








































































































turn away from its current possibilities will
simply have the effect of hindering progress
in the field of cultural exchange and that
must be a matter of the utmost regret.

And then the bridge of language must
carry a two-way traflic. It is of no little im-
portance that our own writing should be
transported abroad. For that purpose we
must have many competent translators—as a
rule, the literary works in any language are
best translated by writers born to that
language. Here, again, English must make
the bridge, virtually the only available
bridge, for the interim period, a period
stretching well into the decades ahead.

A melancholy bane threatens our literary
endeavour—it may loosely be called insu-
larity. Insularity of the whole as also of the
parts—islands within islands, a narrow circle
of chauvinism within the orbit of a wider
circle. Out of this bane comes complacency,
a rot that eats up progress. It is a matter of
prudence to look upon this question with
clear eyes and analyse our inmost feelings
even if that may hurt. I shall give an illus-
tration of the thing I have in mind. It was
claimed recently by a distinguished critic in
a certain Indian language that translations of
Rabindranath Tagore in that language were
an improvement of the original. Oddly
enough, that critic had not even read Tagore
in the original--he had no knowledge of
"Bengali, the language in which Tagore wrote.
Yet he had to make that curious claim. He
made it, I am inclined to think, in all sin-
cerity; he must have actually felt that Tagore
had been improved upon in the translation
in question. It is, however, the kind of sin-
cerity that once made an Englishman claim
in all seriousness that God Himself was
British!

A glance at our book review columns re-
veals the surprising fact that almost every day
some creation of supreme genius appears in
the Indian literary field. In terms of ecstasy
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one language outdoes another in blowing up
its products and adding stature to its host of
authors. Such eulogy carries conviction to
the authors concerned—human nature must
have its way—and the resultant self-satisfac-
tion does them no good whatsoever. It is bad
enough to speak of an author as sahiya-
Samrat—Emperor of letters—and the situa-
tion deteriorates visibly when there appear
rival claimants to the title, each backed by
an array of faithful followers. To correct this
critical imbalance and distortion of perspec-
tive we need the closest possible contact with
world literary achievements. To that contact
has to be ascribed such epithets as the
Thomas Hardy of India or the Chekov of
Bengal.

Isolation from currents of thought from
beyond our shores—and this is bound to hap-
pen if we give up English as an instrument
of communication—will surely hamper our
creative growth. We are introverts by tem-
perament, and as such we are prone to shut
our eyes to prevailing social realities. Fur-
ther, we still carry on old inheritances—
Grandma’s fairy tale. The simplicity of that
tale has become lost in a maze of motivation,
a complex of reactions, for there is a new
intellectualism, even if it is often just a
veneer. So it is that the Prince of the fairy
tale, being no longer honestly two-dimen-
sional, an accepted myth or romance, struts
as a down-to-earth person propelled by his
Unconscious. Romance blending with natu-
ralism makes a hybrid. It is this hybrid that
has to be recast into reality—that is one es-
sential aspect of our present-day creative
striving. A like striving has marked other
literatures of the world in their march to
progress. Here is a chance for us to gain
enrichment from the great mass of world ex-
perience.

We are, admittedly, getting out of the grip
of escapism. Yet there is no general accept-
ance of ethical values. The creative writer’s
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final business is to reveal truth—mnot in cold
statements of dogma but in terms of life. He
has no reason, therefore, to fear the ethical
values. All he must fear is the wrong mode
of their projection. Art must teach, though
only unobtrusively, by its vivid interpretation
of life. Art must preach, though only by
virtue of its being a vehicle of truth.

Yet a writer with purpose, ethical purpose,
is often called tendentious. He may have de-
nounced injustice and oppression; he may
have demanded his people’s freedom; he may
have pleaded for the universal brotherhood
of man. In all such instances he has been
called tendentious. The creative writer can
well afford to wear that label. The real
danger in the so-called tendentiousness is the
lack of technical equipment. And it will be
an incalculable loss to us if we fail to avail
ourselves of this equipment so highly de-
veloped abroad.

