
at a pinch, they could be significant to the people of Aboriginal descent who 
remain, as symbols through which their Aboriginal identification may be expressed 
and strengthened. And to some extent this is already taking place. 

One point which should not be ignored is their aesthetic value as, in many (not 
all) cases, works of art. In my view, their importance lies in this direction rather 

WESTERLY, No. 3, OCTOBER, 1969 39 



than in others. Many of the outstandmg galleries of rock paintings and incisings 
are truly store-houses of art, of inestimable value.^ Their value, in this repect, lies 
in their contribution to the history of art at the international level. Additionally, 
these works of art—real Australian art—can serve as an abiding interest to Aus
tralian artists. To some extent, too, in spite of what I have already said, much of 
it is anthropologically significant—but I shall not dwell on this point. 

A Western Australian Reaction 

Whatever value such sites may have anthropologically and aesthetically, where 
they are still part of a living tradition, or are thought to be so, other factors are 
involved and indeed become paramount. This was demonstrated clearly in the 
'Weebo Affair'. It is relevant here to summarize the course of events and note 
some of the implications.® 

The background of the dispute was as follows. An unportant sacred area 
known as Weebo, northwest of Leonora, was the subject of an application for 
mining rights in March, 1969. This was opposed by the Department of Native 
Welfare on the basis of a report prepared at its request by a postgraduate research 
worker (Mr G. Barden) of the Department of Anthropology, University of W.A. 
But it was overridden in the Warden's Court. Reaction from the public was swift, 
although initially the Ministers of Mines and Native Welfare respectively were 
reported to be unable to vary the warden's decision and were loath to act. Con
tinued comment through the local Press expressed concern that the wishes of local 
Aborigines could be so evaded, and that an aspect of our heritage could be dissip
ated so easily on the demand of one person. Its commercial value was negUgible, 
and its primary importance rested on its significance to living people of Aboriginal 
descent as a sacred site. There were no paintings or incised engravings. The rocks 
and stones, the physiographic features, represented living evidence of spirit beings, 
substantiated by mythology and expressed through ritual. Even though the area 
is not visited as frequently now as in the immediate past, this did not detract from 
its significance: it remained, as it remains today, a symbolic embodiment of basic 
religious values of these Aboriginal people.'' An Editorial in the West Australian 
(March 24th, 1969) underhned the unsatisfactory nature of the general conserva
tion problem "which springs from the State's development". It pressed for legis
lative protection and urged governmental intervention. Similar pleas were made 
in the Legislative Assembly (March 27th, 1969). University student protests were 
held (March 31st, 1969), and the Weebo sacred stones controversy was the theme 
of a University Prosh float on April 3rd, 1969. A further West Australian Edi
torial (April 4th, 1969) drew attention to growing bitterness and challenged the 
State government to act promptly, pointing out that this bore directly on Abo
riginal beliefs and traditions—it was a question of Aboriginal rights. Leonora 
Aborigines accused the government of betraying them, and feelings were running 
fairly high. On April 8th, 1969, in the West Australian, I stresed the need for 
immediate action, suggesting that it would be 'eminently more satisfactory to 
settle this ourselves than to petition the Commonwealth to exert the authority 
which we granted it in the 1967 Referendum—namely that, if it considers it 
necessary, it can legislate on matters affecting Aborigines'. Among other things, a 
further protest was held by University students on April 15th, 1969. On April 
19th, 1969, a Ministerial Reserve of 25 square miles was declared around Weebo; 
and on April 24th a committee, headed by Dr W. D. L. Ride, was appointed to 
"investigate the Weebo stones area and report on whether it is sacred". The 
committee's report was in the hands of Cabinet by May 7th 1969. It was not 
until September 24th, 1969, that the State Government proclaimed a two-square 
mile Ministerial Reserve at Weebo. An Editorial in the West Australian (Sept. 
25th 1969) censured the government for its delay and the way in which it had 
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approached this matter. The report of the Committee of Investigation was re
leased to the Press on October 1st 1969: it had recommended quite categorically 
about 6 square miles. However, the Premier saw fit to consider the smaller area 
against the advice of his own Committee's recommendations, on the grounds that 
this 'would be enough to protect the area': Dr Ride concurred (October 3rd 
1969). 

