































































































I do not know whether the instance is a
fair one in contrast; but I read that during
one March day of the treason proceedings in
the Johannesburg Drill Hall, defence counsel
elicited from one of the security (Special
Branch) men, who in evidence purported to
report a trades hall meeting of 5% hours, that
he had been born in 1929, left school in 1937,
worked three months at a dry-cleaner’s and
two years in a garage, and joined the police
in 1953.

WESTERLY

—So you worked only two years between
1937 and 1953P—7Yes.

—What did you do the other 14 years?
—Nothing.

—What?—Nothing. I was loafing.

—You were loafing for fourteen yearsP—7Yes.

—How did you liveP—I lived with people.

—Then you joined the police?—Yes.

—Did you tell them you'd been loafing for
14 yearsP—No.

—Why notP—They didn’t ask.

Under such guardians, floreat Suid Afrika!
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These featwures mabie the NEW. . .

Remingtorn STANDARD

ygour best typewriter investment

EXCLUSIVE SPEED CARRIAGE. New 3 way
supports for precision-aligned typescript
in every line, enables faster, more accurate

typing.

PERFECT POSITIONING SCALE, combined
with simplified margin control gives per-
fectly centred letters and headings.

PERSONAL TOUCH REGULATOR, adjusts
tension of type-bars to suit individual
touch of typist. Scale guide shows adjust-
ment.

SNAP-OFF TOP. Simply snaps up, exposes
spools for easy ribbon change. Simplifies
cleaning of type; easily replaced.

Phone today and E. C. STOTT and Co. Pty. Ltd. will arrange a
demonstration in your office

E. €. STOTT & co. prv. LTD.

Hemingion Bepreseniatives

HOWARD STREET, PERTH 1325 Hay Street, West Perth.
Phone BF2281 (3 lines)
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A Girl Bode into Gowlburn

A girl rode into Goulburn,

Her hair was like the sun,

The bell-bird chimed her singing,
The magpie mimed her fun. °
What made her sick of singing

Before the tale was spun?

BY
DAVID
MARTIN

Dedicated to the late

A girl went up the country,
Her hair as raven’s breast,

In Bool Bool’s snow-cool waters
Her song has found its rest.
The bush larks that are singing
Under Monaro’s sun

Will keep her laughter ringing

As long as ten creeks run.

Miles Franklin.

Breaking the News

BY
JOSEPH
JONES

After the painting

by Sir John Longstaff,

Perth Art Gallery.

WESTERLY

‘Ere the benevolent sun has gained a
mere half dozen meridians and the
innocent received from your full
breasts his natural due, they will
go again into the foul belly of

the insatiable earth.

When the last kind hopeless words
have fallen upon your uncaring,
helpless ears and the dull,
measured sound of his comrades’
steps have passed away, and your
child’s asleep . . the windlass moves
the cage irrevocably downwards.
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Provocative
of thowght

THE AUSTRALIAN COMMONWEALTH:
A PICTURE OF THE COMMUNITY
1901-1955. By Brian Fitzpatrick.
(Cheshire.) Melbourne, 1956.

It 1s Now nearly twenty years
since the appearance of Fitzpat-
rick’s British Imperialism and Aus-
tralia 1783-1833; this first volume
and its successor, The British Em-
pire in Australia 1834-1939, still
furnish the best economic history
of Australia—and much besides.
The author’s briefer work, A Short
History of the Australian Labour
Movement, remains unsurpassed in
its field. In some respects, The
Australian People, published in
1946, raised more questions than
it could answer with a bird’s eye
view of what Australia is and has
been. In the last ten years Fitz-
patrick has produced many pam-
phlets and articles, for he is an
active participant in social move-
ments, not an armchair strategist.
It is pleasing to be able to wel-
come in The Australian Common-
wealth a new major work; and the
more so to learn that the writing
of the book was made possible by
a grant from the Social Service
Research Council of Australia,
some recognition to the most im-
portant historian of Australia for
many years.

The sub-title is “A Picture of
the Community 1901-1955.” In
presenting his picture, Fitzpatrick
does not start at 1901 and advance
mechanically. He surveys the Aus-
tralian people and Australian in-
stitutions as they are and asks
what has made them so. He is no
antiquarian or dull chronicler, but
sets  himself the true historian’s
infinitely more difficult task of
using the past to understand the
present and thereby indicate the
future.