Here, in technique, is the key to univers-
ality, a wvirtue that alone can give world
stature to India’s creative work., It is not
enough to be just regional in the best sense
of the word—to depict characters and their
speech as well as motives with photostat and
tape-recorder accuracy. Certain inward real-
ities and nuances of feeling that transcend

all barriers of regional conditions, coupled
with an idea content that is valid anywhere,
are necessary conditions in the making of
characters fit to excite universal response.

I shall finally prod into a beehive again.
There has been a great deal of opposition, in
India, lately, to our writers using English as
their medium of expression. The opposition
has sometime been implied rather than stated
in words. Such English writing, even when
acknowledged by the topmost foreign critics
as a valued contribution to English literature
itself, has been declared in this country as of
no vital use—again by implication, I repeat,
not in plain language. The assessors of liter-
ary worth in such instances suffer from a
confusion of values. Yet, would they assail
Rabindranath Tagore for writing the English
Gitanjali, which is as much an original
creation in English as a translation? The fact
remains, and it is an inhibitive factor, that it
is far more difficalt to write creatively in a
foreign language than in one’s own; however,
the principle will have to be conceded and
afirmed that a writer has complete freedom
to express himself in whatever medium of
language he likes. Creative writing must be
rid of every kind of fetters, and not the least,
the clamorous demand for linguistic affilia-
tion.
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Grinding the
freedom axe

stLas TiMBERMAN, by Howard
Fast (London: The Bodley Head,
1955).

FAITHFUL ARE THE WOUNDS, b}f
May Sarton (London: Gollancz,
1955).

A crrric should always make his
position clear, The problem fac-
ing every reader of a reviewer's
comments is “What axe has he to
grind?” My particular axe is a
firm determination that academic
freedom is worth all the risk such
freedom must entail. Therefore
my position with regard to these
two books is that of an avowed
partisan. Now for the hooks them-
selves.

Silus  Timberman by Howard
Fast is the story of a professor of
English Literature, who hbecame
entangled in the ‘witch hunt’
which swept the United States
some years ago. This, fortunately,
seems to be subsiding once more,
leaving a number of victims in its
wake. On the credit side is the
stiffening of the moral fibre of
those who refused to be stamped-
ed and are being proved right. I
mention the United States, but of
course the disease was an inter-
national one.

For example, at one stage Tim-
berman says “I no more than men-
tion the word communist and
there’s danger—and my wife is
afraid and looks to see whether
anyone can overhear me.” I had
a similar experience in Perth about
four years ago. I was speaking to
a friend and made some uncompli-
mentary remarks about communist
policy on a certain matter. He
whispered in alarm. Even to say
the word was dangerous for him.
Some person might hear the for-
bidden name and think the worst.

Silas Timberman, unable to be-
lieve that the American ideal he
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had built was tumbling into ruins,
refuses to seek the protection of
the Fifth Amendment and gives
testimony, denying his member-
ship of the Communist Party when
being questioned by a Senate
Committee. It takes little im-
agination to guess the model for
the Senator in charge of the Com-
mittee.

The story unfolds with the in-
evitability of a Greek tragedy. An
instructor in his own Department,
an informer named Bob Allen,
gives perjured evidence and Silas
Timberman ends up in jail. For
good measure all his friends have

lost their jobs, his child is par-
tially blinded by fHying glass from
a window broken by a hooligan’s
stone {shades of Professor Orr and
his broken window).

Although one cannot feel this is
great writing, it is skilful, con-
vincing reportage and brings a
sense of urgency to the problems
facing intellectuals everywhere.
Only in the portrayal of Bob Allen
does one fee! uncertain. The in-
former, whether paid in cash or
in promotion, is a loathsome
creature. One could hardly im-
agine Bob Allen willing to pay the
price of complete ostracism which
would surely follow his perjury.
This could have been more skil-
fully handled as a process of
rationalisation, leading Allen to
believe that the ‘innocent” remarks
and friendly meetings concealed a
deep Communist purpose. Such

rationalisation is easy to most of
us.

