


























































tion had left you \ ulnerable, you took what 
she ga^•e, thinking it was more, and soon 
there was Gloria called Ria. The years, de­
ceitful >'ears, passed by, reality tugged at 
your elbow, you were Lawrie, )'ou were her 
husband, she had a regard for you, she had 
little to give, too much had been spent on 
the memor}' of a father, what she gave was a 
pale shadow of what you should ha\'e had, a 
wifeh' pleasantness, a return for what you 
were. Others knew it, too. "Father's image!" 
^^\'ll, you didn't have to major in psych, to 
know that . . . now. 

THE dav was warm, the Oval infectious 
-*- with the enthusiasms of schools of child­

ren ^^ho knew that to contend was the aim, 
to win desirable. 

Lawrence shepherded his womenfolk, 
Margaret, Ria and Petch, to his usual seg­
ment of seats near the rail with a good view 
of most of the finishes "and what's more, I 
think we get a much better sight of the long 
jumps, this way." This was Fetch's first year 
with them. "Do we have to sit here? It's so 
hot in the sun. Last year Daddy took me up 
in the grandstand." 

Ria said, "Well, I'm sorry, Fetula, but we 
always sit here." Over their heads Lawrence 
tried to catch the smile that should have been 
in Margaret's c\es at the alchemy of child­
hood that turned last year and this to "al­
ways," but Margaret was not with them. She 
was somewhere between here and home with 
Peter and the men he was to meet, he hadn't 
said where, the Club maybe, but Margaret 
was following him in the car, the sleek 
roadster, he'd lia\'e the top down today and 
he'd lean back negligently, the sun rippling 
over him as he moved. 

"Oh, hurr}', hu.rry!" You know that's what 
Margaret is thinking. "Hurry, Peter, let me 
know you want to be near me, let me be sure 
you still Icne me, let me have rest from this 
anxiet)'; you've been so different lately, al­
most as though . . .no, it couldn't be, after 

all \Ne'\'e been to each other, those hours 
snatched together, Ria at school, Ian at 
school, Lawrence at the office, those heaven­
ly hours when you told me . . . oh, Peter, the 
things \()u told me! . . . no, it would never 
be that \()u're not loving me still . . . oh, 
Peter, hurry, be here, let me see in your eyes 
it means nothing that we haven't been to­
gether for a week, and the week before that 
W'hen you rang only once . . . Peter, hurry, 
lea\'e those men at the Club, be here in the 
sunshine . . . with me!" 

No, Margaret can never face up to it. 
How can she? What in her life would have 
taught her to tackle a situation such as this? 
Almost it was with gaiety she'd gone into it; 
and gaiet)' had not been part of Margaret 
since the day she'd received that cable in 
Paris. "Your father died suddenly. Buried 
today. Come home when ready," signed by 
a stepmother she had never met. 

And after this sudden flash of gaiety, a 
gaiety that you yourself had never been able 
to bring into lier life, then the quiet, the con­
trolled watchful quiet, the scheming to safe­
guard these precious hours stolen with this 
man, this father of Petch, this husband of the 
absent Julie; until you'd spoken at last. 

"We could move away from here." Move 
from the home you'd made for her as a bride; 
the home with its rose garden you'd planted 
together, the home where Ian was born, the 
home you left to go to the war, came back 
to, the home where Ria was born. "We could 
leave here," >'ou'd said, "build on the block 
at Attadale," that block with the river view, 
you'd kept all these years to be fan's some 
da\'. But you'd build a new home on it for 
all of you, now, if Margaret would have it so. 

She had been startled. 'Move away? From 
here? Oh, never!" You knew why and you'd 
not spoken of it again. The planning of a 
new house, the watching it grow, the choos­
ing of the furniture, the moving in, the plant­
ing of the garden, the settling of Ria at a 
new school, your friends, her friends, lan's 

28 WESTERLY 



friends gathering around you in a new home 
. . . what could such a new life offer her if it 
meant losing one snatched hour with Peter? 