The subject matter of the book
is comprehensive. The contempo-
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rary historian is always confronted
with a  bewildering complexity
from which to select the signifi-
cant, and personal preferences will
always vary. Fitzpatrick begins by
discussing the geographical and
social  environment,  Australian
housing, speech and children. All
this is good, if brief. Perhaps the
fact that Australian speech differs
from that of Englishmen could
now be accepted as neither re-
markable nor deplorable, but only
inevitable. In his short chapter on
Disinherited Australians he points
succinetly to the process by which
most of the Australian Aborigines

have been exterminated and the
remainder made less than citizens.

The chapter on Labour Rela-
tions discusses changes in the
structure of trade unionism since
the war. It strips away the con-
ventional mythology to examine
the “peculiarly Australian system
of industrial conciliation and ar-
bitration” which “fulfilled itself in
many ways, lest one good custom
should corrupt the workers.”

With Government and Politics
the author is well into his stride.
Eschewing platitudes, he finds
little enough to admire in the fifty-
federal

five years of Australia’s
politics. The career of W. M,
Hughes, for example, is traced

with frequent sarcasm and ample
documentation through his gyra-
tions of seven changes of partv
label. The misuse of puliamentary
privilege is seen as a continuous
theme from the First World War
to the Cold War's McCarthyite

denunciations with “their flavour
of the pathological” and a cruel
method in their madness.
Fitzpatrick proceeds to give an
impressive history of various gov-
ernments’ use of secret political
police methods from 1916 to the
present day, from the manufac-
tured evidence of the LW.W.
trials to the peculiarities of the
Petrov Commission. Some of the
circumstances and evidence of the
latter are dissected and compari-
sons with the Zinovieff Letter
and the Reichstag Fire Trial sug-
gested.  In  this field Fitpatrick
speaks as a protagonist, with first-

o

hand knowledge and a wealth of
cvidence from his many years as
General Secretary of the Austra-
lian Council of Civil Liberties. On
the subject of civil liberties Fitz-
patrick sums up: “The Australian
people . . . showed themselves
singularly poor hands at furnish-
ing from their members fit per-
sons to rule . . . But on the nega-
tive side they did not do badly:
at least they consistently refused
to put up with their rulers’ more
excessive follies.”

The whole book is impregnated
with  Fitzpatrick’s love of Aus-
tralia, but his nation’s faults are
not ignored. The dark stain of
racial feeling in the White Aus-
tralia policy—"“the implied HER-
RENVOLK conception of the Aus-
tralians by themselves’—is an-
alysed. So too is the influence of
religious sectarianism in education
and politics.

Limited by space, Fitzpatrick

WESTERLY



only sketches Australian cultural
life, about which he could say so
much worth while. Similarly, his
attempt to assess the permanent
importance of the last ten years
leaves the reader with appetite
aroused asking for more. Obvious-
ly, we cannot all be satisfied. It
is a very personal book in which
the author’s interests, principally
in the conflict between individual
freedom and the demands of the
State, determine the subject mat-
ter, leaving him open to charges
of disproportion in contents.

In arrangement, Fitzpatrick has
reconciled scholarly requirements
and wider appeal by giving his
narrative in two hundred pages
seldom broken by footnotes. This
is the book for the general reader
or for anyone’s general reading.
There follow another hundred
pages of Sources, Notes and To-
pics “intended primarily for schol-
ars and post-graduate students.”
Here are valauble biographical
notes on nearly three hundred
people; the sources or details of
the evidence used in the text; and
some development and digression
on subsidiary questions. The first
part of the volume can stand by
itself and the two level design is
a useful one.

Throughout, Fitzpatrick writes
attractively. Despite a complicated
subject matter the style runs more
smoothly than in some of his
earlier works. With Irish wit and
urbane humour, fired by humanity,
he seeks first to understand and
only then to praise or condemn.
“The author,” he says, “believes
with the conservative historian A,
V. Dicey that circumstance is the
arbiter of men’s opinions and holds
malice towards mnone.” Some
might bear malice towards him,
for it is a provocative book in a
way that official accounts of the
contemporary scene never can be.
Most of all, it is provocative of
thought. Herein lies its value.

