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viewpoint
W H A T JUSTIFICATION is there for the existence of

universities in modern society? It is surely the spirit
of free and independent enquiry. This has not only
provided inspiration for universities, bvit has also
served as a rallying point to resist any sectional
control, political or otherwise.

nn the
of

armnur
intetieet

If Australian universities allow their spiritual motivation to wane not only will they deserve to lose
their independence, but they will be without the
armour which hitherto has protected them.
Although Australian academics may have recognised the grave issues involved in the Orr case, now
a cause celehre, their awareness was not reflected in
their actions. The material support afforded Professor
Orr by his colleagues throughout Australia was both
too little and too late. The irony of the situation is
that these very people now deplore Professor Orr's
action in selling his memoirs to the tabloid press to
finance his appeal to the High Court. A moment's
reflection would convince anyone that the sensational
treatment given to the whole case, as well as to these
memoirs, could not possibly have the approval of Professor Orr himself.
Those who have followed the case and the history
of legal appeals in Australia beUeve that an appeal to
the Privy Council would hold real hope of success for
Professor Orr. He has shown himself to be a man of
spirit. There is scope for Australia's universities to
achieve spiritual rehabilitation through wholehearted
support in taking the case to the Privy Council.
The vital principle involved is too often obscured
by personal factors, presumably to the great joy of the
Council of the University of Tasmania. It has been
admitted that evidence against Professor Orr was
sought and collected due to his criticism of the University administration. It is well to remember that
the main issue in Tasmania was the freedom of universities in the spirit of open and independent
enquiry.
T H E RESULTS and recommendations of government
investigations are rarely put into effect. Thus ProWESTERLY

fessor Orr found that although the Royal Commission
on the University of Tasmania vindicated his criticisms, the recommended dissolution of the University
Council did not take place, and the very people he
had criticised were left in a position to "coUect evidence" and exercise their authority against him.
It seems likely, however, that one government
investigation which will have its findings implemented
is the Commonwealth Committee of Enquiry into
Universities. Moreover, it is probable that the result
will be a drastic change in the nature and composition
of tlie university body in Australia. There has been
pressure for some time from various influential quarters for the emphasis of higher education to be placed
on technology. The terms of reference of the Commonwealth Committee mention financial needs, and
stress "the extension and co-ordination of university
facilities, and technological education at university
level." In view of this those academics who cherish
hopes of all-round financial endowments may well be
disappointed and find universities metamorphosed into
civil service institutions to supply industry with compliant mass-produced specialists.
Another of the Committee's terms of reference is
the innocent-seeming section on "the role of the university in the community". We should beware of any
conclusion that it is the university's destiny to serve
industry, unless we know the role of industry in the
community. One leading exponent of technological
education, a Professor of Management at an American
imiversity, had this to say: ". . . it is only through
scientific research and development that our military
pre-eminence may be attained and maintained. . . .
Next to our military needs, the war production of the
greatest significance is that of peacetime productivity
itself." Clearly it is intended that universities should
fulfil the demands of industry, and only die gullible
will beheve that industry promotes either "war production" or "peacetime productivity" as an act of
benevolence and charity.
In short, unless the university body can show
that all its limbs are alive and functioning, it may
well find itself misshapen and ill-proportioned through
the stimulus of some of them at the expense of
WESTERLY

others. To show itself alive to the issues involved in
the present enquiry is an important and urgent way
for the academic body to demonstrate its vitahty.

IN THE BROADEST SENSE universities should, of course,
serve the interests of the community of which they
are part. This they can best do in the realms of the
mind, and when they fail to do so, and become effete,
enemies of university independence are provided with
a ready-made weapon.
Some disturbing signs of intellectual decline can
be found in the study of English Literature in Australian universities. It seems that too much emphasis
is placed upon literary origins and derivations, so
that writers with a university background tend to
create literature which draws its inspiration from
other, usually overseas, literature, disdaining as "unsophisticated" the actualities of the local scene.
Until recently tliis trend was confined to the writing of esoteric and obscure poetry, usually for a
coterie of readers. Now, however, the trend seems
to be gathering strength, with learned attacks on
non-university writers who happen to emphasise the
Australian environment.
The arguments of such
critics, who stress "universality," ignore the fact that
Shakespeare was essentially English, Moliere unmistakably French, Tolstoi Russian—one could extend
the list of universal writers whose greatness originated in their treatment of their own environment.
Professor Marcus Oliphant recently remarked: "On
my return to Australia after nearly twenty-five years
abroad, I have been amazed to find that the truly
Australian problems attract few in the universities."
Professor Oliphant went on to enumerate biology,
astronomy, hydrology and other sciences, but he
might well have included the arts and humanities.
Unless the universities are able to come to grips
with the Australian environment with its manifold
problems and scope for intellectual development on
all levels they may well forfeit their place in the
community.

SUNDAY
MORNING
by
E. Lewis-Henry

T

ED! SYD! Where th'hell are those two?"
We were outside the front gate when Dad
roared from the back of the house. We
Uved in a First World War soldiers' settlement home in a suburb of Melbourne.

Syd was ten and a year younger than me.
His hair—Hke mine—stood like a tuft of
straw stuck on his head. But his eyes were
different. His were brown, dilated with fear
at the moment. His large eyes emphasised
thei thinness of his face.
He grabbed Tony Scalman's Daisy air rifle.
Tony saw but did not object. He was an
unselfish lad whose parents spoke different
to our Mum and Dad.
"Give it back tomorrer," called Syd and
rushed through the wire gate, along the white
path and right slap into Dad as he turned
the corner.
Dad was an easy man to anger. The shock
of the collision could hardly be said to improve his temper.
"What th'hell—get inside and have a bath.
Water's in the trough."
The old tin bath was rusted beyond useful-

ness, consequently the wash-troughs substituted. As we scuttled around him like a
couple of neurotic rabbits, he bawled:
"What th'hell's that you've got there?" and
snatched at Tony's air rifle. But Syd refused
to loosen his grip.
"It's Tony's. He loaned it to me. . . " Syd
whined.
"Loaned it be damned! Stole it, that's it.
Now take it back where you got it from."
Syd's legs were reluctant.
"But Dad, he did loan it to me," he complained, querulously.
"Don't answer back!" Dad lurfched for
Syd, who sprinted, squealing in anticipation
of the flying boot which in this instance did
not connect.
Poor Syd! He was not a thief—not this
time, anyway. He was no more a thief than
me or any other child. But Dad had an obsession that anything unfamiliar which he
found us with was stolen.
By now we were shrewd enough to keep
anything stolen out of his sight. But did he
realize that? No. Even the time Mum bought
us a beaut book each about the Australian
outback—a classic. Mum said—he accused us
of stealing.
But Mum saved us. So he snarled at her,
"Shouldn't waste money. We can't afford
that trash. Food and clothes are hard enough
to get—more important . . . "
Mum was a fighter. Like a terrier nipping
at a Great Dane, she reminded him how he
wasted money.
"Out every Saturday and Sunday—don't
you think the neighbours know where you
go? Even the Vicar mentioned he saw you
catch the bus last Sunday." But that was
past. Still, the memory of how Mum fought
back then, and seeing Syd skulking, unjustly
warned to return the gun, I burst out in
WESTERLY

defence of Syd. Courage born of desperation, no doubt, in the face of injustice.
"He did. Dad. He did. Tony loaned it to
Syd 'til tomorrow."
Dad turned on me with eyes like blue
globes. I involuntarily stepped back as he
roared:
"You get in an' hav0 a wash!" T was completely demoralized.
After we had bathed in warm water, Dad
clumped into the washhouse.
"Stop splashing the water. Do you think
yer mother's got nothin' to do but clean up
after you?" Mum came in then to get some
potatoes from the box under the bench on
which v/as piled dirty clothes. From behind
Dad's broad back she smiled wanly and resignedly as if to encourage us through our
impending ordeal.
Dad was already filling the bucket with
cold water. Tve always thought that a bucket
of cold water spilled over one is a greater
shock than even a strong shower of cold
water. After all, the water from a shower
rose is dispersed, but from a bucket it hits
like liquid ice. That over, we were glad to
dress.
"Dunno why we have to go to church morning and night and Sunday school in the afternoons. Other kids don't." I was complaining
to Syd, oblivious of Dad's sudden appearance
through the bedroom door.
"'Cause you're in the choir, that's why."
I was taken aback for a moment, then I ventured a little shakily:
"Then—then why go to Sunday school?
We don't sing in the choir then . . . " That
crazy look of rage on father's face struck
dumb fear into my very soul. I could hardly
breathe. I relaxed a little when he spoke,
although he shouted angrily. He hated defiance, opposition.
WESTERLY

"'Cause I want you to grow up civilized
men. Some day you'll be grateful for the
moral education. God knows, there's dearth
of true Christian living in this world." I
couldn't ague with that.
Syd was crouched on the floor tying his
boots. Dad always insisted on boots and
nailed fantastically heavy soles on them. Did
not buy the leather, either. He would explain:
"To keep the damp out. Don't want a
chest like mine, do you. Son? Never been
right since I came back from France."
Syd stood abruptly. "You don't go," he accused, and dropped to a frightened crouch
again.
"Now, don't be cheeky, son. Don't be
cheeky. I've had enough. I've had enough.
Get ready or you'll be late"—as if we cared!
"What's the time?" He turned his huge
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balding head and yelled, "Rene! What's the
time?" Mum answered:
"Twenty to eleven." Without a word, Dad
rushed out of the room—to our great reliet
and clumped diminuendo along the passage.
"He'll put his coat on now. That's all 'e's
worrying about—getting away himself."
I balanced on one leg while waiting for
Syd to comb his hair. Mum bustled in, wiping her hands on her apron. I often wondered
why she took so much patient trouble with
those coloured flowers done in intricate
needlework when she always wiped wet or
doughy hands on them.
"It keeps my mind occupied waiting for
your father out after midnight so often," she
would answer, not always resigned. Indeed,
quite often resentful.
"You'd better go now, dears. He won't
leave before he sees you off." Syd and I exchanged glances. I grinned and when he
grinned I knew he was thinking what I was
thinking.
"Here—here's a penny each for the plate."
We walked down the street, speaking conspiratorily. We turned the corner. Instead
of going straight down to the next corner to
where the small, cheap-looking wooden
church was situated, we ducked into the confectioner's. We chewed caramels as we hurried down a lane.
It was a risk, but we agreed it was worth
it. Sometimes the Vicar visited the house.
Although Dad was a taciturn man, he and
the Vicar could talk and laugh for hours—
what about, I can not imagine, as there
seemed no two men with more divergent interests. Still, the Vicar was a clever and
well-read man and could converse indefinitely
at any time. Cheerful. We like him, too.
"There goes Dad now," Syd hissed.
Dad, tall, broad and straight, strode briskly
to where we knew he would catch the bus
WESTERLY

on the corner—a private bus for which no
charge was made if you were "known".