The matter is now closed. But the lesson it provides is an especially salutory 
one. It demonstrated, on one hand, the power of protest and public intervention, 
without which little or nothing would have been achieved. It also raised a large 
number of issues not necessarily related to the Weebo area itself—questions of 
general conservation, the extent to which we can permit commercial exploitation 
without considering its implications vis-d-vis our natural resources and our man-
made 'relics' of Aboriginal derivation, and, not least, human rights and respon
sibilities toward a seemingly powerless minority and its social welfare. This was 
a rich social anthropological harvest, which brought out in sharp relief common 
public interest and integration in a period of what was in fact envisaged as a 
crisis: not just a bureaucratic attack on an insignificant Aboriginal group and on 
the remaining vestiges of a non-Western culture, but something far more crucial. 
It was an identification of Aboriginal interests with those of the wider society. 

On the other hand, it showed that the government was careless of its public 
image, neglectful of its duties to its own citizens. Its repeated delays demonstrated 
this only too clearly; and its final proclamation, against the advice of its own 
Committee, underlines this point. One battle has been fought and partially won. 
But there are many Weebos throughout this State. Only one solution is available 
to protect all significant sites of this nature, and that is adequate legislation. 

A Government Responsibility 
The unhappy truth is that many of these Aboriginal sites and galleries are not 

adequately recorded or protected from vandals and from deterioration through 
exposure to the weather and so on. A beginning was made in 1959 by the 
Anthropological Society of Western Australia, as far as this State is concerned:* 
a large number of sites was recorded. In the meantime, the Northern Territory 
Administration has passed legislation to protect such sites and is now busily 
engaged in recording them. The Anthropological Society of W.A. Survey became 
such a large undertaking that it was handed over to the Western Australian 
Museum—and staff of the Anthropology Section there have been actively en
gaged in compiling lists of Western Australian sites and, where possible, inspecting 
those in immediate danger of destruction. As a result, a number of such places 
have been protected, placed under Reserve conditions and so forth. And this is a 
continuing commitment. 

Arising from this interest has been the establishment in 1962 of the Minister of 
Native Welfare's Advisory Panel on Aboriginal Art and Artefacts, its members 
representing the Museum, the Departments of Native Welfare, Lands and Survey, 
and the Department of Anthropology in this University. Various matters relating 
to the preservation of such sites come before this Panel, and it has acted accord
ingly. It has also had the task of drafting legislation for the preservation and 
protection of Aboriginal relics and sites in this State. This has been in the hands 
of the Minister for Native Welfare for some considerable time now, and despite 
difficulties, it is confidently expected that the Bill will come before State Parlia
ment at an early date. This is an essential measure, since at present in this State 
we have no adequate legislation to deal with preservation matters of this kind. 
Additionally, in order to activate this as a functional Board, we will need paid 
and trained personnel. 

Over and above our positive activities in this State, there is still a lot to do. 
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The legislation to protect sites etc. has not yet gone through the State parUament. 
Adequate funds are not yet available. And in the meantime there is, so I under
stand, spasmodic vandalism and destruction of sites, especially in north-west 
mining areas and on some pastoral stations. 

Recognising the urgency of this, the Australian Institute of Aboriginal Studies 
held a week's conference in Canberra (in May 1968) on Conservation—reviewing 
all aspects of the situation on a Commonwealth-wide basis, and making a number 
of recommendations to its Council. These recommendations went to the States, 
and it is hoped also that Federal Government aid can be enlisted. 

A number of obvious things need to be done quite soon. One that has priority 
is the exhaustive recording of all important sites, because, among the many 
hundreds that are available, selection must take place; and we need to be sure 
of the basis of our selection. And in this context, wherever possible, details of 
their socio-cuhural importance in Aboriginal terms must be obtained from Uving 
Aborigines. Where it is not possible to obtain such information, a systematic 
archaeological exploration must be mounted. Protective measures must be 
adopted. Just how these will be put into action is not clear at the moment: there 
are many alternatives—notices, fencing-in, regular inspection or 'policing', and 
so forth. 

We must protect these sites, then, not only from vandals, but from deteriora
tion through weathering: and both can be a very difficult business, especially 
where Aboriginal paintings are concerned. Vandals are, of course, of many kinds. 
Disturbingly, the evidence available suggests that tourists may be placed very 
high indeed on the Ust, even when accompanied by experienced guides. Tourist 
authorities are anxious to cooperate in this matter; and a recent suggestion is 
that, in every main region, we should have a secondary site open to tourists— 

1 One section of this contribution (namely, 'Living Significance') has been considered in more 
detail in a monograph issued by the Australian Institute of Aboriginal Studies [The Sacred 
Site: The Western Arnhem Land Example, by R. M. Berndt, A.I.A.S., Australian Aboriginal 
Studies, No. 29, Social Anthropology Series 4. Canberra, 1969]. 