Faithful are the Wounds by
May Sarton, while dealing with a
somewhat similar topic, treats it
in a completely different manner,
Howard Fast does not probe
deeply into motives, but argues on
an intellectual level. May Sarton
is interested in the emotions as
deeply as in the intellect. Tt is the
depth of feeling in a person which
is 1o her the vital matter. Her
professor, Edward Cavan, grows
up loving his mother deeply and
hating his father, in typical
fashion. A fairly normal pattern,
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it would appear, for his generation.
From this springs much of the
difficulty of his life. The very in-
tensity of his desire for moral
certainty estranges him from his
friends until he finds relief in
suicide,

May Sarton underlines the di-
lemma of the radical, retreating
from the certainties of the pre-war
era and faced with the problem
of compromise. The facts are in-
escapable. There is no black and
no white. Cavan is unable to make
this retreat from his firmly held
conviction. Finally, however, by
virtue of his death he performs
the same function as does Silas
Timberman in going to jail. He
strengthens the convictions of the
waverers, and his epitaph comes
some five years later when one of
his students tentatively takes up
his mantle. Perhaps even more is
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he vindicated when his old friend
Professor Damon, whose ‘hetrayal’
helped to precipitate the suicide,
testifying before another Senate
Comunittee, says:

I have come to the conclusion that
although Edward Cavan may have
been wrong in his belief that
Communists and Socialists could
and should work together, in the
essence of his belief he was right
and many of us were wrong. That
belief was that the intellectual
must stand on the frontier of free-
dom of thought, especially in such
times as these when that fronticr
is being narrowed down every
day. He feared—and we know
how rightly—the increasing apathy
and retreat of the American people
before such encroachments of fun-
damental civil rights as are repre-
sented by this Committee.

We can be thankful that in fol-
lowing the British tradition we
have never committed the folly of
destroying these liberties, even
though we may have been tempt-
ed to do so. Certainly it is en-
couraging to know that books such
as these may not have been writ-
ten in vain. In some small way
they have probably contributed to
the more sane outlook spreading
in America, at least as far as one
can judge from the information
available to us.

Finally, enthusiasm for the prin-
ciples extolled must not blind us
to the fact that neither book suc-
ceeds in the wider aspects of
literary craftsmanship. The people
never achieve real solidity, being
puppets only, dancing to the poli-
tical theme. Yet despite this weak-
ness neither book is to be ignored.
Far even though the danger secins
to have passed. it is important to
have these basic principles clari-
fied. Not only clarified, but also
reinforced by the emotions. It is
in this field such novels are essen-
tal.

VINCENT SERVENTY.
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Treasure from
Nlan Marshall

HOW's ANDY GoiNGg? by Alan
Marshall (Melbourne: Cheshire’s
for the Australasian Book Society,
1956 ).

It 15 veEry gratifying to note the
high standard of Australian book
production, as exemplified by Alan
Marshall's new collection of short
stories, How's Andy Geing? Neat
typography, excellent black-and-
white vignettes by R. G. Edwards,
and a striking dust-jacket—all help
to set off the contents.

And what stories they arel Not
literary writings of the “art for
art’s sake” school, hut stories
which deal with life and are al-
ways in contact with it. For Alan
Marshall writes of things he has
experienced  or  witnessed,  of
people he has known; not of some
romantic dream world, inhabited
by unreal characters.

Character sketches, bush yamns,
tall tales and retellings of Aborigi-
nal legends are all in this current
anthology. Many of them are re-
prints, but much new material
supplements these old favourites.

“How’s Andy Going?”, the story
which gives the volume its title, is
one of the outstanding offerings.

In it the author relates how he
and his mate, Joe, become caught
up in the excitement of a bush
town’s annual sports day.

Since neither Joe nor the author
(who has been crippled by polio)
has any running ability, they de-
cide to hold their own competi-
tion, the “crawling championship
of the world” But Joe has a
young brother to look after, a duty
he regards with annoyance.