"What about your lessons? You'd better
learn them for this afternoon."

Allowing a prudent five minutes to elapse,
we walked contentedly home. To fool our
big, strong, husky Dad was indeed something.

"I know it," I answered, bored. Syd recited:
"Our father which art at the two-up . . . "
Mum spun on him in an instant, raising her
arms in alarm.
"You wicked boy!" Then her startled face
returned to its usual colour and she dropped
her arms resignedly.
P^or the moment there was a terrible,
deathly silence. Mum turned to the stove and
began removing a cake.

Mum heard us cross the uncovered floor
of the verandah-sleepout. She rushed to the
door.
"What are you two doing home already?"
We grinned and she understood without our
speaking a word.
"You bad boys." She shook her head reproachfully, then grinned. "What if your
father came home unexpectedly?"
"He won't!" we chorused, and laughed
loud at the unrehearsed duet. Mum turned
to the oven, asking:
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Edwin Hufabarat
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N THE Republic of Indonesia twenty-five
languages and about 250 dialects are
spoken. Each dialect represents to some
extent a separate culture. The Batak language
is spoken by the people living in the regencies
of Tapanuli and Eastern Sumatra (in northern Sumatra), numbering about two millions
in all. They comprise the linguistic subdivisions of Karo Simelungun, Toba, Angkola
and Mandailing. This article describes customs of the Batak Toba, which are almost
imknown outside their own number.

The Bataks live around Lake Toba and
most are Christians, although less than a
century ago they were cannibals. In 1854 two
American missionaries were killed and eaten
before they could start work amongst them.
In 1862 a German missionary named Nommensen arrived and was the first to be successful in making converts to Christianity.

BATAK

TOBA

INDONESIA

family >aame. Usually, but not always, the
name or the village is the family name.
In general, Indonesians do not regard the
family name as having very deep significance,
but the Batak Toba do. This significance is
connected with the marga system, which
governs all family relationships.
Under marga, a person is not allowed to
mention the names of his father, mother,
uncle, aunt, grandfather or grandmother. For
example, "Uncle Philip" would be simply
"uncle" to him. Older people, who have no
relation at all to the speaker, are referred to
as "father", "mother", "aunt" or "uncle" or,
if very old, as "grandfather", "grandmother".
People of the same age are referred to as
"brother in law" or "brother", "sister in law"
or sister .

The Bataks believe that the people living
in each village or group of villages spring
from the one ancestor, and so have the same

In a family, younger children do not mention the names of their older brothers or
sisters, but simply refer to them as "brother"
or "sister", although this does not apply in
the reverse case. However, this custom has
been relaxed in recent years.

Mr. Hutabarat, whose home is in Indonesia, is at present
studying in the Education Faculty of the University of Westem Australia.

A married woman speaks not of "my husWESTERLY

band" but of "the father who lives in my
house" or of "the father of my children". A
man speaks similarly of his wife, from the
reverse point of view, of course.
A married woman, whose eldest son's (or
daughter's) name is A, is called by her mother
in law (not her father in law), or by her sister,
or by other women to whom she is not related, as "nai A", which means "the mother
of A", and when her surname is, for example,
Tobing, she is called "boru Tobing—the
daughter of Tobing."
A man is very polite to his daughter in
law, and etiquette demands that they seldom
talk with each other.
A boy and girl of the same surname are
not allowed to marry each other. Under an
old custom a boy was expected to marry his
uncle's (mother's brother's) daughter, if there
was one. When a boy wants to marry, he
tells his mother. If his parents agree to his
choice, they inform close relatives of the
match. The boy's mother, with one or two
other women, then goes to the girl's parents
and tells them of her son's intention.
After an agreement has been reached between the two parties, the girl's parents buy
a pig and hold a feast. Relatives from both
sides are invited to this feast, where they
discuss how much the bridegroom-to-be
should pay the bride-to-be's family. If they
disagree as to the amount of money to be
paid, the marriage is cancelled. Usually when
this occurs, the boy and girl elope.
When agreement is reached, the parents
of the girl hold another feast where they discuss the wedding arrangements. A buffalo is
usually the main course, and it is killed and
cooked in the girl's house. The cooking is
done mostly by men. Not all the meat is
cooked. A part is put aside to be divided
among the families of both parties.
WESTERLY

Since tnost of the Bataks are Christians,
the wedding ceremony is held in church.
Half an hour before the couple leave the
bride's house the bridegroom, followed by
his parents and close relatives, arrives at the
bride's house. Then they walk to church, preceded by girls with vases of flowers, and followed by their friends, relatives and all the
village, usually over a thousand people.
After the wedding ceremony in the church
they walk back to the bride's house, where
food has been prepared for all. Then the
couple sit in front of the house and the
people shake hands with them and give
money as presents. After this, the relatives
sit in a circle and the parents distribute either
small amounts of money or small pieces of
meat as a symbol of esteem, an important
part of the proceedings.
When this is over, the couple leave the
girl's home and go to the boy's parents' house.
Before the girl leaves her parents she cries
and says that she does not want to go away.
Her parents persuade her to go. Sometimes
this takes a quarter of an hour. Meanwhile,
the boy's relatives shout to them from outside
to hurry up. Thd boy shakes hands with the
girl's parents, and the couple leave, taking
with them a mattress and two pillows.
The wedding arrangements illustrate the
principle of mutual help (gotong rojong)
which prevails throughout Indonesia. Before
the wedding takes place, the mother of the
boy and the mother of the girl, assisted by
several women, go to the houses of the guests
to tell them what they have to bring. Usually
it is rice, either cooked or uncooked.
Some time after the wedding the couple
visit the girl's parents' house and bring with
them food which will be eaten by the parents
and close relatives.
• All these functions are opened and closed
with a prayer.

w h e n sorneone dies, the church bells are
rung. A big bell is used for an adult and a
small one for a child.
When a person dies in hospital or anywhere else outside his house, his body is
brought home before being taken to the
cemetery. The body of a child is kept one
day or night at home, that of an adult longer.
Older people, especially those who are very
old, are kept two or three nights at home to
allow their families to pay their respects.
Loud lamentation, and reminiscences of
the departed, are part of the ceremony. A
relative who comes from far away cries out
very loudly his memories of the deceased
as soon as he gets into the village, or on the
dead man's lawn. Before the body is taken
to the burial place a service is held, including

hymns, prayers, and addresses from friends,
relatives, and so on. A close friend of the
dead man gives the story of his life. Then
the body is taken to the cemetery, followed
by the people. A big crowd is always present
at both wedding and burial ceremonies.
The Batak Toba are renowned toddy
drinkers. Nearly every village has its own
toddy (palm drink) shop. It might be compared with tlie Continental cafe, a small debating house, where the villagers go not to
drink, but to discuss the latest news. The
toddy shop has a couple of newspapers, so
the villagers know what is happening not
only at home but abroad. It is easy to tell
when the debate is getting hotter, for the
debaters then speak Indonesian, better adapted than the dialect to the expression of
political ideas.
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reconstruction, I think it is superb."
2 2 / 6 (post l i d . )

SELECTED ESSAYS—by WALTER MURDOCH,
This attractive v o l u m e contains more than
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teaves in the tvind .
Mary

Gilmore

Prizes

Former Western Australian writer Dorothy Hewett
received a double award in the 1957 Mary Gilmore
National Literary Competition, when two of her short
stories shared equal honours for first and second
prizes in the section for established writers. A similar
situation arose among the new writers, botli prizes
being awarded to Vera Deacon of New South Wales.
Among the special mentions in the first section was
W.A. writer Ben Kidd, a contributor to Westerly.
The competition was enthusiastically received, with
117 entries from all over Australia.
The third annual "Mary Gilmore Prize" is to be
awarded in 1958 for the best novel submitted. As
previously, the judges will prefer manuscripts which
deal with the life and aspirations of tlie Australian
people. Entries should reach the Secretary, Newcastle May Day Committee, Trades Hall, Newcastle,
on or before 1st March, 1958. Enquiries for details
of conditions should be sent to the same address.
The amount of the award is to be announced later.

Th(^ Fale of

Shaw

How many admirers of plays by George Bernard
Shaw know that since his death some of his most
successful works are not available for public performance? This has been the fate of Pygmalion since
the play was turned into a musical with the title
My Fair Lady when the rights were acquired by a
commercial management. Now Saint Joan has gone
die same way since die rights were sold to a Hollywood film producer. This means that these two plays
are out of circulation until it suits the directors of
the entertainment 'business'. Meantime London critics
claim that the fihri version of Saint Joan is not only
untrue historically, but also plays havoc with Shaw's
original, making it almost unrecognisable.

Australian

Encyclopaedia

Publication of The Australian Encyclopaedia is
planned for November of this year by the publishers,
Robertson & Mullens. This formidable work, under
the controlling editorship of Professor A. H. Chisholm, of Melbourne, will consist of ten volumes including the index and supplementary material, and
promises to become a permanent reference of great
value for every aspect of Australia and Australian
life.
WESTERLY

Asian

Writers

The second annual Conference of Asian Writers
is to be held later this year in Tashkent, the capital
of Uzbekistan, at the invitation of Madam Zulfia, an
Uzbek poet who was a delegate to last year's Conference in New Delhi. Elsewhere in this issue is an
article by Dr. Babhani Battacharya, which is the text
of an address delivered to the first, New Delhi, Conference.

East and

West

Sir Laurence Olivier and the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre Company aroused great enthusiasm in
Warsaw in ' June, appearing in Shakespeare's Titus
Andronicus. A special edition of five thousand copies
of the play in Polish rapidly sold out, while performances were crowded, with many standing. So
successful was the season, which included such performers as Vivien Leigh and Anthony Quayle, that
one of the performances was televised.
The noted German author, Arnold Zweig, has
been elected President of the German PEN Centre
East and West. He succeeds the famous dramatist,
Bertolt Brecht, who died in August last year on the
eve of his drama company's highly acclaimed visit
to Britain. Leading Gennan writers from both halves
of the country constitute the German PEN Centre
East and West, while another group exists made up
only of West German writers. Another curious outcome of the cold war.