2 See R. Berndt, The Gove Dispute: the question of Australian Aboriginal Land and the Pre
servation of Sacred Sites, Anthropological Forum, 1964, Vol. I, No. 2: 258-95. 

3 See R. Berndt, Letters to the West Australian, March 20th, 1969, and April 11th, 1969. Also, 
'Weebo Stone': Preliminary report of the Committee appointed to proceed to the Weebo 
area to investigate whether a native sacred ground exists and where (under the chairmanship 
of Dr W. D. L. Ride), May 5th, 1969. 

4 This situation has been looked at from a different perspective in an unpublished paper en
titled 'The Concept of Protest within an Australian Aboriginal Context', by R. M. Berndt, 
in a symposium on 'Current Problems Among Aborigines', Adelaide meeting of the 
A.N.Z.A.A.S. Congress, August, 1969. For a summary of that paper, see Ilchinlcinja, 1969, 
Vol. 3. 

5 See, for example, the following works: R. Berndt. editor, Australian Aboriginal Art, Ure 
Smith, Sydney 1964 (reprinted 1968); Depuch Island, the Western Australian Museum 
Special Publication, No. 2. 1964; B. J. Wright. Rock Art of the Pilbara Region, North-West 
Australia, Australian Institute of Aboriginal Studies, Canberra, 1968; I. M. Crawford, The 
Art of the Wandjina, Aboriginal Cave Paintings in Kimberley, Western Australia, Oxford 
University Press, Melbourne, 1968. 

6 A detailed study of this case will be prepared at a later date. 
7 A brief and general account of the meaning of this area is contained in a newspaper 

article entitled 'Where Possum Men Feasted', by T. Barker [West Australian, October 8th, 
1969: this extract was taken from the report of the Committee appointed to look at this 
matter: prepared May 5th, 1969]. Relatively full details are contained in an unpublished 
report prepared by G. Barden, February 11th, 1969, for the hearing of the mining appli
cation. 

8 A Preliminary Report of a Survey being carried out by the Anthropological Society of 
Western Australia relevant to the preservation of Australian Aboriginal sites in this State. 
December 1960. Prepared by R. M. Berndt, N. V. Serventy, G. F. Andersen and J. Kenney. 
In this, a specially proclaimed Government Ordinance was recommended. 

42 WESTERLY, No. 3, OCTOBER, 1969 



something that is duplicated elsewhere: that in this case, it would not matter 
vitally whether the paintings were damaged, and in any case an Aboriginal artist 
could be employed to touch them up regularly. It is intriguing to think that in 
this way perhaps a new cult might develop, among the Aboriginal artists so 
employed or even among the tourists. Of course this is not really likely. But, 
after all, that possibility is latent in the conservation or preservation of any aspect 
of culture; and keeping such symbols embalmed for posterity in a sort of living 
death leaves the way open for them to be used for quite a wide variety of 
purposes which may have no direct connection at all, either with their traditional 
Aboriginal meanings, or with the way in which we regard them today. 
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REVIEWS 

Muirden, Bruce The Puzzled Patriots: The 
Story of the Australia First Movement, Mel
bourne University Press, 1968. pp. XV, 200. 
$6.75. 

When things are going badly in war, and when 
national security is threatened, the rights of 
the individual count for little. As Professor H. 
J. Laski predicted in 1937—"in wartime any 
plea for reasonableness is at a discount". Bruce 
Muirden's account of treatment of the mem
bers of The Australia First Movement in 1942 
is a skilful portrayal of the actions of Aus
tralia's military security, and its politicians, 
under war-time stress. It is a study of civil 
rights in times of national insecurity. 

The Australia First Movement was a collec
tion of about twenty Australians—mostly from 
Sydney—who in the traumatic days of 1942— 
within a few months of the Japanese attack on 
Pearl Harbour, the sinking of the Repulse and 
the Prince of Wales, the fall of Singapore 
and at the time of the Japanese bombing 
of the Australian mainland—found themselves 
rounded-up in press gang style and held in 
custody in internment camps in Australia with
out charges being levied or reasons given. 
Although it is not "weighted down with foot
notes". The Puzzled Patriots is an important 
historical document. It demonstrates the dan
gers of vesting plenary powers in the hands 
of the police and the military; and when read 
in the context of contemporary international 
politics, it demonstrates the value of "the rule 
of law", habeas-corpus, and the political and 
judicial institutions we so often denegrate. 