E. C. FRY,

WESTERLY

Coast to Coast
1955 =1956

COAST TO COAST: Australian Short
Stories of Today, selected by H.
Drake-Brockman. (Angus and Ro-
bertson.) 17/6.

PeraAPS more than any other
literature in the world, Australian
literature is dominated at the mo-
ment by a group of fine woman
writers, How many other coun-
tries could boast that their leading
novelist and leading poet were
both women? Few would deny
that women have strong claims to
both these titles in Australia.

The 1955-56 edition of Coast to
Coast, a collection of contempor-
ary short stories (selected, inci-
dentally, by a woman) provides
evidence that women, though pro-
lific writers, have contributed little
to the art of short story writing in
the past year.

In the short story more than
anywhere else the character and
personality of a nation has free-est
expression. Here writers give full
scope to idiom, - social comment
that has immediacy and pertin-
ency. The short story is a thing
of the present much more than the
novel, poetry or drama.

Despite the gentle but strong
hand of woman on the literature
of Australia, its over-all character-
istic is one of extreme masculinity,
biting outspokenness and forth-
right satire. Coast to Coast de-
monstrates these qualities admir-
ably and at the same time, in such
stories as John Morrison’s “The
Battle of Flowers,” indicates an
increasing subtlety of expression
which is very welcome.

The women contributors to this
book fall below the standard of
the men, with the exception of
Ethel Anderson and Judith Wright.
Unfortunately, several hardly rise

above the level of the popular
magazine.

Henrietta Drake-Brockman has
omitted to write any sort of intro-
duction explaining her choice or
giving a general picture of the
short story’s progress during the
past year. If her selection repre-
sents the best Australian short
stories of the year it serves to de-
monstrate the powerful influence
the Bulletin has exerted on Aus-
tralian writers.

Indeed; the Bulletin is probably
our most active and live-wire
literary publication, but such a
voluminous selection from it, to
the neglect of other sources, could
indicate a choice based partly on
popular demand with an eye to
sales of the book, rather than on
pure literary merit. I do not ac-
cuse the selector of this, however,
because I think she has made a
conscientious effort to give the
best available material, and that
she has succeeded to a large ex-
tent.

How can we sum up this book?
A few stories make it worth-while,
and there are very few which do
not reach a high level of artistic
and technical achievement. To
mention just a few, Mena Ab-
dullah and Ray Mathew’s “Be-
cause of the Ruzilla” stands out
as a gem of simple, touching
prose; Gavin Casey’s “The New
Australian Dog” is a clever and
very funny. yarn reminiscent of
Dal Stivens, but with a few glar-
ing lapses of style; John Morrison
enhances his growing reputation
as our best short story writer and
David Campbell demonstrates his
great versatility with a poetic and
subtle “The Haunted Cradle.”

This is a book which Australia
can be proud tc own, a book
which sums up aptly and honestly
the Australian attitude and way of
life, a book which is Australia,
1955-56.

BRUCE LAWSON,
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Signpost for
Awnstralia?

AUSTRALIAN SIGNPOST, an antho-
logy of Australian writing edited
for the Canberra Fellowship of
Australian  Writers by T. A. G.
Hungerford. (Cheshires.)

Trais anthology is an uneven col-
lection of un-noteworthy short
stories, critical and historical es-
says and general articles, as well
as verse.

Tha peak is W, E. H. Stanner’s
“The Dreaming,” a brilliant ex-
position, by far the finest and most
authoritative yet seen by this re-
viewer, of “the blackfellow’s out-
look on the universe and man.”
Erudition, welded to a clarity of
writing met with all too infre-
quently, makes “The Dreaming” a
first step to be recommended to
all students of the subject who
aspire to more than a superficial
knowledge of the Australian Abo-
rigine’s inward life. Only the
broadest and deepest knowledge
of and interest in the philosophy
of the blackfellow and his almost
otherworldly attitude to the great
issues of Life, Death and Man’s
place in the Cosmos, could pro-
duce such a piece of writing as
has here been achieved. “The
Dreaming™ by itself justifies the
anthology.

