

































































a social novel

OROTHY HEWETT, was born in Western Aus-

tralia in 1923 and spent her childhood on a farm.
She returned to Perth after ten years as a Sydney
housewife in o working class district and a year
working in a spinning mill.  Her novel is the story
of u group of women working in a textile mill. At
present she is an arts student at the University of
Western Australia.

Bobbin Up was onc of twe novels highly coni-
mended in the 1958 £200 Mary Gilmore Novel Com-
petition, sponsored by the May Day committees of
the trades halls of Newcastle, Sydney and Mel-
bourne.  The judges said it was by far the most
successful novel of the militant labour movement
they had read. The competition was won by David
Forrest, of Brisbane, with The Last Blue Sea, a novel
ahout wartime New Guinea. This year’s £200 award
will be for a full-length play. Entries already have
closed.

writer’'s W.A. visit

HREWD, laconic Kylie Tennant, the well-known
Sydney novelist, flew into Perth for a brief wvisit
during the Festival of Perth., She gave a talk on
Australian literature, took part in a forum on “The
City or the Bush” and ran a weekend writers’ work-
shop.  Then she flew out again.

L] o Ed

competitions

TWO valuable novel competitions are now open.

They are:

The £1,000 Queensland Centenary Novel Compe-
tition sponsored by the Brisbane Courier-Mail and
Sunday Mail for an unpublished novel with some
Queensland background or interest.  Entries close on
December 1.

PUBLICATIONS

The £500 Miles Franklin Literary Award, which
will be made under the terms of the late Miss Frank-
lin’s will for the novel of Australia published in 1939
of the highest literary merit. If no novel is con-
sidered worthy, stage, television and radio plays will
be considered. Entries close on December 31,

o £ <

prize-winning poets
TWO young West Australian poets, both with poems
in this issue of Westerly, have won first and second
prizes in the Quesnsland Authors’ and Artists’ Asso-
ciation £50 centenary competition for unpublished
verse with an Australian flavour suitable for setting
to music. They are Griffith Watkins, who won the
£50 first prize, and John O’Brien, who won £15 for

second prize,
k-3 o o

opera of the North

ALGERIE, a oue-act opera based on a novel of
Northern Australia, Keep Him My Country, had
outstanding success when presented at the Festival
of Perth earlier this year. The libretto was by Mary
Durack, who also wrote the book, and the music was
by James Penberthy, The Australian Elizabethan
Theatre Trust has taken a three-year option on the
opera. It is the story of an aboriginal girl and a
white man who fall in love.

& & £

contributions

RIGINAL stories, poems and articles on any

theme will be welcomed by the editor, especially
those from young writers from all States and abroad.
Manuscripts cannot he returned unless a stamped,
addressed envelope is enclosed. Briet biographical
information with each contribution wonld be ap-
preciated,

RECEIVED

acknowledgement does not preclude subsequent review

After the Ball, by Alan D. Mickle. Cheshires, Melbourne, 6/-; West Coast Stories, a West Australian anthology,
selected by H. Drake-Brockman. Angus and Robertson, Svdney. 20/-; N'Goola and Other Stories, by Katharine

Susannah Prichard, Australasian Book Society, Melbourne.

17/6; Prospect, vol. 2, no. 1, 1959, a quarterly re-

view, Universities Catholic Publishing Co-operative, Melbourne. 2/-; Overland, no. 14, edited and published hy
S, Murray-Smith, Melbourne, 2/6.
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compiled for
its editors

PENGUIN ANTHOLOGY OF
AUSTRALIAN VERSE

THIS antholozy. edited By John

Thompson,  Kenneth  Slessor
and R. (. Howarth, is obviously
intended to interest a wide pub-
lic.  But what is this public?
There seems to be at least five
different groups of readers, cach
with a different interest in Aws-
traliom verse,

There are those faseinated by
Australin. but net interested in it
or in poetry, who will hawever
buy Penguin books.  For them,
I would compile an anthology of
the woolliest poems, foll of wild
celonial boys, drevers, people lov-
ing a sunburnt country and ador-
ing the outhack; poems with queer
aberiginal names, rites and  pas-
Tt would be fmmy and
false to an Aunstralian, but not to
some  overseas teaders,

times.