How all this works out to a de-
lightful ending is a fascinating
and compelling tale. We find
comedy, but also the nostalgia, the
gentleness, the bravado of boy-
hood, evoked by the writer's sym-
pathetic and sensitive pen.

Other stories of childhood in-

clude “Tell Us About the Turkey,
Jo”, and “Mary, Do You Know
What?”, two sketches that tell us
more about child psychology than
any text book, and yet with a de-
licacy, charm, and understanding
of children that few can match.

Animals form the subjects of
several stories in this volume.
“The Grey Kangaroo,” “Blow Car-
son, I Say,” “The Gentleman” and
“The Donkey” all show a love for
animals, and an empathy with
them.

But it is in two poignant stories
with similar themes, “The Singing
of the Sun” and “My Bird,” that
this bond with nature is best
shown. The former depicts a re-
turned soldier during a hunt for
ducks, while a game-inspector on
the opening day of ‘the duck sea-
son’ provides the subject for the
latter. Both express a repugnance
of killing, and a keen feeling for
the hunted prey.

Careful and accurate observa-
tion of life is evident in a story
such as “Street Scene at Midday.”
The attention to detail and the
masterly portrayal of characters,
who act and speak like veal
people, girie vividness and reality.

“Cardiac” shows another scene
from life—this time life in a hos-
pital on Melbourne Cup day,
evoking the atmosphere of this oc-
casion by its perception and fresh
insight.

Alan Marshall’s lucid prose con-
tributes to the effectiveness of
these stories. His colloguial style
does not labour or use superfluous
words and images. Often an
idiomatic phrase (used as a title)
is skilfully woven into the story
as a focal point for the theme.

The tragic and the comic, the
town and the citv—indeed life in
its manifold moods and aspects—
is present in this volume. And per-
vading it all is the author’s
abounding love: the love of hu-
manity and the love of his land.

Joux YOCKLUNN,
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Three editors -
one magasine

AUSTRALIAN LETTERS, a quarterly
of Australian writing and eriticism
{ Adelaide, Junc 1957).
“Lrterany magazines are not de-
signed so much for the ‘man of
general culture’ as for a group of
writers and readers with common,
‘advanced” sympathies,” says John
Tregenza in his article on Austra-
lian literary magazines. How then
does the first issue of Awstralian
Letters, edited by Brvn Davies,
Geoffrey Dutton and Max Harris,
illustrate this generalisation? On
one issue it is rather difficult to
judge, especially since there is no
editorial statement to define an at-
titude. Generally, however, the
magazine seems to be broadmind-
ed, biased in favour of poetry
(which necessarily limits its read-
crs). As yet no short stories have
appeared to balance the poetry;
neither are there any original illus-
trations or sketches.

The articles themselves are in-
teresting, for they provide clues
to editorial policy. Firstly we have
“A £10 Cellar,” presumably writ-
ten by an editor who, in spite of
his protests, is a wine snob. He
would like to sce a wine cult es-
tablished in Australia similar to
that practised in France. He would
like AviiweVars to be able to say
casually: “Coonawarra is a case in
point of a district which produces
a dry red with a firm character
peculiarly its own.”

John  Tregenza’s  “Australian
Literary Magazines” is the first
half of an article, and though in-
complete, makes  very  pertinent
remarks about the role of literary
magazines in expressing trends in
Australian literature. Remarks like
“Writers have had the task of
creating a mature and  distinetive
literature in a community only too
ready to let slip all mental en-
deavour and bask in the sun”
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could well be the unprofessed be-
lef of Australian Letters. All in
all, a bold, well informed article,
intelligently written.