Of insolent worthlessness is
Manning Clark’s “Rewriting Aus-
tralian History.” It would be pos-
sible to be angered by such an
un-Australian activity as this attack
on those who fathered Australia’s
present, but perhaps all countries
must, in the nature of things, have
historians who will re-write the
history of their native lands with-
out having been concerned, or
concerned maybe but little, in the
making of such history. Profess
Clark has, to his own evident satis-
faction, cut Henry Lawson down
to size, saying as he surveys his
academic sabre that, after all, the

oy
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older generation of Australian
writers raised questions shallow
and trivial in comparison with
such questions as “What is « man
that he should be clean? and he
that is born of a woman, that he
should be righteous?” It might
fare better with the Professor if
he asked himself (privately, please
not in print) why any normal man
should ask these two questions.

That the Australian scene has
been changing for a long time
needs no pointing out from any
chair of History. What Professor
Clark should point out, if he can,
is why the changes in subject mat-
ter of our poets should include a
change (soul satisfying to him) to
such grotesqueries as

@
. “a man must learn

To endure agony, to endure and
endure again,

Until agony itself is beaten out
into joy.”

Professor Clark drags in James
McAuley, Kenneth Slessor and the
first book of Samuel, to prove to
himself that our Australian view
of Australian history is the view of
a generation gone by and that we
need to follow him, with his half-
formed yet wholly malignant op-
position to “the ideas of the past
which have comforted and in-
structed earlier generations.” His
splashing of spleen is out of place
in an anthology that names itself
“Australian” and “Signpost.” The

antidote to such poison is Sydney:

J. Baker’s “Language and Charac-
ter.,” both the Australian
character and the  Australian
language are strong cnough and
vital enough to survive in spite of
all the pressures that seck to
quench them.”

Gavin Long, John Hetherington,
J. D. Rutherford and J. E. Mac-
donnell provide excellent coverage
of four facets of Australia at war,
useful in this collection whose
short stories give an otherwise in-

nocuous and jaded atmosphere to
our country and our writing.

It is difficult to find much in
this anthology that would make it
a truly worth-while landmark of
Australia’s Olympic year. If it is
meant to be a signpost showing
where we are going, there seems
considerable  confusion in  the
editor’s mind; perhaps along the
road that led through Eta Jima
and Heard Island, T. A. G.
Hungerford missed the signposts
or took direction from the wrong
ones? In all, a fairly poor thing
this “Australian Signpost” to go
abroad as Australia’s Olympic of-
fering from her writers. But there
is “The Dreaming” to glow opal-
escent, high above the vicious and
the mediocre, and a fitting crown
for the best and the rest.

DONALD R. STUART,

Ned Kelly-—
fearless., bold
and free?

crRY OF THE pINGO. By Conrad
Philips. (Arthur Barker, London.)

AUSTRALIAN sON. By Max Brown.
(Georgian House.)

THE KELLY HUNTERS. By Frank
Clime. (Angus and Robertson.)

NED KELLY. By Douglas Stewart.
(The Shepherd Press.)

WHEN two books on Australian
bushrangers came my way for re-
view, I was prepared to dispose
of them fairly briefly. Instead 1
found my interest thoroughly re-
awakened, both by the books them-
themselves and by the discussion
whether a play about bushrangers
was a fitting choice for the Olym-
pic season in Melbourne. Many
objected on the grounds that Aus-
tralia should have something bet-
ter to present to her overseas
visitors than the story of a lawless
young bandit who, in his brief
career, was responsible for shoot-
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ing three policemen, robbing two
banks and stealing at least two
hundred horses. It was also sug-
gested that writers have white-
washed this young ruffian and his
three accomplices until they have
become almost national heroes. 1
thought 1 had better look into this
and decide for myself.