Then there are those really in-
terested in Auvstralia, but not in
poetry.  For them I would com-
pile a selective anthology, with
peems that would reveal our fore-
fathers getting used to and finally
accepting Australia, It would in-
chude poems  from Harpur's  de-
lightful attempt to make wallabies
hop about in o Wardsworthian
landscape to Tndith Wright's vision
of the double tree and A, D.
Hope's Australia. Tt would not be
afraid of inclnding interesting had
VOTSE,

For that interested  in
Anstralion peetry—in poctry of a
conmtry peopled chiefly by immi-
orants brought up in the traditions

aroup

of Enclish and European poctry—
I would choose a highly-selective
antholegy.  This would  include
such poems as Clarles Harpur's
adaptation of 18th  Century pas-
toral in Aidsumner Noon in the
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Australian Forest, Shaw Neilson's
transplanting of the physical im-
agination of border folk poetry to
the Australian bush, Christopher
Brennan’s  svmbolist poetry, Ber-
nard - O'Dowd’s attempt,
again, at a ceremonial ode and

hairy

50 on.

FPinally, for those interested in
poeiry and who don’t care where
it is writter and for those inter-
ested in modern poetry no matter
where it comes from, I would
compile anthologies of good poetry
written in Australia. These would
be small and  therefore probably
unsaleable.

My eriticism of the Penguin an-
thology, in fact, is that it ix com-

piled to please its editors, which
is fatal in a representative collee-
tion. ‘The number of good poems
in the collection is much smaller
than the number of poems chosen.
The reason for choosing  inferior
poems (in spite of what is said in
the introduction) must be some-
thing other than an  interest in
vood poetry.  And it the reason
is interest in Australia, then we
have to realize how wvaried  that
interest is.

I am not belittling  interest as
a criterion.  Sensible people enjoy
a good deal of poetry because it
interests them, even if it is not
first rate. But from the point of
view ol good poetry, this an-
thology is too inclusive; from the
point of view of interest, it is too
exclusive,

I think the ideal Penguin an-
thology might be divided into
sections according to the  readers

snecested  above: one section of

iy Australian  verse; one  of
verse historically and socially in-
teresting; one of poems technically
interesting; one of good poems of

the past; one of good modern
poems.
A general reflection on  our

poctry came to me from reading
this anthology. There flows from
the poetry of the greatest writers
a thought, emotion and hmagina-
tive insight which is markedly in-
dividual,  To be held firmly in a
fresh vein of life, and to feel emo-
tions and thoughts beating to a
dillerent and stronger pulse, is one
of the rewards of reading great
poetry.

It seems to me that the best

e

SECTION

Anstralian poets show an imagina-
Hivee grasp of their “vision” which
is either slight or which tends to
be clumsy. Neilson is singular
but attenuated; Brennan is dae-
monic but narrow; O’Dowd is full
of potential energy but clumsy and
strained. [ would say that the
physical sensunousness of Slessor is
only superficially alive; it is not
felt beating in the rhythms and
texture  of  his  poetry.  Miss
Wright's poetry has a  Jambent
Leanty but it is not rooted far
enough with  tough
enough roots, _

Reading the rim of onr con-
temporary verse, I do not feel that
any of it is beginning to do what
the Elizabethans expected  great
poetry to do—to ravish the mind
and heart, Our Australian poetry
interests, cajoles, delights often;
but it does not ravish,

I am not saying, in this, that it
is nolt worth reading; only that we

inside,  or
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have produced, so far, a body of
minor  poetry—sometimes  odd,
sometimes  beautiful,
piquant,  but with  the
authentic  signs  cf  really  great
poctry. In this we are no hetter
or worse han Canada or New
Zealmd, 1 would say, but better
than South Africa and worse than
the United States.

sometimes
never

Alec King
Pengrin Books, Middlesex.  5/06.

'tﬁe meat and
the shadow

SEVEN EMUS (Xav-ier Herbert)

NYBODY who has read Navier

Herberl's Capricornia  doubt-
less will remember it in terms of
the strenth and vitality of its raw
material and its direet honest writ-
ing. One felt the deficit in polish
and finesse to be more than coun-
ter-balanced by the vigour and
colour.