The Australia First Movement (referred to 
here as the A.F.M.) had two precursors. One 
was the "Yabber Club" a small discussion 
circle—never more than seventeen strong—^"as 
harmless as a curate's tea party and as loyal 
as the Primrose League" which held up to 200 
periodic meetings in tea shops in Sydney. The 
second was the journal The Publicist, first es
tablished in 1936, and subsequently to express 
the views of the A.F.M., which today would 
be labelled right-wing, nationalistic, and anti-
semitic, anti-British, and an advocate of 
friendly relations between Australia and 
Japan. 

Both organs helped the birth of the A.F.M. 
in the midst of AustraUan political turmoil in 
late 1941, when Fadden followed Menzies as 
Prime Minister and then Curtin followed 
Fadden all in the space of six weeks. Amongst 
other things, the new A.F.M. stood for 
national non-party government, active defence, 
and courageous and positive war-leadership. 
Naturally it quickly found enemies and its 
meeting in Sydney on 19th February 1942 pro
voked "one of the worst brawls ever to occur 
in a Sydney public hall". Paradoxically, that 
meeting might have been the end of A.F.M., 
but for events in far away Perth. 

When news of the A.F.M. covered the 2,000 
odd miles to Perth the interest of two or three 
recipients of the Publicist was aroused. Two 
people, Mr L. F. Bullock (a British Gallipoli 
veteran from Bunbury) and Mrs M. L. E. 
O'Loughlin of Nedlands, thought of forming 
a similar organisation to propagate its ideas. 
The Puzzled Patriots now reveals that how
ever embryonic their moves were they were 
under the surveillance of Detective Sergeant 
G. R. Richards of the Special (Political) 
Bureau of the Perth C.I.B. Richards had re
cruited Mr F. J. Thomas at £5 per week (a 
man with convictions for train jumping) for 
snooping duties. He told Thomas to masquer
ade as a German with the alias Frederick Carl 
Hardt, and to attempt to win Bullock's con
fidence. But in spite of Bullock's confession 
that he was "an out and out National Social
ist", and in spite of the interception and read
ing of Bullock's mail, Hardt could not discover 
a conspiracy. Notwithstanding, as Bullock's de
fence counsel claimed at a subsequent trial, 
Hardt "created one". His report to Richards 
was enough to reinforce suspicions, to secure 
the arrest of Bullock and three associates in 
Western Australia, and to provoke a ciphered 
telegram from Army Intelligence in Western 
Command to other Commands in Australia. 
The telegram warned that the intention of 
those arrested in Western Australia was "to 
make contact with the Japanese army at the 
moment of invasion", to sabotage "vulnerable 
points", and "to plan for the death [of the] 
head of army, police, democratic politicians" 
etc. The cable concluded "suggest urgent ac
tion", and this was soon to follow. The next 
day (10th March 1942) skteen members of 
the A.F.M. were "rounded-up" in New South 
Wales and interned. (It is significant that at 
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the time there was a widespread atmosphere 
of "rounding-up"—no fewer than 7,500 
people, mostly enemy aliens, were detained in 
Australia in 1942 on the advice of Military 
Intelligence.) 

Although the arrests took place on 10th 
March it was not until 25th March that Par
liament, and through it the public, had any 
inkling of the arrests; and even then only on 
the initiative of an independent M.P.— 
Maurice Blackburn. On the day following a 
question from Blackburn in the House of Rep
resentatives, the Minister for the Army (Hon. 
F. M. Forde) announced that "19 men and 
one woman who were believed to be associ
ated with the Australia First Movement have 
been arrested and interned. Documents and 
papers which have been seized . . . . indicate a 
fifth column activity of the worst kind by a 
very small band of people . . . . We stand 
no Quislings, whether they come from the 
highest or the lowest". 

Although the Minister knew the alleged 
offences the individuals were not charged. 
They had access to military tribunals only. 
For most of them the internment proved to 
be long and tedious—several were released 
after 5i months, others were held for two 
years and one, P. R. Stephenson (Editor of 
The Publicist and former Rhodes Scholar), 
was held for more than three years. 

As time wore on the internees were slowly 
released by the military authorities. Those 
granted an early release strived for some 
redress of their grievance, and for the early 
release of those still detained. In this process 
snippets of official information gradually con
firmed that the authorities had made serious 
errors in the internments; and, that there was 
no connection between those who supported 
the A.F.M. in Sydney and those who were 
interned in Perth. 