Oh, Margaret, Margaret! you are bemused 
with wondering now as you sit here on this 
wooden bench in the sunshine at the Oval, 
with the children clinging to the rails in front 
of you, cheering their flying gods on the 
track, with me beside you who can think of 
none but you; oh, Margaret, dear foolish 
Margaret, your eyes are racked with tragedy, 
the tragedy of the woman who has lost and 
dimly begins to know it. 

At interval, Margaret unpacked the picnic 
basket. "No thanks, I'd rather have a coke," 
Petch said. 

"I'l go with you. The coke's near the ent­
rance." Ria looked at their guest, quick pity 
showing, then at her own mother. "Petch 
hasn't been well today. She wasn't well yes­
terday either. She thinks she'll be having an 
asthma attack soon." 

Lawrence said, "Perhaps Petch had better 
go and rest in the car, Margaret?" but it was 
Ria who answered him. "Then she'd miss 
lan's Mile, Daddy." So at that, Margaret still 
watching the thinning crowd between them 
and the turnstiles for sign of Peter, the girls 
sidled out between the dusty seats, Ria turn­
ing to wave to her father as they made the 
open ground, then pushing ahead quickly; 
she mustn't miss fan's Mile, the next but one 
event, Petch trailing languidly behind her. 

"Tea, Lawrence? Cake?" He shook his 
head. "The youngsters '11 clear it up." He 
covered the basket while she sat, apart, sec­
retly. Spring sunshine, dust, grass underfoot, 
people around her, the wave of sound sub­
dued now from the grandstand, officials at 
their arena microphones, track-suited couples 
pacing and jumping in a sporting ballet, 
scoreboard figures moving; Scotch, Christians, 
Wesley, Aquinas, Guildford, Hale, juggling 
with points, Ian somewhere on the ground 
with his coach waiting for his Mile. Nothing 
of it reached her, sitting in her secret world. 

He put his hand on hers. "Tom Casson 
was asking about the Attadale block. He's 
got an idea for a two-level place." 

She moved her hand away impatiently. 
"I don't want to go away from Claremont." 
There was the silence then, the silence that 
so often parted them now; and around them 
the crowd. He turned to his programme. 

It was then that Ria pushed her way to­
wards them, islanded in their silence. 

"Daddy! Petch . . . " She was white but 
she hadn't been running. A nine-years-old 
couldn't run in such a crowd. 'Daddy . . . " 

Margaret turned. "Fetch? Where is she?" 
She was on her feet now, scanning the slope 
of grass behind them. "Why didn't you wait 
for her? Don't stand there. Where is she?" 

Faces turned towards them with curiosity. 
The woman at the end of the bench said, 
"Don't stare, children," while she herself 
looked at Margaret, wondering at her vehem­
ence. Lawrence took Ria's cold little hand in 
his. "Tell Daddy quickly, Ria. -Where's 
Petch?" 

"She just fell down." At the look on her 
mother's face, Ria drew back into the shelter 
of her father's arms. "Show us where she is, 
dear. Don't be frightened. We'll look after 
Fetch . . . and you, too, little one. You'd 
better come with us, Margaret." 

ITS polio. The doctor who came past on 
his way to watch the Mile knew that . . . 

so did the ambulance men. It was later in 
the afternoon that you were able to get in 
touch with Peter. You'd put Ria to bed and 
at last you'd got him on the 'phone where 
you'd guessed he'd be, the flat at Cottesloe 
with the red-head from Fetch's ballet school, 
and told him. It was almost midnight when 
he called in here. You hated having him tell 
you how thankful he is for what you'd done 
for Fetula today. You hated having him in 
your home, you hated giving him a whisky 
soda, you hated the sympathy you offered, 
the hope that Petch would not be long in the 
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iron lung at I.D. Annexe. You hated him for 
the look in your wife's eyes as she said im-
pulsiveh', "Oh, Peter, you must let me help," 
and you hated him for the nakedness of her 
face when he replied, "Thank you, there's 
nothing you can do . . . I've phoned my 
wife and I'll run up and bring her home to­
morrow." You hated him, a father, anxious, 
tired with the day's alarms, as he went out 
of Margaret's life. He remembered, as you 
went with him to his car, to ask about fan's 
Mile, and you told him you'd missed it. 