Bul in this novel, Mr, Herbert
has by-passed the lusty unrefined
clement for the less tangible abo-
riginal spirit world with its totems,
dream symbols and devil-devils.
He has dropped the meat for the
shadow as it were, with the result
that those who expected another
novel of the calibre and content of
Capricornia will have to swallow
their disappointment and accept
this as a consolation prize.

Nevertheless the book is inter-
csting for a number of rcasons.
It is the first novel published by
Mr. Herbert since he won the
Commonwealth Government’s ses-
qui-centenary prize with Capri-
cornia in 1938, and is therefore
something of an event. It is
quieter in mood and more re-
strained in expression than his first
book and one is inclined to won-
der at the change.

The story itself, as promised by
the jacket, is entertaining enough.

WESTERLY

[t concerns a quatter-caste, Bronco
Jones, who owns a cattle-run of
sorts on the ancient totem site of
the Enne people. Barely making
a Living, he takes Into partnership
a wiite man, Appleby Gaunt, a
character ot enshrouded past and
cplimism, The latter’s
grandiose  schemes have Dbrought
the st.ton to the verge of bank-
tupicy  when Maleolm Goborrow,
an onthropologist, arrives to study
the tolem site of the Seven Emus
and wants to take the valuable
dreaming stone.  He offers to give
the  station the money its sale
would bring, provided all the sci-
entific kudos attached to the dis-
covery of the stene acerue to him-
seif,  Goborrow cnlists the sup-
port of Gaunt, and on the pressure
they bring to beawr on Broneo and
on Breneo’s desire to get rid of
Gaunt, the action is built.

The beginning  is

greal

wearisome,
couched in long weighty sentences
that eniangle the meaning.  Just
why Mr. Herbert has adopted this
style is not clear but the regu-
larity  with  which these over-
burdened passages crop up points
to some rleliberate purpose.  TPer-
haps they do suggest the tone of
a  long-winded  yarn, but un-
doubtedly the best parts of the
beok are those in which the story
is carried forward in the short
sentences of conversation.

Some of the passages of descrip-
tion are highly evocative and writ-
ten with rare feeling.  Mr.o Her-
bert's sensitivity and love of the
bush is apparent when he des-
cribes  the North-West  scene  at
pight, with its deep, soft shad-
ows, misty moonlight, and sharp
sounds.

Goboriew  is fairly  harshly
drawn and is not a very attractive
figure nor entirely credible. Gaunt
is more likeable. He is a roguce
and quite selfish, yet he Dhas
humanity enough to keep from
being a complete blackguard. The
most surprising character is Bronco

Herbert  does  not
allow him to emerge as a distine-
Rather, he keeps
him neutral, the better to work out
the conflict within him caused by
his mixed parentage.

Jones. M.

tive personality.

Ar. Herbert manages to convey
a zoad deal of this internal con-
Hict by the external action—prin-
cipally by making a most unflat-
tering  comparison  between the
aloof and  dignified tribal clders
and the deceitful and mercenary
white men.  This scrves, too, as
o comment on white interference
in aboriginal affars, It is notice-
able that when Bronco is running
the cattle-run on his own, his busi-
ness, without providing him with
cigars, at least keeps him in roll-
ing tobacco. With the arrival of
Gaunt, his finances sweep high to
the crest of an c¢normous wave
only to crash down under a first
class dumper.

Much of the book is dependent
on this sort of contrast or parallel-
ism of black and white: Bronco's
unpretentions home life compared
with  the opulence of Gaunt’s;
Bronco’s integrity against the lack
it in Goborrow; the native drink-
ing habits beside those of the
whites.  Although Mr. Herbert
makes his point through the events
themselves, by satire, and through
contrast, he refuses to let the
matter rest there, but has to
colour his language against his
villains insteadd of letting  them
condemn themselves out of their
own mouths,

Even so, he is more restrained
than he was in Capricornia and
generally he permits the reader to
sit back and enjoy a long range
view without dragging him along
by the ear to have a closer look.
One can appreciate snch an in-
cident as  Bronco, unjustly  con-
victed, sitting in court and staring
up at the whitesman totem sign:
Dieu et mon droit. -

The end of the story is pleasant
without being of any moment and
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is in keeping with the rest of the
varn, It provides w logical con-
clusion to the underlying theme—
that only in complete divorce from
physical contact with the whites
can aborizines and  mixed-bloods
hope to find happiness and pros-
pertiy.