However, it was not until May 1944 (with 
Stephenson still detained) that the Attorney-
General (Rt. Hon. H. V. Evatt), whose repu
tation emerges from Muirden's account con
siderably tarnished, appointed an official en
quiry into the case of the A.F.M., making 
Bankruptcy Judge, T. C. Clyne, the Royal 
Commissioner. But in setting-up the enquiry 
Evatt demonstrated the extent of his own pre
conceptions about the truth. He announced to 
the House of Representatives— 

"Mr Justice Clyne will, I hope, carefully 
distinguish in his report as to all the in
dividuals concerned directly or indirectly in 
the leadership of what was undoubtedly a 
quisling, a subversive, an anti-Australian 
and anti-British group." 

The Royal Commissioner's findings sup
ported the action of the Minister for the 
Army in authorising the internments, based, 
as they were, on the Army's recommendations; 
but he asserted that the Army "had not been 
justified" in recommending the detention of 
eight of the twenty internees. The Commis
sioner then closed the door. He reported "no 
further action should be taken", except that 
those wrongly detained "were entitled to a 
public declaration that they had been wrongly 
detained and were not disloyal". The report 
was presented to Parliament in September 
1945; it was debated in March 1946. 

Most who read Muirden's account of the 
A.F.M. will get a sense of insecurity from the 
realisation that the process of justice in Aus
tralia may be debased so easily. Muirden's 
account is a salutary reminder of what may 
happen when those who hold the power of 
government are vested with unchallengeable 
authority, albeit in emergency (National Se
curity) regulations. All credit must go to the 
author for his exhaustive research and the 
style and verve of his presentation. 

But, strangely, except for giving emphasis 
to the problems of a nationalist movement in 
a political context which was still heavily 
colonial, Muirden does not attempt to ex
amine what lessons might be drawn from the 
experience. He leaves his reader to make his 
own interpretations. His story would have 
been more provocative had he given us his 
views too. He might have shown the dangers 
of vesting power in the hands of the police 
and the military with ministerial approval as 
the only restraint (the Minister in this comes 
through as a mere cipher). 

Muirden could well have emphasised several 
features of Australian politics in 1942—the 
dangers of preserving empty symbols in gov
ernment, such as British power in S.E. Asia, 
or the dangerous political insecurity which re
sults when such symbols crumble; how people 
in authority search for scapegoats in moments 
of political embarrassment; how important it 
is to preserve the strength of political institu-
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tions, even in times of national insecurity; and 
the extreme dangers to people's liberty that 
come from having political police. But not
withstanding these omissions, Bruce Muirden's 
The Puzzled Patriots is admirable testimony 
to the fact that Australia, even Western Aus
tralia, has already experienced a "police 
State". 

G. S. Reid 

Wilkes, G. A. Australian Literature: A Con
spectus, Angus and Robertson, 1969. 143 p. 
$2.50. 

The recent publication of Professor G. A. 
Wilkes' brief though comprehensive review of 
Australian writing raises a series of intriguing 
questions about the role of the critic of Aus
tralian literature. Broadly stated, the problem 
appears to be one of responsibilities and loyal
ties: Is the literary critic responsible primarily 
to the writer whose work he considers; to the 
reading public; to himself; or to all or none 
of these people, but perhaps to some notion 
he holds about the evolving future of signifi
cant writing in a growing nation? In practice, 
the problem is often expressed in the form: 
How far should I criticise this writer's work 
while encouraging him to continue writing? 
In turn, certain standards are presupposed— 
developed most often from a background of 
reading, thinking about and discussing litera
ture—which will condition the critic's response 
and of which he should be aware. It is a fact 
that this background for most Australian liter
ary critics is English, and sometimes European 
literature. The degree of awareness of this 
background and the priority given to various 
contending responsibilities and loyalties in any 
given critic are therefore of the first import
ance. 

The advantages of a comprehensive back
ground in English and European literature for 
the critic of Australian literature are manifest 
in Professor Wilkes' study. He divides the 
history of Australian writing into three over
lapping periods: 

(1) The Colonial Period (to 1880) 
(2) The Nationalist Period (1880 to 1920) 
(3) The Modern Period (from 1920) 

The thesis developed within this framework is 
that Australian literature may be seen as a 

product of both the extension of European 
civilisation and the growth of an indigenous 
culture. 

In all three periods the co-existence of both 
forces is apparent: e.g., the nationalistic fer
vour associated with The Bulletin, Lawson and 
the 1890s was counteracted by the (admittedly 
less popular) writings of members of the 
Dawn and Dusk Club, Victor Daley, Roderic 
Quinn and others; and in the post-second war 
period a novelist like Patrick White writes 
from a consciousness of the whole European 
cultural tradition but chooses Australian sub
jects. 