Margaret is sitting where you left her, 
following him down the quiet street—where? 
To the bush, to the Julie you've never seen, 
to Fetch's mother, to Peter's wife. 

You smooth Margaret's hair as she sits. 
"I'll get Casson round tomorrow, to start 

on the Attadale plans." Farewell the loved 
home, the roses she had tended with you, 
the memories of a life together. She doesn't 
hear you, she is sobbing now. 

"Oh, Daddy, Daddy. Why did you send 
me away? How could you, to marry that 
woman . . . you sent me away . . . all that 
way to Paris . . . oh. Daddy, how cruel . . . " 

Her grief follows you as you go to calm 
Ria, tossing in her sleep. 

LYNDALL HADOW is a well-known Western Australian 
writer with much published work to her credit. 

The Refugee 

Malcolm Levene 

Her father now is gone, the wind has blown. 
While the blossom clutched its heart 

of darkness 
The fire wound quickly from its hearth 

of bone, 
And beat as silent upwards as the owl. 

But he has done. Only after darkness 
\\'hen the low morning light glistens 

like bone 
Do ghosts return, and sleeping children moan 
As harsh commandments thunder 

down again. 

He has done now, but in his girl the pain 
He sowed is cuckoo-bloated on her grace, 
And sits, an evil face behind her face, 
Poisoning her wine, and rotting her grain. 

Now her father has done. He was as cute 
In virture as the Christmas pig is pink 
And primped with fruited mouth and 

sweetened gut, 
\A'ith brain as tiny, and with heart as mute. 

Now her father is gone. There is 
strange peace 

In the children's garden; for in his time 
Uncertain charades would flutter and cease 
In leaflike terror of those moral gusts. 

Her father done, she fled to me. He had 
Tilled her humble brow with a pious plough 
And laid ditches in her cheek: These 

were now 
The emblems of her service, toll and tithe. 

The sins that love extolls in her did shrive 
The virtues of her father's hidden guest. 
She took my hand and laid it on her breast; 
Her father now is dust, and man is flesh. 
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Book Reviews: 

Boy from the Bush and Soviet Man 

A Review by Robert Orr 

MANY people go to the Soviet Union as to a 
psychiatrist's couch. They take to it their own 

haunting obsessions, their dark metaphysical pre­
occupations; they come away either purged of their 
uncertainties, and enthusiastic about the healing 
agent, or more confused and doubt-ridden than be­
fore. 

Professor Manning Clark seems to have done the 
latter. This book is the fruit of his three weeks' 
stay in Russia as guest of the Soviet Writers' Union, 
in late 1958. It is no ordinary travelogue, despite its 
author's modest disclaimer to have written anything 
more profound than "the comments of a boy from 
the bush on Soviet Man." For in the phrase "Soviet 
Man" lies the key to what is to follow. Professor 
Clark has assumed from the start that Soviet Man 
("Man" always gets a capital "M") must be a dif­
ferent animal from Russian man, and that this is 
more than a historical distinction. In other words, 
he has begun with a disposition to accept the Soviet's 
myth about themselves. This initial condition ex­
plains—among other things—one of the minor faults 
of the book: the cursory attention paid to the Russian 
quality of Soviet life, and to the question as to how 
much the people whom the author met owe their 
buoyant confidence to the success-story of Russian 
nationalism. 

Professor Clark performs at his best when record­
ing in straight-forward fashion his impressions of 
people and places. With a few deft strokes he can 
depict a character (especially if the character is a 
priest or a worshipper) with convincing verisimili­
tude. There are fistfuls of atmosphere in his de­
scriptions of Moscow and Leningrad; the sketch of 
the Hotel Ukraine, where he stayed in Moscow is 
keenly drawn. 

MEETING SOVIET MAN 
C. M. H. Clark 

(Angus and Robertson 15/-) 

"For in the foyer of the hotel what the eye 
noticed first of all was the display of ma­
terial, the marble floor, the marble pillars, 
the chandeliers hung from, a ceiling so far 
away that one could not see it without al­
most toppling over backwards . . . here was 
c:ily display, and a rather vulgar display at 
that. We were indeed in a hotel with 34 
floors and 1,200-odd rooms." 