Peapite the  fact  that
more care could have been taken
with the actual writing of this
book, it nevertheless  belies  the
amount ¢f thought that has been
put into it Most of its value lies
in its theme, much of the empha-
sivo flls on the dreaming  world
anct @ great deal of attention has
bheen given to the balancing and
oi-setting of characters.

A more sorions or more lively
treatment of the smme plot might
result of  greater
conscquence.  As it s, the book
is hardly ever more than enter-
trining and sometimes is not even
that.

cven

have  given  a

Peter Abotomey
Robertson,  Sydney,
1778,

Angus aned

voices over
the shoulder

ANTIPODES IN SHOES (Geoffrey
Dutton)

THIS collection of Geellrey Dut-

ton’s poems wrliten since 1944
confains travel poems, occasional
verse, brief reflective picees and a
number of satires.  Many have the
character, if not the form, of verse
letters. It ds a beautifully pro-
duced book, another fine cxample
of the work of Edwards and Shaw
and even more opulent than their
handsome edition of A. D, Hope's
The Wandering Isfands. Tt is a
hook to appeal to the collector no
less than the enthusiast,

The poems are familiar and
readable, mot striking very deep
and not falling very hard when
they  fall becavse their feet are
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never far from the ground.  That
is not  intended  as o damning
comment; one of the most import-
ant functions a writer can perform
iy to keep poetry alive for a wider
circle of readers.  That is what
Mr. Dutton can do, and if, in
achieving a low-voiced common
style, he hase’t greatly  enriched
our poetic tradition, it must be
said to his credit that he hasn't
hackneyed or enfecbled it either,
He doesn’t rise to metrical subtle-
ty, except i imitative forms, and
his thought isn’t often profound or
passionate, but he has achieved a
vernacular of poetry whicl is both
sensitive and witty.

He is often at his best in the
lively and local twist of a stan-
dard  reflection, as in this from
Thebarton Hall:

Tine 15 a cetlar where all the

wine’s beon drunk

And the empty bottles put back

on the racks,

Or thrown in broken heaps and

piled in sacks,

We are fools to stumble down

there with o thirst,

The only solution is to get drunk

first,

Or this, from a sequence, A
Dream for a Portrait:

Like poems, vour heauty talks

sense to [l(‘hj)'(‘,

Puts out the acrmal snn and

burns daylight.

There is certainly a good deal
of intelligent and lively wverse of
this kind  written all over Aus-
ralin. by educated people. It s,
indeed, one of the badges of a
sense of community among them
and Mr. Dutton can handle it with
aospinit, Jack of affectation and
sense of breeding,

It is a verse urbane and local
al the sume time, constantly in
tomch with an older and stronger
European literature  which  has
miollified in it the shrillness which
crows from isolation.

But even when one thinks of
Mr. Dutton as a spokesman for
the educated, emigre Australians,
his poetic roots seem dangerously
near the surface. He is a lecturer

in Linglish at the University of
Adelaide,  educated  at  Geelong
Grammar and  Oxford, served in
the RAAL. during the war and
atter lived for some years in Lon-
don and the south of France and
travelled through Greece and the
Middle East. He wmay well be
taken to stmd for a large numb-
ber of  Australians, particularly
academics  with  similar  history,
whose travels have given them a
similar store of reflections and at-
titudes.

Mr. Duiton i a poet whose
inagination is dommated by lit-
erature, but all too olten, one is
conscious of ghostly voices speak-
ing over his shoulder. If he
meditates on the bhoats at anchor
in the harbour of Thessalonica, he
can powerfully engage the scnse
of a reader who has seen it:

Fruit has come from the sonth,

the emply baskets return;

A cart in picces, wood the bar-

ren islands crave,

The circles of its rims lic un-

completed on the stern

Where by the curving Liller a

sadlor dreams.
But for the significance of the pic-
tnre we are almost summarily re-
terred to a reminiscence of T. S,
Eliot:

The city’s past is a broken build-

ing of murder and war.