A Word on

Books

Following the success of several anthologies
edited by the Canberra Branch of the Fellowship of
Australian Writers, Angus and Robertson have agreed
to publish a collection of work by members of the
Western Australian Branch. The book is expected to
appear next year, and royalties will be devoted to
the upkeep of Tom Collins House, the Fellowship's
headquarters in the State.
A very interesting series of pocket editions now
appearing in Australia is pubhshed in Germany.
They come from Panther Books of Leipzig and
feature—in English—both classical and contemporary
works from many countries. Titles included so far
are by authors ranging from Jane Austen, William
Morris and Nathaniel Hawthorne to Stefan Heym,
Howard Fast and the Indian WTiter, Mulk Raj Anand.
A welcome feature of the books is their very reasonable prices for literature of this type.

n

To Henry

Lawson

June 17 was the ninetieth birthday of Henry Lawson,
who holds a unique place in Australian Hterature. Now,
more than twenty years after his death, Lawson's name is
still in the news: two new collections of his works are to
be published soon for the first time; Angus & Robertson's
reprint of The Songs of a Sentimental Bloke by C. J. Dennis
includes the original foreword by Lawson; the topic set
by the University of W.A. for this year's Tom Colhns Prize
essay is "The Short Stories of Henry Lawson". In addition
reprints of standard anthologies of his works have recently
appeared. To mark the occasion of Lawson's ninetiedi
birthday we reprint on page 23 John Wheeler's poem To
Henry Lawson.
This poem was originally broadcast by the A.B.C. in
1949 to mark the twenty-seventh anniversary of Lawson's
death, the recital being given with special background
music composed by John AntiE. At the time Henry's
widow, Mrs, Bertha Lawson, said that John Wheeler's poem
was the finest tribute to her husband ever written.

Look out for

Outlook

Outlook is the name of a new bi-monthly magazine, pubhshed in Sydney and edited by Helen G.
Palmer. Describing itself as "an Austrahan Socialist
Review" the first issue contains articles on "Sociahsm
and civil liberties" and "Workers' self-management",
witli a review of Dr. Burton's Labour in Transition
together with an abridged version of the October
1956 speech by Polish Prime Minister Gomulka.
There are amusing, provocative and informative items
added, and an editorial statement pointing to the
need for an "independent journal available to bring
together in its columns tlie whole range of opinions
converging towards the aim of socialism in Australia."
Outlook sells for 2/6d., and is available from Box
368, P.O. Haymarket, Sydney.
Promised for the second issue are: a reply by Dr.
John Burton on Labour in Transition; discussion on
an Australian sociahst policy for the Aborigines; a
comment by two economists on John Strachey's Contemporary Capitalistn; "The Frontier Tradition in
America and Australia" by Russel Ward.

Musical

Overtures

In November two Australian musicians will fly to
Rumania to commence a concert tour of Eastern
Europe and the Soviet Union. They are violinist
Harry Hutchins, who is assistant leader of the Victorian Symphony Orchestra, and pianist Donald
Britton, music master at Melbourne Grammar School,
The tour will last until the end of May 1958, and
will be the first direct visit by Australian artists to
give performances in these countries.
Included in their repertoire will be music specially
written for the tour by Clive Douglas and Robert
Hughes, as well as recent works by Dorian le
Gallienne and Felix Werder. Harry Hutchins, who
has been given special leave by the Australian Broadcasting Commission to make the trip, is determined
to open the way for further tours by Australian artists
and to popularise Australian musical works in the
countries visited.

MAKE SUBE that you don't miss an issue of WESTERLY. If you are just a casual reader, or if
your subscription is about to expire, make certain of the next three issues by sending six
shilhngs for an annual subscription to; WESTEBLY, University, Nedlands, Western Australia.
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PUT CLODS UPON
HIS HEAD

EARCE WAITED in his dark classroom
for the mob that would come jostling up
the stairs when assembly was finished.
After only three weeks he had learned to
dread the forty boys who would soon be
wrestling at the door. Quietly he sang the
dirge which he chanted each morning on the
way from the station: 'It's the poor what
gets the worry, it's the poor what gets the
blame, it's the poor lands in the workhouse,
O ain't it a blooming shame.' Singing mournfully he moved among the rows placing two
books on each desk with the hope that they
would soothe the savage beasts.

presence. "Aw," one was saying, "the baldheaded usher down the Kinema's beaut. He
comes along and all he says is, 'Now boys,
give the girls some air.' Lorraine—yair, she
was there." Pearce stared at them. Hearing
their voices against the silence, they stopped,
turned and laughed when they realized they
had been overheard. The rest laughed, too.
They all know, thought Pearce, familiar before their time, all their talk and thought
preparation for the one thing, there's no innocence here. The double line waited for him
to assert authority. "Come in quietly," he
said. In they tramped, taking liberties under
the cover of numbers. Some were distracting
his attention by asking "Can I go round and
see the headmaster, sir?" or "I've left my book
in my locker," or "How are you, sir, are you
feehng well, did you have a good weekend?"
They stood by their seats, restless. A flatfaced, dark boy broke away from the group
in the far row and walked to the rostrum.

Bright voices from the door called, "Can
we come in, sir?"
"No," answered Pearce, still distributing
the books.
"Sir says we can come in," someone said
provocatively. The front pair started to push
in.
"No!" bellowed Pearce, halting the peasants' revolt. They jammed in the doorway
but quietened as he walked directly towards
them. He stood at the head of the line, arms
folded, but one pair talked on unaware of his

"Look what Carmody wrote on it, sir," he
said indignantly. Pearce bent over to read
the crude letters pencilled on the cover,
"Boyd is a poufter." Boyd looked puzzled
and aggrieved, but Pearce saw that his mates
were all tittering in expectation.
"Well, is it true or not, Boyd?" Pearce
asked loudly.
Amid his spluttery laughter he said "Aw,
sir," and retreated.
"You can all sit down," Pearce said, pleased with his victory. Boyd was retailing the

by
Desmond O'Grady

P
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comment to those about him, and Pearce told
the class to open the poetry books on their
desks at page nineteen, John Barleycorn. He
waited for them to settle down quietly.
"I can't read poetry if there's any noise."
"You, Laidlaw is it?"
"Ludlow, sir."
"1 don'fi care what you're called. Why are
you carrying on a war with the chap next to
you?"
"Oh, sir . . . " Ludlow's blue eyes looked
up and a friendly, hopeless grin livened his
pasty face. "Sir, he was calling my family
names."
"Look, Ludlow, I'm not interested in your
internecine strife. Fix that outside. Sit in
this front desk."
Ludlow shambled along the row and the
boy in the front desk slid into the adjoining
one: that started them all moving. Like a
trained team they glided from one seat to
another, eyeing him and his boring poetry,
interested only in the tactics he would adopt
to curb this. Pearce watched them from the
platform, noting how each reacted to the new
pattern of revolt; a suddenly heightened
sensibility rendered him impotent, for he
seemed preternaturally alive to the feelings
of each boy. He sympathised too well with
their distrust in his teaching ability; anyway,
he wasn't going to batter them into reading
poetry—it had its own value and if they
couldn't appreciate it that was their funeral.
He'd just have to bide his time until they
settled to await the next move and hope that
the headmaster would not look in at the noise
and berate him through abusing the boys.
They quietened and he held up his hand;
this was a new trick and it captured their
interest for a moment.
"All right, you've had your fun, now let's
get to work."
There was silence, even attention.
14

"O.K., now I'll again attempt to read this
poem and then I'll ask one of you to read it.
If they would only let him read it he was
confident they'd enjoy it.
He stepped down near the front row:
There was three kings into the East,
Three kings both great and high.
And they hae sworn a solemn oath,
John Barleycorn should die.

Already there was a murmur of talk. He
raised his voice to read over it.
They took a plough and ploughed him down,
Put clods upon his head,
And they hae sworn a solemn oath,
John Barleycorn was dead.

He quickly looked up; some were still following the poem and for these he read; the
others were impossible. There was a rising
level of noise like an engine warming up.
Some did not know he was still reading:
damned ignorant yokels, they'd be silent all
the way through a film or a comic. His voice
rose triumphantly at the end:
And may his great posterity
Ne'er fail in old Scotland!

"Hey, you!" he shouted, "yes you, son—
the chap with the book in front of his mouth."
Pearce pointed with his finger and half a
dozen boys enquiringly pointed to themselves
or to the boys beside them, while the boys
in front of the accused turned to leer at him.
He stared back at Pearce with enormous
brown eyes. Pearce tried to place the face,
that spaniel look of submission but also of
slyness. Was it the small boy who used to
live next door—Bobby? Same look, but he'd
be older . . .
"You've been talking, son, ever since I
started."
Still the hunched look and the rabbit eyes
of fear, eyes that have stared out danger for
years. Take him one way and he's resentful;
another way and he's a quiet spot.
"Have you any interest in your work?"
WESTERLY

silent now and he could hear his voice being
cast out into the void. He watched each one
trying to understand, the same words fitting
into different minds and outlooks, but the
words were so little against their set characters. Every one of them was practical, hard
on to the realities of life; they knew at twelve
what counted and it wasn't poetry; they were
after more solid stuff, all those withered
imaginations and souls hardened out of any
idealism. He heard himself talking of Australian ballads made around campfires and
he stopped. What could they understand of
all this? A godless technical school which
must rule out any manifestations of the spirit
as irrelevant, decorative . . . State education
is leucotonomy—he had that judgment inscribed on a scrap of paper at home.
"Griffin can yodel a campfire song," called
a voice from the back; "he's a hillbilly,"

No answer.
"I don't care if you're not interested, but
give the others a go."
Inconclusive enough, one way abuse. He
spoke to the class in general.
"Now why do you think this poet wrote
about a piece of barley as if it was a person?"
Oakley piped up, "Sir, because he wanted
to.
"True enough. You're a sharp one. But
why should he want to—what's the effect?"
"Sir, but it doesn't say any poet wrote it,
sir, but anonymous."
"Yes; well, poems originally weren't written out by a poet on paper, but were made
up, perhaps around a campfire." They were
WESTERLY

"We'll stick to the point, will we?" Pearce
invited. Others said "He's good."
GrJflSn was evidently the Mexican-looking
youth in the far corner.
"Better keep those talents for after hours,"
said Pearce genially, "we'll stick to the point
now. If there is anything you don't understand in that poem, put your hand up—or
anything you do understand, for that matter."
They had started to talk among themselves. How to head this off—^he stopped to
think, but nothing presented itself that was
not laughably an expedient. Get them writing—the noise was welling up worse than
ever,
"Sir, is the poem made up by a campfire?"
one bespectacled pupil asked holtingly.
Pearce's quick scorn for those slow of understanding rose in him.
"All along you must have realised it's a
Scotch poem-—anyone could pick that up."
A chorus of voices agreed—"How could
you be so stupid, Buckley?" they asked the
15

heavy-witted pupil, who buried his head in
his book; "can't you read straight?"
Pearce raised his voice above the din
again: "Is there anything you don't understand?"
There v/as not one question.
"All right, I'll read it for you once again."
"Oh sir!"
"Silence, son; and then I'll let you read it."
He launched into it again, straining his voice
to make it heard everywhere:
There was three kings into the East,
Three kings both great and high,
And they hae sworn a solemn oath,
John Barleycorn should die.
They took a plough