The puritanical, soap-and-water heartiness of the 
factory club in Leningrad will ring familiar to those 
who have done their stint in British Youth Hostels. 
For Professor Clark is not a gaping marveller (as 
Malcolm Muggeridge once described the hilarious 
procession of English clergymen he saw tiptoeing 
reverently through Moscow's anti-God museum). He 
makes no concessions in his .stricttires against the 
Russians' cultural priggishness, or the architectural 
bankruptcy of Stalinist Moscow. What he calls his 
"Protestant - cum - Enlightenment background" is 
shocked by doctored history-writing, and by the 
pressures, of which he caught glimpses in his guides, 
to intellectual confonuity. (He has written highly 
effective reports of conversations which he had about 
Pasternak and Dostoevsky.) 

But Professor Clark is not content to leave well 
alone. All these tasty pieces have to be washed 
down with gallons of cosmic swill. He cannot see a 
Russian eating his porridge without wondering about 
his Weltanschauung; he cannot think of Stalin with­
out asking about the Why of it all. Not why did 
Stalin, after being labelled by his colleagues of 1924 
as the slow-witted mediocrity, manage to rule the 
Party and the country for three decades with ruth­
less effectiveness? (This would be a discussible 
question.) But "why do the Stalins' always come to 
the top, and stamp their ugly heels in the face of 
man's aspirations?" (Do they?) "Was Stalin ever 
sorry?" (How could this be answered, or even dis­
cussed? And why is it important?) Why human 
suffering, and are whatever gods there be indifferent 
to it? 

All this is fine for those with an unwearying 
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taste for Grand Themes and Ultimate Questions. 
For those with a journeyman's interest in what 
Russians think about Lenin, about Pasternak, or 
about Mr. Mcnzies it makes the book a sorry mess. 
On nearly every page bright ghmpses of the obvious 
("die blows we all suffer in our voyage across the 
terrible ocean of life") compete for our attention 
with fantasy and question-begging (". . . the Estab­
lishment had no sympathy with those who found 
comfort in the 29th or 90th Psalm, with those who 
felt strangers in the world, as had all those who 
came before them who believed that in the world 
man disguised himself in vain . . . " ) . 

The origin of Professor Clark's confusion can be 
put like this; he believes quite firmly that the 
Soviets have achieved a break-through on the moral 
front, that relations between man and man (not 
merely between employer and employee) have been 
transormed since 1917. No longer do people accept 
the curse of Adam's race—the rigid separation of 
work and play—as perpetual; no longer is such 
leisure as is won expended in a squalid scramble for 
suburban pleasures. But he cannot believe that all 
this has been achieved side by side with an almost 
total repudiation of religion. 

This is not a new problem; it has confronted all 
Christians disposed to take seriously the ethical 
claims of Communism. Professor Clark gives no sign 
in this book that he has anything new to say on 
the subject. He leans back on the old prop-assump­
tion, that Marxism itself must be a religion, that 
Communists have impfieity conceded the importance 
of the older religions by giving a substitute for 
them. Now leaving aside the fact that a Marxist 
would have no difficulty in handling such a challenge 
(he would simply ask which is a substitute . for 
which?), it could fairly be asked what light is thrown 
on either Christianity or Communism by indicating 
the formal similarity between Christ-worship and 
Lenin-olatry when, as Professor Clark has to admit, 
the substance of the latter was expressed by his 
hosts as "Communism means Soviet power and 
electrification of the country"? Australians may 
revere Sir Donald Bradman, but how far can you 
explore the statement that cricket is their national 
religion? 

Professor Clark is not satisfied with Communism 
as a contender for the place of refigion, and he says 
frankly why lie finds it deficient: ". . . in present-
da) Russia one is not encouraged to take a tragic 
view of life." He found the optimism of Russian 
writers suffocating. They were "acquainted with in-
telectual pride, but not with passion and madness." 
Professor Clark, a Christian, believes all men to be 
involved in an aboriginal catastrophe, which has cast 

a permanent blight on the human landscape. He is 
uneasy and bewildered to find the Russians ap­
parently getting along quite nicely without any sense 
of doom or despair, without showing any signs of 
"the thirst to believe" (a phrase he uses recurrently). 
He betrays in every paragraph the feeling that 
Christianity may be true, but that it cannot compete 
in the market with the wares of "Soviet Man (who) 
likes to read about victory, not about death and 
despair." Coming from a Christian, this is a pecufi-
arly faithless book. 