Marvia s sailor sucks the stem of

a rose whose petal

Falls seaward, linking all time

that went before.

It the strength of Mr. Dutton’s
symbols is tempered for him by
other pocts, he can remind us of
them adeptly and withont vuolgar-
1sation.

A more scarching  question is
whether  Antipodes in Shoes re-
lleets o mature reaction to the ex-
perience of the uprooted intellec-
tual. My, Dutton’s manifesto may
lairly be taken as a plea for the
aristocratic cultivation of sensibil-
ity—"0ur perfection is the heart.”
He ds anti-democratic and — anti-
bourgeois. In the satires, the bull-
dozer is his persistent symbol for
Austratian life and he is every-

WESTERLY


file:///Vhere

where an opponent of the over
whelming materialism  which  in-

fects it. Here is a rather obvious
example in an attack on the
WOWSEr:
He'll teach us that all beauty
lies
Pleasantly  practical hefore our
vyes,
And  with  his  shears he will
release
The golden strands of Jason's
fleece.

Lest we get up to drunken tricks

He'll close down all the pubs
at six,

And that religion may be dead
for all

Turn every Sunday to a funeral.

The inert emotions of the aver-
age man are often finely hit off in
lines like:

. . The shining car hefore him
holds

Old Baldy necking in the shade

of gumnuts

With his baby sweetheart in an

upholstered dream.

On the other hand, Australia
sometimes appears as the countrv
of vouth, life, vitality, a new chall-
enge to the imagination against

But if
Lurope’s spirit is tived, at least for
Mr. Dutton it is there, while the
Australian spirit has learned to do
nothing but dominate, to impose
itself in all its narrowness with
the axe, the bulldozer and  the
llconsing laws.  Like most Aus-
tralian intellectuals, Nr. Dutton
remains “uncommitted”. At the
centre of the uncommitted Auns-
tralian is the conflict between the
active and the contemplative life;
of raw energy and tradition. He
has a strong historical sense with-
out wishing for the European’s
feeling of deep involvement in
history; he calls for a regenera-
tion of spirit without appearing to
believe in regenerative religion.
One cannot often feel that Mr.
Dutton hus brought anything new
to these problems and indeed his
poems often read like exceedingly
good essavs on topics like Present
versus Past, City versus Country,
or Sulitude versus Society. He
usually handles the tiresome dia-
lectic with so little sense of per-

tired, war-scarred LLurope.

sonal strain that it is hard to he-
licve in his seriousness when he
gies on the rampage against bour-
geols iasonsitivity:

Let wild extravagance

Some  vast, stupendous  party

give,

At which no man shall die

Till he's begun to live.
One feels here that the enemy of
wowserism is speaking, rather than
the poet.
vincing voice is the voice of the
romantic exile whese hell is other

Mr, Duiton’s most con-

people, whose destiny is to feel

...... the compulsion of the
woun.l

In the sea’s back for cach one
of us

To swini alone In time.
and  whose life belongs to  the
secret plices of the imagination,
of which he writes:
Although the bulldozer
has wot
The right of way throngh avenue
and drive
Their pyivate exists keep us all
alive,
Perhaps the poems themselves
are private exists and that, for all
their  admirable  surface  clarity,

Your rendezvous for
ALL occasions . . . .

Ca’ofa n \S)fir/ing ﬂofe

STIRLING HIGHWAY, NEDLANDS

VISIT OUR NEW LOUNGE
AND COCKTAIL BAR

All orders for functions promptly attended to.

Phones 86 3348
86 4977
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they vive little sense of the press-
ure and turbulence of thought and
feeling.  Mr. Dutton can tell us
with admirable compression that
the furction of poetry is to talk
sense fo desire, but his own verse
too olten  entertains  desire  with
horse-serse, and his images, being
of the poctic vernacular,
satishy as il the living dayvlights
of the mim had blazed on us with

never

more e the light of the norm:d
s,

David Bradley
ehwards and Shaw, Sydney. 17/6.