The “Controversy” is one of the
principal features of the magazine.
Designed by the editors to create
an atmosphere of criticism of
poetry, it is not really very suc-
cessful. Few poets responded to
the questionnaire {on the merits
and defects of Australian poetry)
with any honest, careful criticism.
Many, like Ray Campbell, Ken-
neth Slessor, Douglas Stewart and
Vance Palmer, merely abused and
belittled English ‘critics~—though
perhaps with some justification.
More considered views were given
by Dr. J. I. Bray. Briefly, he says
that “gawky nationalism . . .tends
to overvalue theme at the expense
of form;” that Australian poetry
is unpolished; that criticism of it
should be restricted to the poetry
itself and not to the poet and
scene; and that Awvstralian poets
“should not write poctry about
Australia, but simply that they
should write poetry.”

The poctry itself is modern in
style and theme. David Camp-
bell's “Strangers” is  fluent and
poignant, composed  with  more
than a sidelong glance at T. S.
Eliot, “The Infanta Betrayed” of
Randelph  Stow is a  Dbeautifully
formed poem, rich in symbols and
delicately veiled.  Ray  Mathew's
poem is good fun but rather senti-
mental and superficial. More sub-
dued is Chris Wallace Crabbe’s
poem  “Suburban  Piece,” which,
though cynical, rough and a little
disjointed, shows power and in-
sight.  “The Dogman” of Robert
Clark is  rather artificial and
stretches the image too far, while
John Philips” “Mathematicians and
Toreadors”  seems  incoherent,
though polished.

Only the reviews remain. That
of Dr. A. Grenfell-Price is
specialised and scholarly; that of

Bryn Davies on Coast to Coast
is analytical, constructive and pep-
pery. Max Harris’ review on
Australian Poetry, 1956 is witty,
but rather too flippantly authori-
tative with comments too general-
ised and panoramic to convince us
that “the art of criticism [was]
being effectively and  honestly
practised in Australia.” Reviews of
recordings are a welcome feature,
especially since they are well-
informed and well-written,

On the whole then, Australiun
Letters offers us intelligent com-
ments and a large, well-balanced
diel of poeftry. The idea of en-
couraging competent literary
criticism is a valuable one, even
if it is difficult to achieve. But
what worries me is the Bulletin
(1890) type article on Bill Harney
and the ‘future projects.” Let’s not
have mere sentimental photo-
graphs  of Australian life, but
Leonardo da Vinci portraits.

WaARwWICK WILSON.

The Wicked
and the Fair

THE WICKED AND THE ¥AIR, by H.
Drake-Brockman (Sydney: Angus
and Robertson, 1957).

Tue prINCIPAL cvenls of this story
are alrcady well known to histori-
ans. In the vear 1629 the outward
bound Dutch ship Batavia, under
the command of Francisco Pel-
sacrt, was wrecked on a reef in
Houtman’s Abrolhos Islands, some
fifty miles off the west coast of

" Western Australia. Pelsaert and a

few of his companions managed to
reach Batavia in one of the ship’s
boats, and returned to rescue the
survivors, only to find that most
of the hundred or so left behind
had butchered one another, Retri-
bution came quickly for some of
the murderers who still lived, more
tediously for the others. Most of
the Batavia’s valuable cargo of
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coin and jewellery was recovered,
and the innocent eventually reach-
ed their destination in the Dutch
East Indies.

By making skiltul use of Pel-
saert’s journal and other contem-
porary records, and by adroitly in-
fusing an atmosphere of suspense
and terror, the author has extend-
ed the story into an hormific saga
of some 380 pages; und there
could surely be few readers who
would return the book to its shelf
with the complaint that they had
not had a truly satisfying surfeit
of the most loathsome and disgust-
ing acts of mankind towards one
another, Indeed, the main ingredi-
ents of this novel are all too ob-
vious, even as the author early
‘warms to her task of creating a
situation of impending mutiny
during the long eastward run from
the Cape of Good Hope. Divided
control on board, a commander
uncertain of his authority, the lust
for power and wealth among the
idle on the lower deck, and the
imminent seduction or rape of
several of the women, all go far
to sustain the tale until the un-
fortunate Bafavia founders on the
unchartered rocks of the Abrolhos.
From that time onwards, few of
the gory details of inhumanity in
the ensuing orgy of crime are
omitted,