First of all I picked up The Cry
of the Dingo by Conrad Philips,
an English writer presenting a
summary of Australian bushrang-
ing stories from the days when our
highwaymen were desperate refu-
gees from chain gangs, into the
second period of bushranging—
after the convict bunch had been
despatched — when native born
Australians took to the outlaw life
for different reasons. Although
written primarily for the overseas
reader, this is a useful reference
work, in some respects not strictly
accurate, but none-the-less inter-
esting and casy reading. Most of
us, however, remember too little
to quibble over details about these
men who stuck up travellers on
lonely bush roads or lifted cattle
and horses with such skilled stra-
tegy before the Kelly gang came
down with a clash of steel and a
blaze of fire at Glenrowan Inn in
1880.

After reading Conrad Philips’
outline of the Kelly story I took
Brown’s Australian Son, which 1
had not read before, although it
was first published in 1948. The
writer tells us how he resolved,
during the last war, to write the
story of Ned Kelly, regardless of
what had been written of him be-
fore. In those troubled days when
so many young people, facing the
cruellest realities of life and death,
sought a symbol of Australian
youth and courage, it is not to be
wondered that Max Brown reflect-
ed on Ned Kelly and his comrades
who, in his own words, “flamed
along these sombre hills in the
south-east corner of my Australian
continent in the days of the lion
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rampant”. “Was it,” he asks, “that
in myself and the men with whom
I lived I found a certain unique
Australian character — a promise
and a threat which had found ex-
pression in the life of Kelly many
years before?” He wanted to leave
no stone unturned in uncovering
the whole truth of the Kelly story,
but he was disappointed to find
that much information was impos-
sible to lay hands on, or still, for
some reason, impossible to print.
From what was available to him,
however, he has given a pretty
comprehensive story, and if he
cannot justify the more violent
deeds of the Kelly gang, he does
delve into the underlying causes
of the lawlessness of these youths
who wanted, in Ned’s own words,
to be “fearless, bold and free”.

The “lawless”, he writes, with
the bitterness of clear-cut youth-
ful idealism, never clearly under-
stood that their “lawlessness” was
a necessary part of a great struggle
to change Australia from a land
of a few thousand sheep kings into
a nation in which hundreds of
thousands of farmers drew from
the soil a thousand products for
the needs of man. The Quinn-
Kelly family having never been
wealthy, had never learned to re-
spect the law’s right to defend
wealth. This little Irish-Australian
clan was descended from ignorant
yet freedom loving peasants who,
for generations, had been starved
and oppressed. More than wealth
and respectability they valued the
intimate warmth of their hearths,
the excitement of the fast gallop,
the expansion of and laughter of
spirit of intimates at a bar-counter,
the colourful gesture, the shrewd
deed.

The Kellys, in short, were a
good looking, spirited family, with
a strong clan feeling and an inborn
distrust of authority. There can
be no doubt that they were mark-
ed and hounded unjustly during
Ned’s youth and that his father

was never allowed to forget his
convict origins. The land laws
were hard on the battler, and law
and order came in heavily behind
the big holders who, a generation
before, had taken up the land in
defiance of state decrees. Nor can
it be denied that the police force
of the day was riddled with cor-
ruption, its members commonly
secking bribes or promotion by
convicting struggling smallholders
for petty offences. When Ned was
fifteen he was imprisoned for the
boyish lark of riding a neighbour’s
horse. Later his father served a
severe sentence for stealing a
heifer to feed his hungry family.
His uncles and cousins were con-
victed for various minor offences.
Ned grew up believing the police
to be his natural enemies and
when his mother was imprisoned
on a more or less trumped up
charge he took to the bush with
his younger brother Dan. Later he
was joined in his outlaw activities
by his mates Joe Byrne and Steve
Hart.

Secure in the admiration and
protection of friends and relatives,
they laid their plans with strategy
and carried them out with reckless
daring. But for the ruthless shoot-
ing of three policemen at Stringy-
bark Creck, Ned Kelly might in-
deed have become an Australian
Robin Hood, as the two big bank
robberies he carried off with such
cclat rather appealed to the ordi-
nary citizen and temporarily en-
riched a wide circle of supporters.
Having once killed, however, Kelly
After the
which he

was a doomed man.
Stringybark incident,
justified on the grounds of sclf de-
fence, he did not murder again,
though he often appeared on the
point of doing so. He was a
touchy and dangerous opponent,
for a man can only hang once.
The social angle was undoubt-
edly the match that set alight Max
Brown’s resolve to present this
story in full, and his book shows
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. « « o NEWS FLASH!