Colombo Pian
in literature

SPAN

H()\\’ should one judge an an-

thology like this?  Should it
be judged in the light of the
slightly  pretentious  sub-title—An
adventure in Asiun and Australion
writing—or  strictly as a literary
work?  The finul words of the
imtroduction of the editor, Lionel
Wigmore, are: If it sharpens in-
tevest in the countries represented.
aned serves as a base for further
sucl neighbourly  publications, it
will have done its job. Tt is fairly
certain that this nodest hope, al
least, has Dheen fulfilled, although
the gquality is uneven.

Of all the national groups, the
Philippines is the most interesting.
There is something  rather more
Faropean about the quality of the
wit, the tesxture of the imagination
andl  the nostalgia for the past
than in the other Asian stories or
pocms,  Perhaps the American ad-
ministration has killed any distaste
for the Spunish period, so that it
is now regarded as a native cnl-
ture.,

The Indian  and  Indonesian
stories, on the other hand, show
signs of rejection of English or
Dutch cnlture, hut it is pleasing
that this rejection does not appear,
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or at least in the stories here, to
be bitter.  In fact, there is occa-
sionally a hint that the writer may
be plaving to a national market by
slighting the foreign culture with
its colonial associations.

There are 14 poems by Angs-
tralians and about 30 by Asians,
but the Australian poctry is very
much better in guality.  The Aus-
tralian  poetry denser  in
meaning and idea and superior in
techmigue and imagination.  Most
of our best contemporary povts
are  represented—Wright,  IM.te-
cerald, Hope, Gilmore, Moore, 1.
Stewart, Webb, Campbell, Robin-
won et al—while it is probable
that Asia’s best are not. More-
over, a number of the Asian poems
have been translated (the editor
sheuld have indicated  this more
clearly ). Those  which,  like
Chinese  poetry, are briet com-
ments on a passing mood or upon

seems

a simple landscape, may i the
criginal have had some of that
exquisite precision which is claim-
cd for Chinese poetry.

Vargaret  Chatterjee’s  In a
Young Year suggests the  carlier
Judith Wright:

As traveller’s on the edoe of a

durk  country

We  stand—against  the  haunted

hintevlan:d

Of yvesterdays, for the vear is young

Al there are many days to come.
It iy be cultoral  conditioning
that makes this scem the hest of
the Asian poems.

Judith Wright has twa poems.
They have that rather dark and
fearful guality of her later poetry,
where she seems to have become
fascinated by some slowly whirl-
ing images in her own richly im-
aginative mind.,  Some of her later
verses suugest the tortuons spirals
in a Blake painting.

Douglas  Stewart continues his
Lotinical  and  biological  studies
with » poem ubout silkworms, one
of (he best of this series. i
cleve - verses have  something  of

the  attractive  stiltedness  of

painting of birds by Gould, but
they pule a little beside those of
D. H. Lawrence, whose blazing
sympathy seemed to be able to
burn through the outer brilliance
of fruit or Hower to the mystery
of bud or seed.

Mary Gilmore's  sharp  little
poem, Nationality, is very properly
included.  Its epigrammatic com-
ment on the cause of nationalist
sentiment is a useful dash of the
hitters of realism withont prejndice
to the purpose of the anthology.
The other  Australian poets  are
represented by fairly characteristic
Verses.

If the Australians can claim to
deminate the poetry, they can not
do so for the prose, and this is not
because the Asians can
write about things which are un-
familiar to most of us.  Perhaps
Asian writers are closer to suffer-
ing  than most  Australians  and
therefore more aware of life and
death,  Auvstralia’s  prose  writers
appear to be temporarily suspend-
ed between the vigour and vitality
of literary pioneering and the ur-
hanity an  essentially

merely

proper to
city-dwelling peaple,
Alun Marshall  and  Geoffrey
Dutton can write of wild ducks
Their sentiment  is
cood and is evidence of kindli-
ness, bt their stories lack  the
richuess that they might have had
if either writer knew more of the
symbolism in cultures where ani-
mals usnally have holy or super-
stitious associations. S. Rajarat-
nam’s The Tiger is not as good
technically, but is more interesting
in its partial failure because of the

and  cagles.

sugoestion of symbolism.