The author has failed to lay the ghost in his 
mind. He still suspects that the Soviets are in some 
way different, and this hunch has only soured his 
own appetite for calamity. Had he kept his eyes 
on Russian men and women, and forgotten about 
Soviet Nian, we might have had a book of incisive 
force. As it stands, the perceptive observations are 
smothered by a fog of unanswerable questions, for 
which some down-at-heel theopneustic claptrap is 
offered as answers. "Whereof we cannot speak, 
thereof we must reiuain silent." 

DR. ROBERT ORR is senior lecturer in Politics at the Uni­
versity of Western Australia. 
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Caravels, 

Kangaroos 

and Greenstone 

POEMS OF DISCOVERY 
\V. Hart-Smith 

(Angus and Robertson 16/-) 

I NTO my hands has recently 
come a vcell-made book of 

verse: "Poems of Discovery" by 
William Hart-Smith. And when 
I say well-made I speak of both 
book arul verse. The book is not 
the slim volume which so many 
poets desire to publish, usually 
on flimsy yellowing paper, and 
which tends to be so unsuitable 
for the stringy Australian poem, 
but a sturdy, right-shape, no-
nonsense book, with an inspiring 
jacket. The designers have every 
right to be proud of their crea­
tion. 

The book falls open readily at 
any page, and every time reveals 
the characteristic Hart-Smith use 
of imagery. His images are large­
ly visual, occasionally aural, of 
widely-varied tone, and alwa>s 
memorable, whether the image is 
one which likens men seeking 
Truth to a crab in a bottle, or one 
of the South end of a North­
bound Maori: 

"Saw a huge rump, py korry 
getting in a taxi door." 

WESTERLY 

Here and there we find examples 
of images which are visual and 
aural simultaneously, like the 
steamroller 

"doing a lumbering shimmy 
down the road." 

This is a masterly representation 
of both the tinkle and the rumbl­
ing shake of the steamroller, and 
there is quiet humour in the sug­
gestion that this is not really a 
machine, but a dancing elephant. 

There has been some critical 
comment already on the aptness 
or otherwise of die title of the 
book. S. E. Lee (Southerly No. 3, 
1959) feels that the sections en­
titled "Christoplier Columbus" and 
"Poems 1947 to 19.57" come with­
in the definition "Poems of Dis­
covery," but would exclude the 
Australian and New Zealand 
poems because they are too 
regional. I think that this is see­
ing the word "discovery" too nar­
rowly, and reveals an inadequate 
awareness of what Mr. Hart-Smith 
has written in his dust-jacket 
notes. In the Southerly article, 
the phrase "They attempt to re­
cord moments of understanding" 
is italicised for emphasis, but is 
ignored by Mr. Lee two pages 
later, when he slates Mr. Hart-
Smith's definition of discovery as 
"unduly elastic." 

As a poet, Mr. Hart-Smith is 
\\'ell aware of the value of making 
words work hard. Discovery is 
not merely the finding of new 
land, or the revelation of the "ad­
venturous, questing spirit of man," 
as Mr. Lee would have it, but is 
the process of uncovering, or 
bringing to light and making 
known anything whatsoever. And 
this is what Mr. Hart-Smith does 
when he records for posterity his 
"moments of understanding." 

, Undoubtedly he is at his best 
when he deals with the historical. 
Not only with Columbus, where 

his great love obviously lies, but 
with all the other subjects which 
have their roots in the past, his 
touch is strong and sure, whether 
he is writing of Balboa gazing at 

" . . . a level 
horizontal grey-blue, blue 
bhnding sheet and dazzle 
to his eyes," 

or his brother William who 
ploughed up the Maori green­
stone. Again, a poem which ling­
ers in tlie memory for its sym­
pathetic handling of men is 
"L\ re-bird," a sensitive examina­
tion of the early history of Aus­
tralia, which reveals just how 
fervently ignorant men believed 
that China or Paradise lay just 
over the mountains, and where 
the genteel amusement of an edu­
cated man at the convicts' notion 
of a compass drawn on paper 
gives way to the hysterical lavigh-
ter of a sorely-tried reader, and in 
the process becomes the cry of a 
laughing jackass. 