Much of the action in the novel
is seen through the eyes of the
beautiful Lucretia Jansz, who was
on her way to join her husband
until fate intervened and she found
herself first the coveted object of
lustful soldiers and sailors, and
then the ravished mistress of the
arch-criminal among the destroy-
ers, the Under-Merchant Jeroni-
mus Cornelisz. The timely return
of Pelsaert to the scene of the
wreck saves her from even worse
humiliations, though had she
known earlier of her husband’s
death her lot might well have
been less distressing. For even the
lovely Lueretia had sinned against

WESTERLY

the code of her times in secretly

conceiving an  adulterous passion
for Pelsaert, and it also appears
that her body was not an alto-
gether unwilling object of Jeroni-
mus’  sensuous attentions.  Alas,
the remembrance of things past
and Pelsaert’s own timidity prevent
a happy consummation of a mu-
tual love on their return to civilisa-
tion.

Perhaps the most conspicuous
deficiency in the story is some
shining example of virtue and
decency. But alas, there is not a
single noble character between the
covers of the book. One by one

.the wicked and the fair fall by the

wayside, and even the Predikant’s
outspoken obsession with the right
and the good masks an inner soul
full of humbug and self-righteous-
ness. It is perhaps unfortunate
that this novel will be included in
future bibliographies of Austra-
lian fiction, but there is some con-
solation in the realisation that its
story has only an infinitesimal
relevance to the study of Austra-
lian history.

', K. CROWLEY.

From Crown Jewel
to Coca=Cola

RUM AND COCA COLA, by Ralph de
Boissiere ( Melbourne: Australasian
Book Society, 1956).

RALPH DE BOISSIERE's new novel,
a sequel to his Crown Jewel, once
again covers a wide range of life
in the West Indies island of Trini-
dad.

This time, however, it is a
changed life—no longer is British
influence supreme as in the pre-
war years. Now American money
and influence have come to stay,
and with them a sharpened
struggle by the people of Trinidad
against repression of all kinds.

De Boissiere shows in Rum and
Coca Cola the vast changes that
take place in the space of a few

vears in the power of the former
ruling bureancracy of Trinidad,
when the Americans are granted
almost extra-territorial rights on
the Island. At the same time, we
are shown the growth of the
strength  and  influence of the
people of Trinidad, also brought
about by the advent of the Ameri-
cans, with whom comes for the
first time in many vears a chance
of employment and higher wages
that has not been known before.

With the Americans, too, come
new corrupting influences. The
Calypso, formerly a reflection of
the topical day by day struggles
of the working people, now
changes to a slavish adoration of
the Americans.

Against  this  background, de
Boissiere re-introduces Cassie and
Ben le Maitre, whose earlier life
and  struggles were related in
Crown Jewel. Now both are older
and each changed: Cassie is a
responsible leader of the Workers’
Welfare Party during the absence
of Ben, imprisoned (as was re-
lated in Crown Jewel) for his
leading part in the strike at the
Fyzabad oilfields in 1937. He too
has changed when he comes out
of prison, and their overcoming of
the problem of possible imprison-
ment and separation, despite their
love, is settled after hoth are in-
terned.

Andre de Coudray, the son of
an old Creole family, whose de-
velopment we saw also in Crown
Jewel, appears in Rum and Coca
Cola. In him we see a triumph of
principle over expediency—should
he give up his political ideas to
save his job?  Andre decides
against it, and because of his poli-
tical work has to spend some time
in prison. His wife Elena, too,
develops in Rum and Coca Colua
from a frightened, religious and
shy woman into a new, politically
conscious personality, taking over
her husband’s political tutoring
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work when he is imprisoned, but
still maintaining her belief in God.

Into Rum and Coca Cola, Ralph
de Boissiere introduces the Good-
man family: the lovely Indra, her
slovenly Indian mother and her
garrulous Negro father, Councillor
Arty Goodman. Indra, despite her
love for a Negro worker, Fred
Collingwood, is captivated by an
American boarder in her home
and marries him. Unknown to her,
Wal Brown already has a wife
back home, and after eight months
deserts her. After this, we see
Indra’s struggle to regain her self-
respect and the love of Fred Col-
lingwood.