Mena  Abdullah and  Ray
VMathew make excellent use of the
conjunction of Afghan and Aus-
tralinn enltures in their story The
Time of the Peacock. This does
not relv on an unusual theme for
its effect,  The story has a wry
charm and  flashes of unsenti-
mental  poetry,  which  are  the
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achievements of technique as well
as of subject.

Some ol the Asian stories are
versicns of a theme common to
all literatures: the humbling of
conceit.  N. J. Dalal's The Silver
Anklets  does not  achieve the
fresh humour of “Zawgyi's” His
Spouse and Mumtaz Shireen’s De-
feat is a moving tale of the tragic
aspect of humbled pride which
sains by a simple, straightforward
telling. The Horror of Mahahena,
by the Prime Mlinister of Ceylon,
S. W. R. D. Bandaranaike, is a
curious combination of the very
English detective story and a
rather ghoulish variation of the
vampire theme. It is strangely
distasteful.

Change is naturally the theme
of many—the coming of Western
technology, the decay of old cul-
tures, the conflict of ideologies.
These stories range in depth from
the simple tale, by Bhabani Bhat-
tacharya, of an ox-cart driver suc-
cumbing reluctantly to the fascina-
tion of an aeroplane, to the more
complex study of terrorism in
Malaya from one of Han Suyin’s
HOVEIS.

Eknath Easwaran has an amus-
ing sketch of a village storckeeper-
postman, who can combine his
two roles in selling an envelope
and a half-bottle of coconut oil to
a single customer. He is terrified,
however, when a telegram arrives
for himself, for the Indian villager
has alse learnt to distrust the por-
tents of urgent news. Mulk Raj
Anand relates the story of a wily
singer who averts conflict by con-
vincing superstitious villagers that
the new dam being built in their
valley is the incarnation of their
goddess.

Two of the Indonesian stories—
Achdiat X, Mihardja’s Hamid and
Pramoedya Ananta Toer’s Born
Before the Dawn—deal with the
Indonesian revolutionary period. It
is heartening to see that Indo-
nesian writers can consider this
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period  with  comic  self-criticisin,
suggesting  encouraging  elements
of maturity that we do not read
about in the Press.

A number of the stories are
genuincly comic.  Of the Austra-
lians, this is most true of Dal
Stivens who is always more truly
humorous  when he resists  the
temptations of the tall story., Of
the Asian stories, Khawaja Ah-
mand  Abba’s  Maharaja’s  Ele-
phant mocks gently both British
and Indain pomp, Sri Thandaves-
wara’s Achha Dood reveals the
ethics of milk-watering in India,
Krishna Baldev Vaid’s A Man of
Aloods tells of a remarkable In-
dian Jeeves and MNochtar Lubi’s
The Lotteries of Haji Zakaria is
an Indonesian moral tale for
gambling Australians.

The two stories that hest reflect
the human comedy are the Pakis-
tani Saadat Hasan Manto’s Black
Shalwar, a tale of a casual pros-
titute told without any of the
slightly salacious self-consciousness
that afflicts most Western writers,
even French, and the Philippino
Alejandro R. Roce’s Of Cocks and
Kings—a delightfully dry, picar-
esque story. Perhaps it is in such
stories, rather than in the tragic
ones, that we most firmly establish
kinship.

David Hutchison

Published for the Canberra Fel-

Inwship of Australian Writers by
Cheshire, Melbourne, 25/-.

well-nibbled
pastures

VERSE IN AUSTRALIA, 1958

USTRALIAN poets published
1,000 poems, maybe a little
morve or less, during the 12 months
ended 30th June, 1958.
Every vear this happens. . . . We
read cach new poem . . . we scan
the volume, but at the end we

liuve no clear picture of what the
vear's poetry has been.”

This extract from the foreword
deseribes my own  esperience  of
selecting poetry for possible pub-
lication. It seems essential to
poets ang verse writers that their
products be individual.