Jump, crash!—silence. He'd caught Ludlow
flicking ink at his recent persecutor. The
sight had filled Pearce with despair and anger
that poetry was ignored and he was ignored.
He jumped from the rostrum and caught the
round head smack behind the ear, perfectly
cupped in the upward sweep of his open
palm, and smashed it sideways. There was
a clap of silence, violence had broken over
their heads, force had conquered. Pearce felt
an access of power, dominance flowed
through him.
He stood over them: "I've stood enough
noise." His voice was many times too big
for the room. "Anyone else who gives trouble
will collect the same. I can deal with any
of you chaps; watch out once I start; I've
had about enough of your noise."
Someone grunted, but Pearce glared
around the class and they bowed their heads.
Ludlow gave a look of surprise and infinite,
comical reproach. His hand gently rubbed
the back of his head and his eyes swam, blue
fish in a red bowl.
Pearce sat on one of the desks and read
the poem amid silence—^without much expression and breathing carefully to control
his voice. He concluded and immediately
16

asked a boy to read the first two stanzas, then
switched to another for the next two; they
read dutifully, sing-song, without the least
expression.
"We'll have to abandon that; if you're
going to read poetry you have to do so as if
you meant it. Take this dictation, will you?"
There was a scratching in bags, a hasty ruling
of pages and squabbles over rulers.
"The poet calls the barley a person: this
makes the poem more dramatic and readable.
Poets often do this, talking about things as
if they were persons. This is called personification. Underline that word in red lead."
It sickened him to see how sedulously they
worked; he knew they didn't like the poem
or understand it. A red-headed youth waved
one arm in the air as he wrote.
"What do you want, son?"
"Sir, don't hit me on the head; my big
sister got mastoids like that and died."
He drew out the word mastoids in all its
ugliness.
"Yes, sir, you're not allowed . . . " another
complained. There were a few titters and
awakening assent. Pearce started off menacingly towards the yes-sir boy, who resumed
his writing. Pearce said he hoped that no one
else would be hit: there was no need for it
provided they did their work.
Ludlow was still looking at him from eyes
in which the net of blood thickened.
If this was the only thing they understood
they would get plenty of it. He would rule it
over them all right if they wanted to be
treated like animals: they had forced him to
these methods. The noise had started again,
creeping back, gaining strength.
"Is that finished, sir?" Buckley asked.
"O.K., rule off under that. Righto," he
said, "write down any four lines you like in
that poem and say why you like them."
There were groans and mutters.
WESTERLY

"Watch out, any chap who makes any
noise; you've got work to do, now do it."
Ludlow presented himself and asked could
he clean the blackboard. Pearce looked at
the stupid diffident face, the sagging) body.
"Have you done what you were told?"
"No, sir."
"What was that?"
"Read the poem, sir."

"You find out what you have to do and do
it before you ask to be allowed to do any
extra jobs like that." Ludlow slouched back
to his place.
Pearce could see himself through those
eyes occasionally looking up at him, a figure
of terrible power, chin supported by hand,
as he stared stonily with icy blue eyes beyond
his obedient class out into the sunlit world.

such is
DEMAND

AND

life!

SUPPLY

"A New York disc jockey . . . was annoyed because a bookseller told him that a certain
book could not exist because( it was. not on the publishers' Usts. This disc jockey called his
audience together that night and told them to campaign against the doctrine that things that
are not on lists are non-existent. He told them to ask booksellers for I, Libertine, by Frederick
Ewing. They did, and demand for the book increased. Frantic booksellers who had never
heard of it combed the world for copies, without avail. It became obvious that the book had
to be written, and so it was."—Book review, Melbourne Age.
BEWARE

THE

BOSS

"The wife is playing an increasingly important part in the American male's progress in
his job. 'Wife inspection', as it's called, means that a man is approved for a job only if his
wife is also approved. Job placement agencies report that most companies who want executives insist upon meeting the wives of candidates for jobs. Wife inspection is conducted
subtly to find out everything, from how much she drinks to whether she overdresses or leaves
dirty dishes in the sink,^ Some firms even employ private detectives to look into tlie wiie's
background and character—and a few wives are even asked to take psychological tests before
being admitted into the company 'family'."—Australasian Post.
DIVIDED

WE

FALL

"We read of a demonstration lately put on by the African National Congress in Uganda.
Banners were carried inscribed with slogans, among them 'We are fed up with the British
Government'. But it proved impossible to get the whole slogan on to one banner in large
enough letters, so it was split. The first banner read 'We are fed'; the second 'Up with the
British Government'."—Manchester Guardian.
— Contributions are invited for this column.
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A
Dymphna Cusack

I

DON'T KNOW what I expected to find in
the Chinese literary scene. I hadn't been
very much impressed by the post-Liberation books I had read. Most of them were
purely reportage. There are exceptions—
Chou Li-po's magnificent Hurricane is on the
same epic scale as Sholokhov's Quiet Flows
the Don, and Lao Sheh's powerful Yellow
Storm, the drama of Peking's eight years
under Japanese occupation—^but apart from
these Chinese literature since Liberation
(everything in China is "before" or "after"
Liberation, Oct. 1, 1949) has produced little
of world status.
There was a depressing sameness about
the dozens of books I read—again exciting
exceptions like Chao Shu-li's penetrating
stories of Li Village and Chin Chao-yang's
V.illage Sketches, some of them prose poems
that re-create character and background with
exquisite delicacy.
On the whole, present-day Chinese writers
seemed so taken up with faithful reporting
of what has happened that they had little
time to worry about how they reported it.
In some ways it was refreshing after
several years' experience listening to the
ivory-tower escapism of English literary
circles today, where a well-known poet can
boast that English writers don't concern
themselves with the contemporary scene, and
the critic of a leading English paper can
blandly say: "Australia will not produce a
literature since she has no leisured Middle
Class"!
Miss Cusack, well-known in Australia as a novelist and playwright, writes from Peking, where she has spent some time
collecting material and writing a book on life in present-day
China.
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FLOWER

FROM

PEKING

Personally, I think the job of the writer is
to recreate the world he lives in, as did Aristophanes, Dante, Balzac, Dickens, Tolstoi,
Thomas Mann or Hemingway, Francis Mauriac, Katharine Susannah Prichard or Mary
Durack.
When I arrived in China last year the
pohcy of the Government towards culture
generally had just been announced: "Let all
flowers blossom, let diverse schools of
thought contend." And for a year I have
watched them bloom in such extraordinary
variety and profusion that it is bewildering
to one accustomed to the less varied Western
scene.
At the same time, "schools of thought",
philosophical, historical, scientific have contended, passionately, vigorously—sometimes
bitterly. It is a startling concept to the old
Chinese scholars, accustomed to the rigidity
of the old scholastic formalism that started
with Confucius 2500 years ago and, with infinitely small exceptions, had its dead hand
on Chinese intellectual life until 1949.
In the universities Bertrand Russell and
Keynes are being discussed alongside Marx
and Stalin.
Chinese traditional painting, after being
looked upon coldly for some time after
Liberation as "feudal", has been restored to
its glory, and a new teaching institute has
been established in Peking and several others
expanded.
Hundreds of regional operas, lost for years,
have been restored and staged and are being
filmed. I have seen them in Peking beside
Romeo and Juliet, The Doll's House, Uncle
WESTERLY

Vanya, Goldoni's A Servant of two Masters,
and the Indian classic Shakuntala.
And Pacific Paradise is being translated.
But it is the literary scene that interests
me most. I have been invited on several occasions to talk to writers and university
students about Australian literature. I was
asked to do an article about it for the People's
Daily. Always, whatever group I am in, I am
asked to criticise Chinese literature. And
when the Chinese ask you to criticise, they
don't expect you to flatter them.
I have discussed the problems arising from
the new policy with many outstanding
writers.
I talked with Mao Tun, Minister for Culture and an outstanding writer. His Spring
Silkworms and Midnight, a novel soon to be
released in the English translation, are bril-

liantly written and give a profound analysis
of the Chinese pre-Liberation scene.
He summed up the year that has passed
saying: "China's academic, literary and artistic life have witnessed new, varied changes,
and noteworthy achievements have been
made in these spheres. Further blows have
been dealt to doctrinairism and sectarianism
which are harmful to academic research and
literary and artistic creation."
Well-known writers Chen Chi-tung, Ma
Han-ping, Chen Ya-ting and Plu Len wrote
a letter to the People's Daily in which they
gave the impression that the policy had more
faults than merits. They threw cold water on
the many intellectuals who had been inspired
and invigorated by the policy. They complained that: "A spate of stories devoted to
family life, love-making and adventure has

The author with Australian,
New Zealand and Chinese
friends on the steps of the
Summer Palace, Peking.
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taken the place of novels, plays and poems
dealing with tremendous social reforms,
world-shaking struggles for emancipation."
The editor of Art and Literature retorted:
"In their article they posed variety in subject
matter as something which stopped art and
literature 'serving the working people.' They
say we have thrown this principle overboard
for the sake of greater variety. They seem to
overlook the fact that working people do not
live in an insulated world. . . . Provided you
are not against the working people, anything
you write is capable of serving them and
helping them politically and esthetically."
Over endless cups of pale, jasmine-scented
tea I talked over the question with Lao Sheh*
in his Peking home. (He speaks perfect English.) It is a typical traditional house, enclosed by high grey walls, the rooms facing
inward on to many connecting courtyards.
" See "Freedom and the Writer" by Prakash Chandra Gupta
and Lao Sheh, "Westerly" No. 2, 1957.
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The room in which we sat looked on to a
court filled with superb chrysanthemums in
pots, for Lao Sheh is passionately fond of
chrysanthemums, and before we sat down to
talk he showed me proudly around his fine
collection.
"I'm not a theoretician about art or revolution", he told me. "I'm a practical writer. In
my sixty years I have seen Chinese writers
stand together with the Chinese people fighting for national freedom and freedom of writing. A number of writers died for this. Noone knows better than I what freedom means
to writers.
"In the years since Liberation writers have
enjoyed more facilities for writing than ever
before. For instance, they can tour or visit
any part of the country to see what is happening and the Writers' Union pays their
expenses.
"The problem since Liberation has been
that many of us have tried to write about
things we don't really understand. You might
say veteran writers are good housewives who
have to cook a meal without rice, while young
writers are housewives yith plenty of rice
and no skill in cooking.
"Now this new policy encourages us to
write about that with which we are familiar.
I understand my elder brother very well, but
I do not quite understand my children. Well,
let me write about my elder brother and let
the young writers write about my children.
"Again, we should write about our workers, soldiers and peasants. But is that any
reason why we should not also mirror the
lives of intellectuals and capitalists? Every
writer should write about what he likes and
what he can handle—people, life and themes.
In this way we shall really be letting flowers
of many kinds blossom."
They are already blossoming! China is in
an intellectual ferment, inspired by the desire
to create in New China a culture as rich and
varied as that it has inherited from the Old.
WESTERLY