As well as these leading charac-
ters, there is Mopsy, the little
prostitute  whose various affairs
with Americans bring her Afirstly
wealth, and later madness; there
is Miss Henny, Indra’s old Negro
grandmother, earning her living
by telling fortunes; Charlie,
Sammy, and a host of others pro-
vide a broad picture of the lives
and  struggles of the working
people. And there are the Ameri-
cans: soldiers and businessmen,
some rascally, others not so bad,
and all thumbing their noses at
the British “rulers” of the Island.

While De Boissiere’s coverage
of life and human struggle is ad-
mirable, there is a tendency to
sectionalise the story somewhat, so
that Mopsy, for example, who is
working at one stage with Elena
de Coudray’s mother, Mrs. Hen-
riques, is not even mentioned by
that lady on her frequent visits to
her daughter.

Overall, however, the image of
the unglamorous, even crude, life
of the people of Trinidad, far re-
moved from the pictures presented
in the glossy magazines, is one
which de Boissiere knows and
has treated well in Rum and Coca
Cola, and out of the book comes
the picture of a new people being
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welded together in their fight for
national independene and freedom
from exploitation.

G. A. Davis.

China shows
moral enthusiasm

REPORT ON CHINA by members of
the Australian Cultural Delega-
tion, May-June 1956 (Sydney:
Australia-China  Society, New
South Wales Branch, 1956).

In May of last year a group of
Australians, men of science, learn-
ing and the arts, went to China
to see what life is like in a society
undergoing a planned economic
revolution,  The  Australia-China
Society arranged the trip on the
invitation of the Chinese People’s
Association for Cultural Relations
with Foreign Countries, and is to
be congratulated for the attractive
and enlightening way in which
they have presented the individual
reports of the delegates.

Most of the visitors comment on
the rapidly changing scene in
town and countryside, and on the
spirit of “moral enthusiasm”™ and
eager enquiry among the people,
from university cities to villages
far inland. Some asked themselves
how such a spirit can exist where
there is so much Government
planning and leadership. From
the vignettes of social life which
the Report records, one gets the
impression that central planning is
not limiting or obstructing indivi-
dual endeavour, but broadening
it; and that this economic revolu-
tion has the promise of a cultural
renaissance.

When a small group of peasants
plant a few trees for themselves
on an eroded hillside they are part
of a nation-wide reafforestation
programme without bureaucracy.
An archaeologist goes along with
the technicians to the new con-

struction site. A designer finds
creative work in the porcelain in-
dustry. The culture and handi-
crafts of a remote province be-
come part of the national cultural
heritage. And in the universities
there were men—non-Communists
—who spoke of freedom and op-
portunity denied them under the
authoritarian rule of Chiang Kai-
shek.

1t looks as if the Chinese Gov-
ernment’s cultural programme is
not a propaganda stunt but genu-
inely concerned with what the in-
dividnal has to offer, and that an
effort is being made to ensure that
culture and education are not to
be sacrificed for the sake of ma-
terial advancement,

Yet if China is not speltbound
by propaganda from above, how
can one explain the widespread
similarity of outlook which most
of the delegates encountered? For
all the vigour of controversy on
detail, they found widespread un-
animity on fundamental issues. In
our own society this would cer-
tainly cause some misgivings about
the degree of real freedom of
thought and expression, but it is
possible that as the organisation of
industry and agriculture there dif-
fers from our own, so do some
of the patterns of thought. Where
the framework of social organisa-
tion is along co-operative, not
competitive lines, and the interest
of individual and group do in fact
coincide, such unanimity must
spring from the material facts, and
indeed could not arise from mere
indoctrination.

One delegate who fears the pos-
sibility of indoctrination, and an-
other who thinks that the Chinese
people are neither blindfolded nor
suppressed, both stress the point
that nothing is to be gained by
the present barriers between China
and Australia.
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