It is one of the achievements of this 140-
page booklet that it shows the inadequacy of 
its historical schema, showing the complexities 
inherent in each stage of the imposed pattern. 
The ability to maintain a dual perspective is 
clearly a result of wide and deep reading of 
Enghsh and European literature, together with 
an openness to what is new in the indigenous 
culture and its literature. These factors enable 
the author to select, compress or omit with 
sure judgment and help him to avoid the pit
falls of previous literary historians who have 
tended to boost the claims of either the 'Euro
pean Australian' writers or the 'Australian 
Australians'. The approach in this booklet 
points hopefully towards a scholarly reason
ableness in the criticism of Australian writing. 

Far from being a polemical document, the 
booklet nevertheless provides a potent argu
ment for the serious study of Australian liter
ature. While its main purpose is elucidation, 
evaluation of major writers and their works 
is also provided. Of Patrick White, for instance 
(to whom ten pages are devoted) Wilkes con
cludes: 

"White is unquestionably the major novelist 
writing in Australia at present, his books 
drawing their extraordinary power from 
his exploration of territories uncharted be
fore, and from his insight into minds that 
remain closed to nine novelists out of ten. 
His achievement in fiction and drama 
prompts the same reply to 'malignant criti
cism' as Dr Johnson made in his preface 
to his Dictionary: that if flaws may be 
found in his work, 'let it not be forgotten 
that much is likewise performed', and that 
if the enterprise as a whole is less than 
triumphant, then he has 'only failed in an 
attempt which no human powers have 
hitherto completed'." 
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If yoking Johnson's Dictionary to White's 
novels and plays is thought too violent, it is 
sobering to reflect that this praise is the nearest 
approach to hyperbole in the book. White is 
often pictured as an isolate in Australian liter
ature, but Wilkes contends that this is mis
leading: His work may be seen as part of a 
trend which includes Randolph Stow and 
Thomas Keneally, the three collectively repre
senting "a movement away from the natural
istic tradition, a movement towards the 
baroque, the impressionistic, the allegorical, 
the symbolic". This trend might seem unre
markable if the inter-war context of realistic 
fiction geared to the fashion of documentary 
reporting had not been so clearly established. 
(Introspective or 'stream of consciousness' fic
tion never became fashionable in the 1920s 
or 1930s in Australia, and is marked by the 
two great unread novels of Chester Cobb, Mr 
Moffatt and Days of Disillusion, and by Leslie 
Meller's virtually unknown Quartette and A 
Leaf of Laurel.) 

From the quite insecure vantage point of a 
critic reviewing developments in the 1960s, 
Wilkes essays a guarded criticism of the re
cent movement towards non-naturalistic fic
tion. Thomas Keneally's third novel. Bring 
Larks and Heroes (1967) ("gifted but con
fused") may suggest "the establishment of a 
fashion". More positively however, "it is not 
possible now . . . to confine Australian fiction 
to one dominant mode". The pattern is more 
complex, and while the tradition of "report
age" continues (e.g., in George Johnston's My 
Brother Jack), a number of writers are ex
perimenting fruitfully with new modes of ex
pression. 

This increasing richness and diversity in 
fiction in the 1950s and 1960s is paralleled by 
developments in drama and poetry. Douglas 
Stewart's radio plays The Fire on the Snow 
and The Golden Lover, written in the 1940s, 
encouraged few disciples. In 1960 Hugh Hunt 
could still complain that the vogue of "Back
yard realism" prevailed, but the 1960s have 
seen a series of departures from naturalism, 
including Patrick White's four plays, The Ham 
Funeral, The Season at Sarsaparilla, The 
Cheery Soul and Night on Bald Mountain; 
Hal Porter's The Tower and The Professor; 
Keneally's Halloran's Little Boat; and Rodney 
Milgate's A Refined Look at Existence. 

The range of subjects and styles apparent in 

Australian poetry in the last two decades is to 
some extent epitomised in Douglas Stewart's 
achievement. Acknowledging the power of the 
early ballads with their feeUng for the bush, 
his poetry ranges from nature verse to fantasy 
to verse of some intellectual penetration 
Wilkes' judicious assessment, however, places 
him in the "middle range" beside a poet of 
Judith Wright's stature. The selections from 
Wright's poetry (in the eight pages given her), 
forcefuly illustrate her major pre-ocupations 
and the different "voices" she adopts—ranging 
from humane reminiscence or speculation to 
a tone of oracular profundity. With many 
readers, Wilkes regretted the increasing ab-
stractness of the poems in The Five Senses 
(1963) and welcomes the more cheerful and 
contained tone of some of the poems in her 
latest collection. The Other Half (1966). The 
neglect of the satire in Australia led to A. D. 
Hope's immediate classification as a satirist in 
the post-second war years. A revaluation was 
necessary following the publication of his 
Collected Poems in 1966, and this is given 
force in Wilkes' brief analysis of his achieve
ment by reference to some of the later poems, 
which have "a more questioning, a more ex
ploratory quality". The temptation to link 
Hope, James McAuley and Harold Stewart as 
the leaders of a "counter-revolution" in Aus
tralian poetry is resisted. Instead, the emphasis 
is placed on the individual development of 
each, and this illuminates the range of modes 
and points of view in their poetry, preceding 
the appearance of younger poets like Vincent 
Buckley, Evan Jones, Chris Wallace-Crabbe 
and Vivian Smith, who have further diversi
fied the pattern. 