Raymond Apple

JEWISH LITERAfURE
IN AUSTRALIA

A

MONG THE small Jewish population of
Australia there have been a few writers

who have achieved a reputation and
whose works are still read.
In some cases these writers did not identify
themselves with the Jewish community and
they contributed little towards any specific
Australian Jewish literature. Some quite wellknown instances are Louis Stone, author of
Jonah, and Jack Moses the poet. But there
are others whose upbringing in a distinctive
historical and social background has impressed itself upon their thought, approach
and diction.
The purpose here is to mention and comment on a few writers of this latter type. It
will be seen that in most instances their writing is of an emigrant type, similar in some
way^ to the emigrant literature of nineteenth
century Australia — both, the reflection of
newcomers meeting new conditions and seeking to graft them on to old stems.
For the first hundred years of Australia,
however, there is no really recognisable Australian Jewish literature in this sense. During
that time, the story of the Jews in Australia
mirrored the history of Australia as a nation.
The first Jew in Australia came out with the
First Fleet, and Jews participated in all the
trends, social and political, in national history. The Jew was usually an Englishman,
and his were the feelings of all Englishmen

Mr. Apple, who is a student in Arts and Law of the University of Melbourne, has been for some years a teacher for the
United Jewish Education Board, Melbourne.
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pioneering a new land. But he did make a
contribution to the melting pot that—especially in the golden 'fifties—absorbed the ti-aditions of all nations and climates and added
the product to the embryonic colonial culture.
The Jewish digger had quite a lot to do
with the evolution of goldfields slang. He
called his mate his "chover"—and the result
was the Australian word and concept of the
cobber. He contributed the word "gunev"—
a thief—and thus "gun" and "son of a gun".
From the Hebrew word "kosher" came "all
cush" and "cushy". From "gaavah" came
"guyver" — conceit. The term "shickstercrabs" for ladies' shoes came from "shicksei-"
—a woman of doubtful antecedents.
There were synagogues and philanthropic
societies established, but there was really no
such thing as Australian Jewish literature
until the early 1900's. There was felt to be
no need of it, for there was little evidence of
what might be termed a peculiarly Jewish
outlook.
Nathan Spielvogel ("Old Eko" of Ballarat)
published the first of his many short stories
in 1907. His clear and picturesque diction
drew many a sympathetic caricature of Jewish characters and customs in the country
districts during the last century. He combined a through-and-through Australian outlook with a deep understanding of the throbbing and intense Jewish life in Ballarat and
its surrounds of years ago. Shortly after his
death last September, a limited edition of his
selected short stories was published by the
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Australian Jewish Historical Society. Among
them, "The Beginning of Things" sketches
the way the Ballarat Hebrew Congregation
began and is a valuable little contribution to
the literature of the goldrushes.
The life of old Victoria as it would have
appeared to a Jew of the time is also lightly
etched in parts of the History of the Jews in
Victoria in the Nineteenth Century, written
by Rabbi L. M. Goldman.
Australian Jewish literature began to develop in earnest as an emigrant literature
shortly after the beginning of this century.
The reason was the change that was taking
place in the character of the Australian Jewish communities. Many Jews fled to Australia
from the Russian pogroms of the late nineteenth century and the widespread antiSemitism of the developing twentieth century. They brought with them intense Jewish
knowledge and usually a deep love for the
faith of their fathers.
The Kadimah Jewish Library in Lygon
Street, Carlton, was' founded in 1911 by East
European Jews of this type, struggling to
reconcile their strange new environment to
their background and to ensure that the heritage of the old should not be lost in surrender
to the temptations of the new. They had
come to Australia not so much out of ambition rr enterprise as from necessity, and it
was little wonder that they saw the new
country with eyes that were often critical.
The first notable writer who arose amongst
them was Pinchas Goldhar. In Poland, Goldhar had already been on the way to a literary
reputation, and when he arrived in Melbourne in the '20's he began writing for the
new Yiddish Press. To interpret the transplanted immigrant to the Austrahan, he had
some of his stories translated into English.
Two in particular were hailed upon their
appearance in the Australian literary magazines—"The Funeral", published in Meanjin,
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and "A Cafe in Carlton*', published in
Southern Stories.
He cultivated a love for Australian literature, for the work of Henry Lawson, Frank
Dalby Davison and the others. Some of their
stories he translated into Yiddish in order to
bring the Australian spirit to the newcomer.
A similar type of interpretative writer is
Herz Bergner, whose work, also chiefly in
Yiddish, shows a profound understanding of
the shattered feelings of the Jew fleeing from
tyranny and repression. There is an English
edition of his novel, Between Sky and Sea.
Another writer, B. N. Jubal, has published
a delightful collection of cameos, The Smile
of Herschale Handle — describing a little
hawker of childlike simplicity and infinite
sagesse.
Judah Waten as a writer in English has
become a well-known and sometimes controversial figure in Australian literature. The
sympathy and understanding in his work—
notably Alien Son—has helped to bring Australian literature a new attitude towards
foreigners and minorities. By presenting them
as human beings he and his fellow writers
have given the lie to the "stock" foreigners—
Aborigines, Chinese, Italians, Jews and so on
—who have appeared in other works as crude
racial stereotypes drawn from accepted conventions rather than from real life.
What the future of Australian Jewish
literature will hold can only be guessed at.
Until now, it has mirrored the trends and
tragedies whereby more than half of Australian Jewry has come to be composed of
those born in Europe.
Australia is not as pluralistic a society as
the United States and in the long run it may
pi'ove harder here for a small group to maintain its cultural heritage. The writers of the
future will liave the task of describing the
type of integration which is achieved between full participation in Australian life and
faithfulness to the historic Bibhcal ideals.
WESTERLY

To
MMenry

by

JOHN

WHEELER

The Bush is lonely now that you have gone;
The ghost-gums whisper, when the North Wind
blows,
A desolate secret; the Never-Never knows
Your vibrant voice is stilled; those eyes that shone
With burning light
And snared the beauty of a bird's flight.
Are quenched; you will never come again
To the drover's camp on the grey plain,
Nor talk with swagmen while the billy boils.
Nor walk the track where the bullock team toils
Through a shroud of dust and smoke.
This was your land! All these you loved till death.
And there were times when the breath
Of morning found you by some chiming stream.
Where through the shade the drooping sheoaks made.
The kingfisher shot like a blue and golden gleam.
When the moon was a silver boomerang in the sky
You've walked a shadowy road along the range
And seen the coach lamps flashing by.
Yours was a prophet's vision: beyond the clang and
change
Of Time, above the crimson mists, you saw the blinding light,
The Star of Australasia in the night . . .
If in the strident clamour of the city street,
Or on some bushland track,
With swag on back,
I chanced to meet your wistful ghost.
Wondering if we remembered you—
I 'd stop you as you wandered past
And take you by the hand,
Speakinsf these words you'd understand,
So you might have rest at last—
As long as men love Honour more than Life,
And cherish Friendship as a sheltering tree;
As/ long as bush-birds fife
In tree-fern gullies, and with the Spring the golden
panoply
Of wattle gilds the Bush you loved; while still
The sunset fires a western hill,
And on the plains the twilight mists are blue—
O poet-soul! we shall remember you.
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DOCKSIDE
by
Deirdre Rogan

R

ATEY lay in bed and listened to the men
playing poker in the next room.

She had no desire to sleep. She only
wanted to lie in the dark and savour the fact
that her husband was home again, back from
the voyage across to Galveston in Texas—
back for one week in which she could hold
him in her arms, and know that he was safe,
and pretend that there were no such things
as Japanese submarines and minefields—pretend that it was not 1944 and her husband
was not an engineer on an oil tanker. His
voice, soft with the unmistakable softness of
the Irish flattened a little by the lengthened
vowels of Liverpool, flowed over her in a
warm reassuring wave.

It was easy to distinguish voice from voice
in that company—Jock who came from the
Westci.. ^,^" of Scotland, Long Jack Kelly,
also from Liverpool with a Lime Street accent that made Barney sound by comparison
like a BBC announcer, and Speckie Westcott
who had grown his first crop of freckles in
the New England port of Nantucket—
brought together by the sea and the war,
playing poker in a Melbourne flat. What do
sailors talk about? Ships in port, women at
sea?
"It's women all the time, if you ask me"
thought Katey as she caught the drift of Long
Jack's conversation, and she grinned in the
dark.
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"By rights," she thought, "I should pull the
pillows over my head." Barney would be a
very annoyed husband indeed if he knew that
his little wife was listening to the acknowledged wit of the firemen's mess reminiscing
about, of all things, "the first time."
According to Long Jack it was an occasion
over-rated both in prose and poetry and had
been accompanied in his case by haste, discomfort, bad weather, expense and dire
medical consequences.
"What do you expect for twenty-five shilings on a Friday night in Lime Street?" asked
Barney the realist.
"Twenty-five shillings wasn't bad in those
days," Long Jack defended himself. "And it
was a lot for a deck boy. I did expect more
tlian the oldest and ugliest whore in Liverpool and nowhere to go but the backyard
and it awiish with three days' rain."
"Aye, ihe backyard is rough," agreed
Barney."
"I wasn't expecting the pneumonia," said
Long Jack, plaintively. Then more philosophically, "as for the other, well, seven times
to make a sailor."
"Sure is bad luck," said the Yankee sympathetically.
"It sure is bad management," said Jock.
"Be careful how you talk," said Barney,
"maybe Katey's still awake. Katey woman,
are you awake?" He raised his voice.
Katey made no answer.
"Be careful you don't wake her up," said
Barney.
Katey snuggled back against the pillow
and put her hands behind her head.
WESTERLY

"Never marry a gambling man," her
mother had warned her, "and never marry
young."
Well, she had done both. She had married
at sixteen within a week of meeting Barney
on the Esplanade at St. Kilda. She had been
a brash, leggy bobby-soxer then, with a mane
of peroxided hair that flowed down past her
shoulders, and she had gone off to a hotel in
Port Melbourne, wearing Barney's signet ring
back to front and signing her name in the
hotel register as Mrs. Cleary. She had been
too wise with the wisdom of the slums to
believe his offers of marriage and too foolish
with the foolishness of youth and love to care
whether or not he was lying, and she had
been surprised the next day when he had
said, "I'll take you back to your mother well,
and ask her can I marry you."
They were married three, days later—a
church wedding, Katey in wreath and veil
and toting a huge sheaf of thirty-six gardenias.
"I have been at sea since I was sixteen,"
explained Barney. "You are the first woman
I ever had who was not a straight-out tramp.
I always swore that the first virgin I met I
would marry. Here we are so."
Since then she had followed him around
half the ports of Australia. Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide, and as far north as Brisbane, and always their life together had followed the same pattern.
The wild pattern of reunion, the heartbreaking nights before departure, the expensive wartime flats, the nights at night clubs—
dancing till morning, then down to the dock
in a taxi to say goodbye.
"No weeping on the wharf now, Katey.
It's the one thing I can't; stand."
"Goodbye, darling, bring back lots of presents from the States."
"That's my Judy."
WESTERLY