Is there anything in the atmos-
phere of a particular year to tint
all its poetic products one hue?
1 think not, yet it seems strangely
possible to muake a few general
comments.  For example, to com-
pare this selection with one made
in 1954, it becomes apparent that
mest of the 1958 poems are easier
to understand at once, more met-
rically formal and linked more
closely with natural objects such
as birds and animals, trees and
carth, lovers and children. But
it is  uncomfortably true that
critical taste is never satisfied, and
1 feel a little uneasily that this
collection rings like the ghostly
echo of a Georgian anthology.

There is much direct and, in-
deed, often  delivate description,
seemingly just for its own sake, of
man in relation to nature. For in-
stance, taking names and poems
alphabetically, as the authors have
chosen to group them, we find in
Jessica Aldridge’s Italian Work-
men on a Country Road an Aus-
tralian morning landscape in har-
mony with “the live darkness”™ of
new Australian faces—this and no-
thing more. The opening stanzas
of Anne Bell’s Johnny Fox give a
Hickering excitement of something
new which peters out into the
well-worn pathos of a snared rab-
hit. Nancy Cato’s Mallee Farmer
seems a sad little echo of the old
Australian theme of no-rain-on-a-
hot-tin-roof.  Mary Finnans Off
Shears, Ray Mathew’s One Winter
Morning, Brian Medlin’s song The
Rains Have Come in the Middle
of June. Roland Robinson’s The
Rabbit, David Rowbottom’s Three
Horses and John Thompson’s Song
of the Fruit-Growers, individual as
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they may be technically, all vive
the feeling they have been met
before, sometimes in o stronger
and firmer guise.

There are other poems which
could be called descriptive nature
lyrics, but which seem to strike
some deeper, wider and more rich-
ly poetic note. New Spring of
James McAuley, for instance, Ran-
dolph  Stow’s Country Children
and Kathleen Dalziel's Mating
Season, together with  Kenneth
Slessor’s  Polarities, are, to my
mind, the pick of the collection.
For a certain delicate formality
I could add Gwen Harwood’s A
Postecard and Stow’s Language of
Flowers, and, for a personally
realised and more subtle feeling
and thought, Francis Webb's Hos-
pital Night.

McAuley’s New Spring, with its
Yeatsian  vocabulury  and  gentle
Iyrical melancholy, touches no new
chord and et is  pleasurable.
Stow’s Country  Children T liked
very much for its firm grasp of
subject-matter and clarity of form.
The refrain:  “Country children

know more than they know,”
makes an impression on both emo-
tion and memory. Kathleen Dal-
ziel's Mating Season delights me.
It has a strong and cleverly used
rhyvthim  which accentuates  the
lecal colour and the colloquial
treatment of the subject—the mat-
ing season of the black snakes.

The poem ends with the direct
and unornamented lines:

A man in the dark can't see

too  clear

But a country snake sees red.

S50 don't go walks this time of

the vear—

Oy so the bushmen said.
Polarites is not one of Slessor’s
best, but it has reality  and
warmth.

Tamparlooitimo’s Lament, trans-
lated from the aboriginal by Stuart
Scongall (with the eriginal given),
is more a curiosity than a poem,
althoueh it has some quality which
is hard to define.  Personally, 1
preter Bruce Beaver's White Cat
and Brown Girl in which the abo-
rigine theme is treated simply vet
svinpathetically.

The book’s format is pleasant,

clear and in good taste and the
brief biographies at the end may
do something to publicise some
little-known writers. It they do,
I'm all for it. Yet, in spite of
agreeing with Dr. Leonie Kram-
er's remark that too many critics
of anthologies tended to let per-
sonal likes blot out the selection
before them and tried to substi-
tute an  imaginary anthology of
their own compiling. I felt that
this collection could hardly repre-
sent the full range of a year of
Australian poetry.  If it does, 1
feel uneasy and a little sad.  The
young, honest and still uncertain
writers are given ample room and
there are some older and deeper
voices heard, but are there no
poems of our matured poets that
can give meaning and width to
these pleasant vet well-nibbled
and  ratber nurseryv-like  pastures?

Gaye Tennent
A yearly collection, sclected by
Robert  Clark, Geoffrey  Dutton,

Max Harris and lan Mudie. Aus-
tralian Letters, Adelaide. 15/-.
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