“Philips” inaugurate new popular price label. Major Works and Selections
appear on "“Philips Favourites Series.” Included in first release:—

$.04006 L Brahms. Symphony No. 1 in C Minor.
Hague Phil. Orch. cond. Willem Van Otterloo.

$.04011 L Franck. Symphony in D Minor.
Hague Phil. Orch. cond. Willem Van Otterloo.

$.04008 1 Mozart. “Haffner” Symphony. Hadyn. “Oxford” Symphony.
Berlin Phil. Orch. cond. Fritz Lehmann.

$.04000 L Beethoven. Violin Concerto in D Major Op. 61.
Herman Krebbers (Violin) and Hague Phil. Orch.

$.04001 L Liszt. Piano Concertos 1 and 2.
Cor de Groot (Piano) and Hague Phil. Orch.

$.04013 L Gounod. “Faust” Ballet. Delibes. “Sylvia” “Coppelia” Ballets.
Paris National Opera House Orch. cond. Jean Fournet.

$.04004 1 Puccini. “Tosca” Highlights.
Vocal Soloists with Orch. Antonio Guarnieri di Milano.

OL‘ er /O Ai/i/o(» re/eadea -

B.29000 L The King and |.  (London Production)
Starring Valerie Hobson, Herbert Lom.

B.10711 L Show Tunes. Bill McGuffie (Piano).

B.10703 1 After the Ball (Noel Coward). (London Production)
Mary Ellis, Vanessa Lee, Peter Graves.

P.10821 1 Tropicana. (An exciting album of Calypsos presented
by J. C. Heard)

PHILIPS

38

WESTERLY



him to be a writer of simple
strength and warm sincerity from
whom we would hope to hear
more.

I next took up an account of the
same story by Frank Clune—The
Kelly Hunters, published some six
years later than' Australian Son.
Clune, for all his resolve to be
done with sentimentality and hero
worship and to write the fullest
and most objective account to date
turns out no less sympathetic a
picture of Kelly and his band than
has Max Brown. An Irish Austra-
lian himself, he has some under-
standing of the Kelly background
and no little sympathy for their
attitude towards the police of their
time. He goes further back than
other writers, delving to the roots
of the Kelly family in Tipperary
and fossicking out old records
proving that “Red Kelly”, Ned’s
father, was transported, not for
shooting a landlord, as his detrac-
tors said, but for stealing two pigs.
Despite his thoroughness, however,
Frank Clune evidently came up
against some of the same stumbl-
ing blocks as Max Brown in ob-
taining certain police material, so
that for all his efforts, the full
story is yet to be told. As it is,
Frank Clune fills over three hund-
red and fifty pages of lively read-
ing. Drawing from the library of
“Kellyana” he has been collecting
over many years, he certainly gives
us a fuller account than any other
writer so far. His style is less
thoughtful and literary than Max
Brown’s, but many of the involved
incidents emerge more clearly from
his racy pen than from the ac-
counts of others. His description
of the last stand at Glenrowan
when the Kellys stood up to the
police in clumsy armour fashioned
from stolen ploughshares, is very
stirring. One cannot but be moved
with pity for the doomed outlaws
or with indignation at the stupid
and callous behaviour of the police
in random firing that succeeded in
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killing a child, an old man and
wounding several other innocent
people. Byrne, according to some
accounts, exposed himself deliber-
ately to gun fire, knowing the game
was up. Dan Kelly and Steve Hart
died by their own hands. Kelly
took a last dawn stand outside the
inn and was shot down, seriously
but not fatally wounded, to stand
his trial and die by the hangman’s
rope at the age of twenty-six.

Lastly I turned to Douglas
Stewart’s drama—Ned Kelly—and
found that where Max Brown lays
stress on social causes and Frank
Clune in getting a tangled record
straight, Stewart emphasises human
character. It is a poetical and skil-
ful work, for the entire, compli-
cated, sprawling history of the
Kelly gang must be presented in
dialogue and with the stage restric-
tions of time and place. Without
departing from history in any es-
sential, he has brought Ned Kelly
and his mates imaginatively to life.
Ned with his gift of leadership,
his gay good fellowship, his sud-
den dangerous temper, his obses-
sional hatred of the police, his
natural buoyancy and courage ;
Joe Byrne, “the brains of the
gang”, better educated than his
mates, loyal in the face of a
realisation deeper than others, a
ladies” man with an eye for the
barmaids ; Dan Kelly, the younger
brother, and Steve Hart—mere
lads whom Ned describes as “the
boots and fists I fight with”.