The last present from the States had been a
lovely little wrist watch from Tiffanys. It was
vulgar with diamonds. Katey held up her
arm and watched their cool sparkle. Even in
the dim light that came from the open doorway it was a mightily flamboyant little watch.
T H E door swung further open and Barney
-'• came in and went across to the wardrobe.
He felt in all the pocket^ of the new Yankee
gabardine suit and then came across to the
dressing table where he started rummaging
through drawers.
Katey judged that by now she could safely
wake up.
"What do you want?" she yawned, as
though emerging from the deepest sleep.
Her husband stood looking down at her,
his hands in his pockets, his head thrust
slightly forward, one rumpled lock of reddish
brown hair falling into his eyes.
Katey knew that stance well. It meant
that Barney was worrying about something—
usually money.
"Are you looking for your wallet?" she
enquired sweetly.
Barney grinned at her. "That's my clever
little wife," he' said.
"It's in my bag," she replied. "You gave it
to me to mind when we were in town this
afternoon."
"How are we holding?" he asked, standing
with the wallet in his hand.
"We're holding all right—£30 -and two
pawn tickets. We're never going to see another poor day. Now go and lose the rest
of the family fortune and let your poor little
wife get some sleep."
But she did not sleep straight away. She
lay in the same position, anns behind her
head.
"Fowl one dav, feathers the next," her
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mother would say, "if you marry a gambling
man."
"Streak of fat, streak of lean," Barney
would say. Well, apparently tonight was a
lean streak, but they had had their share of
the fat, too. She remembered the silver fox
cape and the marathon week-end-long party
that had celebrated her seventeenth birthday
—they had represented a £100 win in a Fremantle two-up school. Her pigskin dressingcase with the silver-topped cosmetic bottles
(at the moment in hock)—poker in San Francisco. Her snake-skin shoes with bag and
gloves to match—^pontoon in New Orleans.
She smiled in the darkness. She was no
gambler herself, but streak of fat, streak of
lean suited her very well. Only sometimes
she thought, "It would be nice if we could
afford a baby."
"What for do you want a baby?" Barney
would ask. "Wait till after the war. Now any
day maybe Til get the hammer and what
would you do then if you had a kid?" And
he had brought her home a huge Spanish
doll from the Argentine—a doll with six silk
petticoats and a mantilla of hand-made lace.
"There you are, lass," he had said, setting
the lovely useless thing on the bed amongst
all the other impedimenta of the sailor's return, the flowers, the boxes of sweets, the
half-unwrapped parcels and the two bottles
of champagne, "there now. Isn't that better
than a little wet-bottomed baby?"
Katey smiled at him.
"We'll wait till after the war," she said.
After the war! Perhaps that would never
be, "Holy Mother of God," she prayed, "don't
let me think of that. Don't let me think of
that."
From the next room came the sound of
bottles clinking against glasses and Long Jack
began to sing softly to himself.
Barney apparently felt he had trusted his
luck far enough and now he was bringing
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out the drinks. He himself drank very little
when playing cards, he was too close to a
professional gambler for that, and he could
rely on most of his opponents to drink a great
deal.
"We'll start to win now," thought Katey.
"Maybe there will be a fight, but we'll start
to win." Turning on her side, she fell asleep.
She was wakened about an hour later by her
husband shaking her shoulder.
"Katey," he was saying, "I want that wrist
watch I gave you."
Katey sat bolt upright. "I will not," she
said, "it's bad enough losing everything else
in the house without taking my jewellery
from me."
"Whd gave it to you?"
"You've got all a second engineer's wages
to waste. Isn't that enough?"
"Give me that watch," said Barney briefly.
"Give you my watch and keep you for the
rest of the time you're ashore. I suppose that
will be it. What would you do if your wife
didn't work?"
"Damn-all M'ork it is, teaching idiots how
to jitterbug with Yanks. Are you giving me
the watch—well?"
"You're drunk!"
Barney put one hand hard against her
naked breasts and with the other he took a
firm hold of the wavy blonde hair that fell
over her right eye.
"Give me the watch," he said, "or I'll knock
you right out from underneath that cockatoo's
crest."
Katey gave him the watch and hurled a
pillow after him which knocked the door and
slammed it shut. Then she pulled the other
pillow over her head and cried herself to
sleep and as she cried she raged to herself.
"The swine! I'll leave him first thing in
the morning. Why should he ruin my life?
What future is there for any girl married to
WESTERLY
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a sailor—^never knowing if they're alive or
dead—never knowing how they're behaving.
They're no good, and he's the worst of the
lot, with his gambling and drinking and
threatening to beat me up, and really, truly
beating me up when he came home and
found me at that party Louise gave for the
Yankee marines.
"Him with his bad temper and his brawls
—look at his nose! Smashed in two places
and he's not yet twenty-five. Fine sight he'll
look when it's broken in a couple more spots.
He won't think he looks so wonderful then,
with his muscles and his red hair. If I had
a little boy I'd like him to have hair that
colour.
"I'll leave the brute in the morning. I
won't stay with him to waste the rest of my
life. Maybe if the boy did have red hair it
would fall down in a great big wave across
the forehead. Like father like son. How
I'd love him. We'd dress him all in Yankee
gear and get him a gold chain bracelet like
the one Barney has in hock this moment at
Dinny O'Brien's in Newcastle. Everything's
in hock, which reminds me I'm leaving in the
morning. I haven't seen Newcastle. Maybe
next time we're in Sydney we'll go and have
a look at it. I'm leaving in the morning. We
could get up there and back in a day from
Sydney—I'm leaving . . . "
And then it was morning and she was still
lying alone amidst the tumbled bedclothes
and the air was heavy with stale cigarette
smoke and there was an empty* bottle on the
dressing-table and Barney was coming in
from the kitchenette bringing her a breakfast
tray.
He was red-eyed and he smelt of whisky.
He needed a shave and it was obvious that
he had not been to bed all night, but he was
smiling at her and he put the tray on the
dressing-table and handed her a cup of tea
without a word; and there on the saucer was
the diamond-studded watch.
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"Barney!" She bounced up in bed, ignoring the tea and clutching the watch in her
hands. "Barney, you got it back for me!"
He put the tea on the dressing-table and
took her into his arms.
"It looks like it, doesn't it?" he said.
"Oh Barney, darling!" She smothered his
face in kisses. "I do love you."
"And I love you too. You're my own dear
Judy."
"Did you get back any of your own
money?"

"No, darling. I had to get your watch
first."
"What does it matter, love? We're holding
O.K. It should bring £40 in hock. We'll go
straight out after breakfast and put it in."
"After breakfast, darling?" Barney ran a
hand across the stubble on his chin. "I think
I'll have a shave and a shower and turn in
for a little while."
"Didn't you even get a wink of sleep? Not
even with your head on the table?"
"Nary a wink. It was 7.30 before I got
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GERMANY'S
M O S T
F A M O U S
N U C L E A R
S C I E N T I S T S
T H E PLANS to equip the West German army with
atomic weapons cause grave anxiety to the undersigned nuclear scientists. Some of these have already
communicated their misgivings to the responsible
ministries several months ago. The debate on this
question has now become general. The undersigned
consider it their duty, therefore, to call attention to
some facts which are familiar to all specialists but
which seem to be insufficiently known to the public.
Firstly: Tactical atomic weapons have the destructive power of normal atom bombs. The term
"tactical" means that they will be used not only
against civil populations but also against soldiers in
the field. Every single tactical atom bomb or shell
has an effect equal to that of the first atom bomb
which destroyed Hiroshima. As tactical atomic
weapons are available today in great quantities, their
This statement, emanating from the University of Goettingen,
was specially translated from the original German for "Westerly" by staff and students of the German Department of the
University of Western Australia,
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Professor Otto Hahn

total destructive power would be much greater.
These bombs are called "small" only in comparison
with the strategic bombs which have since been
developed, particularly H-bombs.
Secondly: There is no knovm natural limit to the
possible development of the life-destroying power of
strategic atomic weapons. One tactical atom bomb
can destroy a small town, one H-bomb could make
an area the size of the Ruhr district temporarily, uninhabitable. Through the dissemination of radioactivity it would be possible to exterminate the
population of the West German Republic. We know
of no technical possibility of protecting large masses
of the population from this danger.
W E REALISE how difficult it is to draw political conclusions from these facts. As non-politicians, our
right to do so will be disputed. However, our proWESTERLY

your watch back. Then I made you pancakes.
Here, eat them. They're no good to you
cold,"
"Oh, darling! Up all night just to get my
watch back. You could have got your money
back instead."
"I couldn't have rested if I hadn't got your
watch."
"Barney darling, you're the best husband
in the world." She threw her arms around
him again.

"And you re tlie laest little wife.
never leave me, sugar."

You'll

"Never, Barney! Never!"
And they ate pancakes and honey together
in great peace and harmony while Long Jack
Kelly slept curled up like a cobra on the
lounge-room floor, Barney's jersey under his
head, Speckle's raincoat over him, a bottle
half-full of whisky ready to hand, and in his
shirt pocket the lOU Barney had given him
for the price of the watch.

posals as to the policy of the great powers. But we
believe tliat a small country like West Germany can
best protect itself and most effectively promote world
peace by relinquishing all claim to the possession
of atomic weapons of any kind. In any case, none of
the undersigned would be prepared to participate in
any way whatever in the production, testing or use
of nuclear weapons.
At the same time we emphasise that it is most
important to promote the peaceful application of
atomic energy, and we shall continue to co-operate in
this task.
Signed : PROFESSORS
FRITZ BOPP
MAX