There will always be sins of omission in an 
historical survey of such restricted length, but 
none of these in the present volume appears 
mortal. In 1923, T. S. Eliot said that if a critic 
is to justify his existence, he should endeavour 
to "discipline his personal prejudices and 
cranks . . . and compose his differences with 
as many of his fellows as possible, in the 
common pursuit of true judgment". Lacking 
many "fellows" with whom differences need 
to be composed (as the bibliography and foot
notes amply demonstrate). Professor Wilkes 
nevertheless establishes his responsibility to 
quality in Australian writing, and by implica
tion finds it increasingly worthy, increasingly 
able to benefit from our "two traditions", the 
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European and the indigenous strains. His "pur
suit" is not yet "common", but it leaves a 
track which others may follow. 

Bruce Bennett 

Mackenzie, Kenneth Seaforth, Dead Men Ris
ing, Pacific Books, 1969. 288 p. 90c. 

Jones, Evan, Kenneth Mackenzie, Australian 
Writers and their Work Series, O.U.P. 48 p. 
$1.00. 

It took almost twenty years for this book to 
reach Australians. America and England read 
it in 1951. And how curiously little reaction 
now that the book is here at last. It may well 
be that not many books can survive a twenty-
year publishing lag. As if afraid of just this 
indifference the new paperback cover displays 
a man of uncertain race tangled in two strands 
of rusty barbed wire, his mouth open—good 
teeth, certainly—and a butcher's knife held 
nervelessly in one hand. 

Mackenzie was never the kind of writer this 
cover tries to suggest. In many ways during his 
life Mackenzie was an unlucky writer, and this 
kind of presentation of an important book is 
likely to perpetuate his ill fortune. The kind of 
reader attracted to the book for its cover will 
detest it. Those who would have found it 
worthwhile may pass it by simply because of 
the cover. 

So it may not find Mackenzie many new 
readers. But for the increasing number of 
specialists in Mackenzie the book offers a 
chance to read the text rather than the criti
cism. 

All Mackenzie's books, prose and poetry, 
have been out of print until recently, though 
he has been more seriously considered in the 
last few years than at any time when he was 
alive. Now The Young Desire It and Dead 
Men Rising are in paperback, there is a paper
back selection of his poems, other selections 
and reprints are promised. 

And now, appropriately enough, there 
comes in the Australian Writers and Their 
Work series a study of Mackenzie by Evan 
Jones. 

Mackenzie's life has been often a subject 
for speculation and rumour. In all his books 
he worked fairly closely to recognisable 

people, and, often, incidents, and since he 
was not always reticent in his private life the 
rumours may be understandable. In this study, 
Evan Jones' sketch of Mackenzie's difficult and 
controversial life is balanced and fair, and 
valuable for anyone wanting to understand 
some of the background of the books. Evan 
Jones makes, in respect of their lives, an in
teresting comparison also between Mackenzie 
and Dylan Thomas. 

In the section on the novels he looks clearly 
at the weaknesses of The Young Desire It, 
Mackenzie's first novel, a book which has 
often been curiously overpraised for its loose 
and 'poetic' overwriting. He comments on the 
'persistent narcissism' of the book as its 'most 
disagreeable characteristic', and this quality 
might be in some degree excusable in such a 
first novel, but it is interesting to follow this 
point through the later work. 

Over all the novels critical opinion has 
varied. Evan Jones admits Mackenzie to be a 
notable novelist, but claims his real import
ance lies in his poetry. In any case, at least 
now it will be possible to decide from the 
text whether there is more to be said for 
Dead Men Rising than is allowed here. 

The discussion of Mackenzie's poetry is evi
dence of the research and detailed work Evan 
Jones has done on the Mackenzie manuscripts, 
and even allowing for the limitation of space 
of this series of books, consideration of the 
poems is often full and detailed. 