However, it is for the Columbus 
sequence that most people will 
buy the book. It is difficult, in­
deed wrong, to speak of separate 
poems when a work is so obvi­
ously a unity. It can only be said 
that here we have a long pro­
cession of hard, clear images 
which give us the entire story of 
Columbus as well as any two-
volume history of the Admiral of 
the Ocean Sea can do. In 43 
poems Mr. Hart-Smith has given 
us the man, his achievement, his 
dreams and his disillusionment. 
This is an accomplishment of 
which any man could be proud, 
and the sustained drive and tone 
of the poems make them a not­
able contribution to the poetry of 
19.59. 

HAL NICHOLSON 
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The Younger 

and the Older 

MUSIC OF DIVISION 
C. Wallace-Crabbe 

(Angus and Robertson 9/6) 

THE EARTHBOUND 
C. Higham 

dingus and Robertson 10/6) 

BOTH Chris Wallace-Crabbe 
and Charles Higham are neat 

competent poets. Nowhere does 
one feel the breathless stumbling 
of phrase, rhyme or metre that a 
lesser educated, more urgent poet 
might utter. They are, as the 
Bulletin reviewer of Crabbe's book 
so succinctly said it, exponents of 
"civilised poetry." They are re­
fined writers, and in this lies their 
strength and their weakness. 

As neat as their verse, the 
books ("Music of Division"; ^^^al-
lace-Crabbe and "The Earth-
bound": Higham) ha \e been pub­
lished by Angus and Robertson 
with the sometime assistance of 
the Commonwealth Literary Fund. 
Moderately priced and neatly-set 
out and bound, these books fill a 
long-felt need as introductions, in 
a projected series, to Modern 
Australian Poets. However, one 
feels that if the publishers were 
aiming at value they might have 
approached the greater poets such 
as A. D. Hope or Judith Wright. 

If, on the other hand, they want­
ed to be philanthropic, then an 
introduction to lesser known and 
less published poets might have 
been fairer. 

Because Higham is not only the 
older of the two in years, but 
because he is more firmly en­
trenched in the attitude that 
Wallace-Crabbe toys with, I call 
Higham "The older," for I fear 
that Wallace-Crabbe will rapidly 
become "the younger" in this per­
suasion. This attitude is based on 
their literary knowledge, for in 
their references and themes they 
reveal themselves as University 
educated, or else widely read 
poets. As a result, their sensi­
tivity is concerned with the abso­
lutes of expression, the adoption 
of the classical mode. Indeed, 
\V'allace-Crabbe is continually up­
set by the thought that he cannot 
achieve the perfection of achieved 
lines, cannot rival the ideal with 
his own creation. Several of 
his poems, such as "Lines to a 
Friend in Winter," are filled with 
this plaint, so that one is unkindly 
tempted to paraphrase Donne's: 
"The Triple Fool":— 

"I am a foole, I knowe 
. . . for saying so 
In whining Poetry." 

In short, what one agues with 
is not their technique, but their 
themes, for in Higham's careful 
and beautiful reconstructions of 
Greek myths, "Actaeon's Death," 
"Lines for a Myth" and "Elegy," 
or in Wallace Crabbe's "Ancient 
Historian," there is the smell of 
death for one who believes poetry 
is a gusty thing, splaw-footed, 
dewy-eyed; perhaps in the throats 
of singing men, but so full of life 
that even the finest language, the 
most polished phrase, is only the 
extension of a base or noble natu­
ral action. 

Both poets emerge as men who 
play at verse, who live it up and 

down, like a kite in the sky mak­
ing fine patterns, and at the end 
of their sunny days there is no­
thing left save the imaffected 
natural elements. Like Joyce's 
conception of a creator, they have 
"refined (themselves) out of exist­
ence," and one weeps, for they 
both have talent. 