BORN, Nobel

Prize winner
RUDOLF FLEISCHMANN
WALTER GEHLACH
Professor Werner Heisenberg

fessional activity, which is concerned with pure
science and its application and which attracts many
young people to these fields of research, burdens us
with a responsibility for the possible consequences of
this activity. Therefore we cannot be silent on all
political questions.
We declare our allegiance to liberty as represented
today by the western world in opposition to Communism. We do not deny that the mutual fear of
H-bombs is at present making a substantial contribution to the maintenance of peace in the whole world
and of freedom in part of the world. But we consider
this method of maintaining peace and freedom to be,
in the long run, unreliable. And we consider the
danger in the event of failure to be deadly.
We do not feel competent to make concrete proWESTERLY
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HEINZ MAYER-LEIBNITZ
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M. 6. Benn

r U I IMPORTANCI
o r LANGUAGE STUDY

F

EW OF THE people who are professionally concerned with education in Western
Australia seem to have much understanding of the value and importance of the study
of foreign languages. The majority of headmasters are said to be intolerant of this kind
of study. Language teachers complain that
in the schools they are treated as an inferior
species, by no means on the same level as
teachers of science or mathematics. And recently, as everybody knows, the Education
Department showed how much it values
language study by deciding to reduce German courses in State schools to half their
previous duration.
Now the question I would invite the reader
to consider is whether all this contempt for
language study is really justified, whether it
is really true that, in proportion to their
number, the work of language teachers in
schools and universities is so much less valuable than the work of scientists, mathematicians, psychologists, educationists, etc.
I lay no stress on the pleasure to be had
from the study of languages by those whose
interests tend in that direction, nor on the
convenience of being able to converse with
people of other nations and the valuable
mutual understanding that may be thereby
promoted. But I would claim for language
study that it is the indispensable key to much
of what is most valuable in the culture of the
world, and that any community which conMr. Benn is Reader in German in the University of Western
Australia.
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sisteutly despises and neglects foreign languages will inevitably incur the penalty of
intellectual impoverishment.
It would be possible, of course, for such a
community to live parasitically on the translations produced by less insular and ignorant
peoples. But translations, great as is the good
they have done, have their obvious limitations. They can oflEer only a small selection
of the literature available to the linguist; and
the selection, it must be admitted, is often
decidedly capricious. Kotzebue gets translated while Kleist remains unkown. Schiller
is to be found, very properly, in the wellmeant pages of the Bohn Library, but certainly not Buchner. One looks in vain for an
English translation of Gottfried Keller, one
of the most gifted of European novelists; or
of Wilhehn Dilthey, whom Ortega y Gasset
considered to be the most important thinker
of the late nineteenth century.
And then there is that large and important
class of literature which is simply untranslatable. It includes virtually all good lyric
poetry and it also includes, unfortunately, such
a supremely significant work as Faust. Neglect German and you deny yourself access to
what is probably the greatest poetic achievement since Shakespeare.
Philosophical writings, if not actually in
the class of untranslatable literature, are
certainly not far removed from it. Even the
title of Schopenhauer's masterpiece. Die Welt
als Wille und Vorstellung, presents insuperable difficulties to the translator. In the verWESTERLY

sion by Haldane and Kemp the title is given
as "The World as Will and Idea." But "idea"
is very inexact as a translation of Vorstellung,
and—to complicate matters further—it also
has to do duty for the German word Idee, so
that the translators find themselves reduced
to the desperate expedient of writing "Idea"
(with a capital) when it represents Idee and
"idea" (with a small letter) when it is supposed to give the sense of Vorstellung. A
typical example of the difficulties that beset
translators and of the confusion that threatens
the hapless student who is entirely dependent
on their p/:oducts!
Haldane and Kemp's Schopenhauer was
published in 1909, and this reminds one of
another disadvantage of such productions—
they are often sadly out of date. The only
translations available of some of the most
influential philosophical works—for example,
Hegel's Philosophy of History and Philosophy
of Religion—may be some fifty or sixty years
old; and this means, of course, that they have
not benefited by the research of the last half
century. While students who know German
can study Hegel in a fine new edition embodying the expert textual criticism of Lasson
and Hoffmeister, those who have no German
may have to rely on an awkward English
version of a faulty German text produced in
the reign of Queen Victoria.
Of the importance of language study for
the historian it is unnecessary to speak, as
everything essential has already been said by
one of the greatest and wisest of historians,
Jacob Burckyhardt: "One can never know too

P U B L I C A T I O N S

iilaiiy languages. . ; . All honour to good
translations, but they can never replace the
original expression. The style and diction of
the original language are themselves historical evidence of the first order."
But if one need not insist on the value of
linguistic knowledge for the historian, it is
perhaps not superfluous to mention its importance for students of painting and music.
I fancy it would be extremely difficult to
make a scholarly study of impressionist painting without knowing French, and it would
be still more difficult to make a systematic
study of German mvisic without knowing
German—not only because so much of the
critical literature is in German, but because
there is an entire branch of music—vocal
music—which cannot be properly appreciated without a knowledge of the original
language. No translation, however skilful,
can do justice to the exquisite art with which
the great composers adapt their music to the
natural cadence of the words. Without German you cannot appreciate the recitatives of
Bach, you cannot estimate the miracles of
expressiveness in the songs of Hugo Wolf.
And is it possible to; imagine a translation of
Hofmannsthal's subtle and beautiful libretto
for the Rosenkavalier that would both preserve the wit and poetry of the original and
still fit Strauss's music?
To discuss the relation of language study
to science exceeds my competence. But there
is perhaps some significance in the fact that,
in the University of Western Australia, the
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"Australian Literary Essays" by Frederick T, Macartney; "Poems 1940-19.55" by Ernest G. Moll; "Southerly"
number one, 1957 (Angus & Robertson); " A n Outline History of the T h e a t r e " by John Kardross (Sydney
University Dramatic Society); " T h e Changing G e n n a n s " by Paula Wiking (Lincolns-Prager, London);
"Bedrich S m e t a n a " b y Miloslav Maly, " T h e Museum of Czech L i t e r a t u r e " by Jaroslav Dvoracek (Orbis,
Prague); "Tales from M. Saltykov-Shchedrin" (Foreign Languages Publishing House, Moscow); "Economic
and Cultural Relations between the German Democratic Republic and Member States of the W a r s a w T r e a t y "
(Society for Cultural Relations with Foreign Countries, Berlin); "Sports in the G e n n a n Democratic R e p u b l i c "
by J. Armour-Milne; "Peking Today and Yesterday" by H u Chia, "First Five-Year Plan for Development of
the National Economy of the People's Republic of China in 1 9 5 3 - 1 9 5 7 " (Foreign Languages Press, Peking);
" T h e Hungry M i l e " by Tom Nelson (Sydney: Waterside Workers Federation); "Outlook", June-July, 1957
(published by Helen G, Palmer, Sydney).
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Departments of the Faculty of Science regularly subscribe to at least sixty foreign
language periodicals—thirty-two in German,
twenty in French and some eight or nine in
other languages; while many more, including
a considerable number in Russian, are obtained by exchange, on loan, or in other ways.
In addition, German scientific text-books are
regularly purchased by the Departments of
Chemistry, Physics, Botany, Geography and
Mathematics. Unless the Heads of these Departments are just throwing away money,
they must have reason to believe that such
publications are potentially useful to their
students; but obviously, for Australians, it is

only by language study that the potentiality
can be realised.
Literature, philosophy, histoiy, music, science—in each of these fields of study progress is seen to depend at some point on
linguistic knowledge. Not that I would dream
of denying that in all the arts and sciences
a great deal can be accomplished without
foreign languages. Certainly it can. But it is
equally certain that, where there is any widespread tendency to neglect language study,
it is not language study alone that suffers.
Many other disciplines suffer along with it.
Our culture as a whole is impaired.
I trust that the Australian people will not
submit to this injury—that it will not be induced to mistake Philistia for the Promised
Land, but will insist on its right to participate
on equal terrhs with other nations in "the best
that is known and thought in the world."
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Dr. Babhani Battacharya

THE T W A I N SHALL MEET
The English language as a bridge between
Indian creative writing and Western techniques.

T

HE THEME of this paper carries the
hazard of brickbats flung upon a beehive.

It is, in this instance, the beehive of
linguistic chauvinism, which bids fair to be
an aggressive feature of the Indian literary
scene, and to suggest its elimination or at
least its subordination to compulsive needs
will surely make angry passions buzz and fly
blindly. All the same, this will have to be
done somehow, so that one more image of
Indian unity may be duly fashioned, a unity
but of fourteen diversities, a wholeness in
which each part is integrated.
Under the conditions of regional chauvinism, what chance has a language that does
not belong to the country at all, even though
it has been here over a long space of time
and has made the strongest impact on its
cultural life?
No one today would suggest that English
should retain precisely the place it has had in
India for a full century. As the language of
the ruling power and one thrust upon the
people at the sword-point of economic compulsion, its withdrawal on the heels of the
ruling power may seem reasonable. On second thoughts, however, the shallowness of
such an argument will be obvious.
It is needless to dwell here on our debts

This article is the text of an address by Dr. Battacharya as
an Indian delegate to the Conference of Asian Writers, New
Delhi, December, 1956.
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to the English language. To assess what
benefits will accrue to us if we continue an
association purged of the imperialist content
of the past years will be more to the point.
English, of course, is the language not of the
United Kingdom alone. Its literature today
has a rich, profuse fruit-bearing beyond the
shores of its origin. We do not, therefore,
have to be inhibited by our long-standing
emotional scars. Further, the bridge that is
the English language carries a traffic not
simply British and American. The best literary output of Continental Europe, especially
Russian, French and Italian, reaches us along
this track. And it is not Europe alone. The
Foreign Language Press of Peking has issued
in English translation a good many Chinese
works of great value; for instance, the wonderful short stories of Lu Hsun. It is to be
hoped that the process will continue on many
levels and will be taken up by all the countries whose delegates are taking pai't in the
Asian Writers' Conference. For it will be a
long time before direct translation could be
made from Chinese or Korean or Indonesian
into Bengali and Hindi and Malayan. We
can hope that the time will come when such
renderings will be undertaken as a matter of
course. But we cannot afford to sit back with
our arms folded on our laps, awaiting that
hour. The interim period is bound to be a
long one. To spite the English tongue and
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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 traffic. It is of no little importance 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 insularity. 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 illustration 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 sincerity; he must have actually felt that Tagore
had been improved upon in the translation
in question. It is, however, the kind of sincerity that once made an Englishman claim
in all seriousness that God Himself was
British!
A glance at our book review columns reveals the surprising fact that almost every day
some creation of supreme genius appears in
the Indian literary field. In terms of ecstasy
34

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-satisfaction does them no good whatsoever. It is bad
enough to speak of an author as sahiyaSamrat—Em-peror of letters—and the situation 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 perspective 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 happen if we give up English as an instrument
of communication—will surely hamper our
creative growth. We are introverts by temperament, and as such we are prone to shut
our eyes to prevailing social realities. Further, 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-dimensional, an accepted myth or romance, struts
as a down-to-earth person propelled by his
Unconscious. Romance blending with naturalism makes a hybrid. It is this hybrid that
has to be recast into reality—that is one essential 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 experience.
We are, admittedly, getting out of the grip
of escapism. Yet there is no general acceptance of ethical values. The creative writer's
WESTERLY

final business is to reveal truth—not 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 denounced 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 developed abroad.
Here, in technique, is the key to universality, a virtue 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 realities 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 literary 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 difficult to write creatively in a
foreign language than in one's own; however,
the principle will have to be conceded and
affirmed 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 affiliation.
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SILAS TIMBERMAN, by Howard
Fast (London: The Bodley Head,
1935).
FAITHFUL

ARE

May Sarton
1955).