Some of the books in this series seem de
signed as panegyrics and are patently value
less as offering any kind of critical assess
ment. They may be no service, in the long 
run, to their subjects. But that is not the case 
in this instance. This is a book Mackenzie has 
long deserved, and this time his luck has not 
deserted him in its author. 

Moorhouse, Frank, Futility and Other Anim
als, Gareth Powell Associates. 162 p. $3.80. 

"The people in these stories are a tribe," Frank 
Moorhouse tells us in his brief note to Futility 
and Other Animals. "A modern urban tribe 
. . . the shared environment is both internal— 
anxieties, pleasures, and confusions—and ex
ternal—the houses, streets, hotels, and experi
ences." 

The external environment is the modern 
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city, contemporary urban life, and it is feat
ureless, anonymous. The stories are set no
where, yet everywhere. Sydney. Melbourne. 
San Francisco. New York. You name it. Any
where we have been with our anxieties, con
fusions, and pleasures. Building our concrete 
hells and our emotional hells. 

The stories gain strength and relevance 
from this suggestion of an external environ
ment, and the internal environment, as Moor
house calls it, often holds this same power and 
relevance. The complications and involvements 
of the people who make up this tribe are 
treated descriptively, hurriedly—seen at pace— 
they are reflections of the outer environment 
they have helped create. All this is here and 
now, it has the stamp of actuality. But, per
haps inevitably in this kind of depiction, the 
involvements lack depth, not in the sense that 
they may be fleeting in themselves, but that we 
seem to be offered no insight. We tend to 
move fast over the surface. The situations and 
involvements move towards hate and violence, 
emotions which are not surface, and it seems 

reasonable to look for more than simply hard, 
often brutal statement of situations and emo
tions themselves often hard and brutal. How
ever well this statement is given. 

Perhaps Moorhouse's style does not help 
him here. The four letter words, the shock 
situations, lose their impact from sheer over
work. From the publisher's statement, the 
book seems intended as a challenge to the 
censor. While the whole sorry shambles of 
censorship in Australia needs every challenge 
we can provide, a book conceived in this way 
may suffer more than the censor. The four 
letter syndrome is too easy. A story cannot be 
given tension or point by introducing a run 
of four letter words. And these words too 
often offer an evasion, an escape for a writer 
from following the line and implication of his 
story. Unwillingly, one feels this does happen 
at times to Moorhouse. Unwillingly, because 
his real talent is obvious, and because this is 
the most important collection of stories we 
have had for a long time. 

Peter Cowan 
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WHAT IS THE CFaTlC? 

The Critic is a critical journal published in 'Western Australia approxi
mately every three weeks. 

WHAT IS IT TRYING TO DO? 

The Critic, now in its eighth year of publication, tries to cover every 
literary, artistic, musical, cinematographic or cultural event of worth, pro
viding criticisms by the best people that can be found in every field. 

IS IT JUST AN 'ARTS JOURNAL? 

The Critic has covered civic problems such as the building of the new 
town hall, legal problems such as the question of 'deportations' from 
Rottnest, and controversies in education, architecture and morals. 

WHO PUBLISHES THE CRITIC? 

The Critic is pubhshed by a group of trustees and a managing committee, 
on which are an artist, a doctor, and members of the Philosophy, Law, 
and English faculties of the University, who give their services voluntarily 
because of their desire to continue the publication of an independent 
critical journal in Western Australia. There are no salaries paid and no 
profits made. 

IS IT IMPORTANT TO PUBLISH SUCH A JOURNAL? 

There is no other purely critical journal offering publishing space for 
serious and constructive criticism in this state, or indeed, in Australia. 

We earnesdy hope that we can interest you in such a jovurnal. If you 
would like to try a subscription for 12 months would you kindly forward 
your cheque or postal note for $1.75. 

The Critic is also on sale at the foUowdng places: Rogers and Mounseys' 
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by LEONARD BURROWS 

The first study of the poet by Leonard Burrows, 
Browning: An Introductory Essay was published in 
1952, and has been out of print for many years. 
Browning the Poet is a completely re-written and 
greatly expanded version of the previous book. 

The author's aim has been to encourage an attentive 
and sympathetic (though not uncritical) reading of 
Browning. 

PRICE $6.50 Clothbound 

Available from all leading booksellers. 

Eastern states agent: Melbourne University Press 
53-63 Moor Street, Fitzroy, Victoria, 3065. 

Published by 
University of Western Australia Press 
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westerly is published by the University of Western Australia Press, set 
in Times type-face and printed by Alpha Print Pty Ltd, Perth, W.A. 
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