Stewart’s story opens in the
town of Jerilderie at the time of
the gang’s second bank stick-up.
The bewildered bank manager,
forced from the bath at the point
of a revolver, with only a towel
about his waist, the schoolmaster
commanded to deliver a notice
pronouncing a school holiday in
honour of the Kelly gang, and the
two dithering clerks, all eventually
repair to the inn where Steve and
Dan are holding up most of the
other citizens, including the police.

The story of the gang’s previous
history is revealed in conversation,
through which run rich veins of
humour, pathos, poetry and human
understanding.

The  conversation falls into
scarcely detectable blank verse
skilfully embodying many of the
plausibly Irish statements and
sentiments Ned expressed in life.
He had a sense of Cause—a sense
of destiny :

Drink up,

There’ll come a day

When you’ll tell your grandsons
you met the Kellys once,

Saw them one dusty summer

When nothing moved in Jerilderie,
barring the flies,

Come galloping from the bush and
rob the bank

And buy you drinks and bustle
your old town up

As if we were taking wild honey,

You'll be proud some day to say
you drank with Ned Kelly.

The story of Ned Kelly moves
“like a river fixed in its course to
disaster”, but in the dramatic
version Joe Byrne emerges as a
more tragic figure than his leader,
since, although faithful to the end,
Byrne had never been blind. He
tells his last barmaid :

There’ll be reason to cry before
the night’s over,

But cry for me, the lost bird in
the gully,

Not for Ned, for Neds got a
legend to sleep with,

A legend to meet him at daybreak
and ride at his side.
... He can paint that squawking
old crow of a mother of his
White as a seagull; Kat’s the
swearing princess ;

And Ned himself is Hall and
Power and Red Ward

All rolled into one—the last of the
kings of the road . . .

Ned’s is a bitch legend.

from the start,

But Australia’s in it, yes; some-
thing of a country

Wrong
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Where only eagles are fit to travel
the skies
And men like eagles to ride it. ..
Whether Douglas Stewart’s play
is as good “theatre” as it is litera-
ture has yet to be proved. It would
be a challenge to the producer’s
art to hold interest through the
wordier passages and clearly to de-
fine the point of climax. It is no
play for the amateur company, and
subtlety is called for in the por-
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trayal of a central character, who,
while commanding our sympathy
and understanding, can hardly be
set upon a pedestal as an example
to Australian youth, though his
cause was not without justice or
significance in our history. Some-
thing of the dreamer, even perhaps
of the visionary, he was neither
far-seeing nor wise in most of his
actions. He possessed both gentle-
ness and brutality, patience and
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rash impulsiveness, and his courage
drove him only into a remorseless
trap of fear.

The controversy of the merits
and demerits of “a play about
bushrangers” seems to me beside
the point. Ned Kelly is a universal
symbol of an oppressed people and
his reactions are common to the
human spirit chafing under frust-
ration—in any country and in any
age.

MARY DURACK.
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in the Rumanian People’s Republic”’; “In a Village” by Martin Preda; “Anna Nucu” by Ramus Luca, “The
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(‘The Book’ Publishing House, Bucharest); “Selections From Feng Tse
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tative”, “The Test” by Hsia Yen, “On Present International Situation, China’s Foreign Policy, and the
Liberation of Taiwan” by Chou En-Lai (Foreign Languages Press, Peking); “From Opium War to Liberation”

by Israel Epstein (New World Press, Peking); “Stormy Petrel”

by Petru Dumitriu (Foreign Languages Pub-

lishing House, Bucharest); “Prague”, “Mozart in Prague” (Orbis, Prague); “Heart of a Friend” by E.
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(Foreign Languages Publishing House, Moscow).
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“Labour in Transition” by John Burton.

Wicked and the Fair” by H. Drake-Brockman.
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