THE

WOUNDS,

(London:

by

GoUancz,

A CRITIC should always make his
position clear. The problem facing 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 books themselves.
Silas Timberman
by Howard
Fast is the story of a professor of
English Literature, who became
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 stampeded and are being proved right. I
mention the United States, but of
course the disease was an international one.
For example, at one stage Timberman says "I no more than mention the word communist and
tliere'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 uncomplimentary remarks about communist
policy on a certain matter. He
whispered in alami. Even to say
the word was dangerous for him.
Some person might hear the forbidden name and think the worst.
Silas Timberman, unable to believe that the American idea! 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 membership of the Communist Party when
being questioned by a Senate
Committee. It takes little imagination to guess the model for
the Senator in charge of the Committee.
The story unfolds with the inevitability 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

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. It is the
depth of feeling in a person which
is to her the vital matter. Her
professor, Edward Gavan, grows
up loving his mother deeply and
hating his father, in typical
fashion. A fairly normal pattern.

review

SECTION

lost their jobs, his child is partially blinded by flying glass from
a window broken by a hooligan's
stone (shades of Professor On- and
his broken window).
Although one cannot feel this is
great writing, it is skilful, convincing reportage and brings a
sense of urgency to the problems
facing intellectuals everywhere.
Only in the portrayal of Bob Allen
does one feel uncertain. The informer, whether paid in cash or
in promotion, is a loathsome
creature. One could hardly imagine Bob Allen willing to pay the
price of complete ostracism which
woidd surely follow his perjury.
This could have been more skilfully handled as a process of
rationalisation, leading Allen to
believe that the 'innocent' remarks
and friendly meetings concealed a
deep Communist purpose. Such

it would appear, for his generation.
From this springs much of the
difficulty of his life. The very intensity of his desire for moral
certainty estranges him from his
friends until he finds relief in
suicide.
May Sarton underlines the dilemma of the radical, retreating
from the certainties of the pre-war
era and faced with the problem
of compromise. The facts are inescapable. 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
WESTERLY

lie vindicated when his old friend
Professor Damon, whose 'betrayal'
helped to precipitate tlie suicide,
testifying before anodier Senate
Committee, says:
7 have come to the conclusion that
although Edivard Cavan may liavc
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 intcUectual
must stand on the frontier of freedom of thought, especially in such
times as these when that frontier
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 fundamental civil rights as are represented by this Committee.
We can be thankful that in following the British tradition we
have never committed the folly of
destroying these liberties, even
though we may have been tempted to do so. Certainly it is encouraging to know that books such
as these may not have been written in vain. In some small way
tliey have probably contributed to
die more sane outlook spreading
in America, at least as far as one
can judge from the information
available to us.
Finally, endiusiasm for the principles extolled must not bHnd us
to the fact tliat neither book succeeds in tile wider aspects of
literary craftsmanship. The people
never achieve real sohdity, being
puppets only, dancing to the political theme. Yet despite this weakness neither book is to be ignored.
For even though the danger seems
to have passed, it is important to
have these basic principles clarified. Not only clarified, but also
reinforced by the emotions. It is
in this field such novels are essential.
VINCENT SERVENTY.
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T^reasure tman
^llan MfBwshall
HOW'S

ANDY

GOING ?

by

Alan

Marshall (Melbourne: Cheshire's
for the Australasian Book Society,
1956).
IT IS %-ERY gratifying to note the
high standard of Australian book
production, as exemplified by Alan
Marshall's new collection of short
stories. How's Andy Going? Neat
typography, excellent black-andwhite vignettes by R. G. Edwards,
and a striking dust-jacket—all help
to set off the contents.
And what stories they are! Not
literary writings of the "art for
art's sake" school, but stories
which deal with life and are always 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 yarns,
tall tales and retelhngs of Aboriginal legends are all in this current
anthology. Many of them are reprints, 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 audior
(who has been crippled by polio)
has any running ability, they decide to hold dieir own competition, the "crawling championship
of the world." But Joe has a
young brother to look after, a duty
he regards witli annoyance.
How all this works out to a delightful ending is a fascinating
and compelling tale. We find
comedy, but also the nostalgia, the
gentleness, the bravado of boyhood, evoked by the writer's sympathetic 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 psycholog)' than
any text book, and yet with a delicacy, charm, and understanding
of children that few can match.
Animals form the subjects of
several stories in this volume.
"The Grey Kangaroo," "Blow Carson, 1 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 returned soldier during a hunt for
ducks, while a game-inspector on
the opening day of 'the duck season' provides the subject for the
latter. Both express a repugnance
of killing, and a keen feeling for
the hunted prey.
Careful and accurate observation 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 real
people, g»'re vividness and reality.
"Cardiac" shows another scene
from life—this time life in a hospital on Melbourne Cup day,
evoking the atmosphere of tiiis occasion by its perception and fresh
insight.
Alan Marshall's lucid prose contributes to the effectiveness of
tliese stories. His colloquial 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 city—indeed life in
its manifold moods and aspects—
is present in this volume. And pervading it all is the author's
abounding love; the love of humanity and the love of his land.
JOHN YOCKLUNN.
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iTha'ee editors —
one
magazine
AUSiKALiAN LETTERS, a quarterly
of Australian writing and criticism
(Adelaide, June 1957).
"LITERARY 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 Australian literary magazines. How tlien
does the first issue of Australian
Letters, edited by Bryn Davies,
Geoffrey Duttoii 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 attitude. Generally, however, the
magazine) seems to be broadminded, biased in favour of poetry
(which necessarily limits its readers ). As yet no short stories have
appeared to balance the poetry;
neither are tliere any original illustrations or sketches.
The articles themselves are interesting, for they provide clues
to editorial policy. Firstly we have
"A £10 Cellar," presumably written by an editor who, in spite of
his protests, is a wine snob. He
would like to see a wine cult established in Austraha similar to
that practised in France. He would
like Ar.L-rp^'ars 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 aiticle, and though incomplete, 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 distinctive
literature in a community only too
ready to let shp all mental endeavour and bask in the sun"
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could well be die unprofessed belief 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 successful. Few poets responded to
the questionnaire (on the merits
and defects of Australian poetry)
with any honest, careful criticism.
Many, like Ray Campbell, Kennedi 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. J. Bray. Briefly, he says
that "gawky nationalism . . .tends
to overvalue theme at the expense
of fonii;" that Austrahan poetry
is unpohshed; that criticism of it
should be restricted to the poetry
itself and not to the poet and
scene; and that Australian poets
"should not write poetry about
Austraha, but simply that they
should write poetry."
The poetry itself is modern in
style and theme. David Campbell's "Strangers" is fluent and
poignant, composed widi more
than a sidelong glance at T. S.
Eliot. "The Infanta Betrayed" of
Randolph Stow is a beautifully
formed poem, rich in symbols and
delicately veiled. Ray Mathew's
poem is good fun but rather sentimental and superficial. More subdued is Chris Wallace Crabbe's
poem "Suburban Piece," which,
though cynical, rough and a little
disjointed, shows power and insight. "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 peppery.
Max Harris' review on
Australian Poetry, 1956 is witty,
but ratiier too flippantly authoritative with comments too generalised 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 wellinformed and well-written.
On the whole then, Australian
Letters offers us intelligent comments and a large, well-balanced
diet of poetry. The idea of enc:ouraging
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 BiU Harney
and the 'future projects.' Let's not
have mere sentimental photographs of Australian life, but
Leonardo da Vinci portraits.
WARWICK

WILSON.

The
f^ivlied
antl the Fair
THE

W I C K E D A N D THE

FAIR, by

H.

Drake-Brockman (Sydney: Angus
and Robertson, 1957).
THE PRINCIPAL events of this stoiy
are already well known to historians. In the year 1629 the outward
bound Dutch ship Batavia, vmder
the command of Francisco Pelsaert, was wrecked on a reef in
Houtnian'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. Retribution 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 reached their destination in the Dutch
East Indies.
By making skilful use of Pelsaert's journal and otlier contemporary records, and by adroitly infusing an atmosphere of suspense
and terror, the author has extended the story into an honific saga
of some 380 pages; and 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 disgusting acts of mankind towards one
another. Indeed, the main ingredients of this novel are all too obvious, even as the author early
warms to her task of creating a
situation of impending mutiny
during the long eastward n m 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 die lower deck, and the
imminent seduction or rape of
several of the women, all go far
to sustain the tale until the unfortimate Batavia 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.

the code of her times in secretly
conceiving an adulterous passion
for Pelsaert, and it also appears
that her body was not an altogether unwilling object of Jeronimus' sensuous attentions. Alas,
the remembrance of things past
and Pelsaert's own timidity prevent
a happy consummation of a mutual love on their return to civilisation.
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 die 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-righteousness. It is perhaps unfortunate
that this novel will be included in
future bibliographies of Australian fiction, but there is some consolation in the realisation that its
story has only an infinitesimal
relevance to the study of Australian history.

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 destroyers, the Under-Merchant Jeronimus Comehsz. Tlie 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 Lucretia had sinned against

Boissiere (Melbourne: Australasian
Book Society, 1956).
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Front Crotrn
.fetrel
to Cora-'Cola
HUM AND COCA COLA, by R a l p h d e

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 Trinidad.
This time, however, it is a
changed life—no longer is British
influence supreme as in the prewar 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

years in the power of the fonner
ruling bureaucracy 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 Americans, with whom conies for the
first time in many years 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 stniggles 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 related 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 imprisonment and separation, despite their
love, is settled after both are interned.
Andre de Coudray, the son of
an old Creole family, whose development 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 political work has to spend some time
in prison. His wife Elena, too,
develops in Rum and Coca Cola
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 behef in God.
Into Rum and Coca Cola, Ralph
de Boissiere introduces the Goodman 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
CoUingwood, 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
India's struggle to regain her selfrespect and the lovd of Fred Collingwood.
As well as these leading characters, there is Mopsy, the little
prostitute whose various affairs
with Americans bring her firstly
wealth, and later madness; there
is Miss Henny, Indra's old Negro
grandmother, earning her living
by
telHng
fortunes;
Charlie,
Sammy, and a host of others provide a broad picture of the lives
and struggles of the working
people. And there are the Americans: 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 admirable, 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. Henriques, is not even mentioned by
that lady on her frequent visits to
her daughter.
Overall, however, the image of
the unglamorous, even crude, hfe
of the people of Trinidad, far removed 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
moral

shoBTs
enthusiasm

REPORT ON CHINA by members of
the Australian Cultural Delegation, May-June 1956 (Sydney:
Australia-China
Society,
New
South Wales Branch, 1956).
IN MAY of last year a group of
Australians, men of science, learning and tlie 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 individual endeavour, but broadening
it; and that this economic revolution 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 industry. The culture and handicrafts of a remote province become part of the national cultural
heritage. And in the universities
there were
men—non-Communists
—who spoke of freedom and opportunity denied them under the
authoritarian nde of Chiang Kaishek.
It looks as if the Chinese Government's cultural programme is
not a propaganda stunt but genuinely concerned with what the individual 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 material advancement.
Yet if China is not spellbound
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 unanimity on fundamental issues. In
our own society this would certainly 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 differs from our own, so do some
of the patterns of thought. Where
the framework of social organisation 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 possibihty of indoctrination, and another who thinks that the Chinese
people are neitiier bhndfolded nor
suppressed, both stress the point
that nothing is to be gained by
the present barriers between China
and Australia.
B. NOLDT.
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