\Vallace-Crabbe is a poet! He 
tells us so in twenty of his thirty-
five poems, by direct reference to 
the great art of poesy, or by 
the great difficulty that he is hav­
ing with this very line that he is 
about to present us. He also 
tells us of two literary teas he 
had attended, "A Word of Ad­
vice" and "Reminiscence of 
Woodend," but one is unimpress­
ed with this "Gulliver of verse" 
and is unburnt by "the fire that 
burns through rhyme," for in this 
type of poem he reveals himself 
as rather precious in his conflicts 
with the dialectic of the uncaring 
muse. 

It is not that I dislike his work, 
for in such poems as "Paolo to 
Francesca," "The Bird" and "The 
Fate of Desdemona" he harnesses 
his literary knowledge to works 
of untrammelled imagination and 
speculation, so that he extends our 
knowledge of such stories in 
world literature. In fact, he al­
most captures his own "golden 
bird of poetry" by refusing to be 
dissuaded from the quest by the 
signposts of long dead poets and 
events. Again, he is gifted in 
satire, "Suburban Piece," that re­
minds one of the awkwardness yet 
truth of Grahame Green's phrases, 
as he laughs generou.sly at a gar­
goyle and a film star. Finally, 
when he speaks honestly and not 
to the imagined Athenian circus, 
the lines of his and all poets' con­
flicts spring out from "Monologue 
among Colonial Houses": 

". . . where joy and sorrow 
Involve humility." 

and 
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"my poetry must come 
From places closer settled," 

for 

"From all tliat pose of darkness. 
The heart will only borrow 
Bore dust and broken panes 
As images." 

Yet oiae must criticise a man 
who in his poem "Henry Lawson" 
can begin \\'ith such interesting 
lines, 

"These barren ridges where 
Crows fly and celebrate . . ." 

and end his summation in the 
platitudinous phrase: 

"The great heart coupled with 
A clear and polished mind." 

Higham, however, is beyond 
criticism, for one's words do not 
impress a man otherwise per­
suaded. His verse is beautiful 
("The Earthbounds"): 

"no more than Christ's cup 
shattered this invaded 

skull where the rains have 
crumbled on hour" 

or again ("Actaeons Death") : 
". . . those naked boys 

Like lovers engined for an 
hour of love," 

but it is employed selfishly in a 
world removed from the normal. 
It is the private collection of a 
refined man, who believes that the 
fire has gone out of the world, 
that we fore\er wait in "The 
Hospital," and as such we must 
embrace his knowledge before we 
can know his work. Though much 
of his work is unique, such as 
"Barnacle Geese" or "The Wolf," 
one cannot help feeling that he 
has entrapped frozen pictures in. 
verse, carefully chiselled traceries 
of sound and image, which once 
perceived cannot be carried in 
this heart, perpetuated by the 
rote of love. Rather is this brilli­
ance refined and ascetic like a 
stoic's thoughts in dying Rome. 

PETER JEFFERY 

Ten Chapters 

of a Novel 

EVENING UNDER LAMP­
LIGHT 

D. Campbell 
(Angus and Robertson 17/6) 

THIS is a small book, in physical 
bulk, in the range of its set­

ting, characters and the emotions 
it touches upon. However, be­
cause the writer has understood 
his limitations the book has a 
special artistic merit and integrity. 

Although it is presented as a 
collection of short stories, the 
reader should not indulge in the 
freedom of reading them in what-
e\er order he may choose. The 
ten stories making up the book 
could almost be called the ten 
chapters of a novel, or more ac­
curately, the first nine stories form 
an exposition for the last one. 

All the stories revolve round 
the lives of two children on a 
sheep station. Campbell is par­
ticularly concerned with demon­
strating a spontaneous grace, sym­
pathy and love in these two; with 
presenting the spiritual qualities 
expressed in the almost crude 
physical vigour and 'livingness' of 
the children. For example: 

"It was an old outside lava­
tory covered with ivy . . . 
Billy sitting in the seat and 
laughing down at his pants 
danghng from his bare toes, 
felt at that moment tliat he 

knew something of the mys­
tery and delight of the god­
head." 

and 
"Billy always thought of 

the Jordan as just like their 
own creek, flowing over its 
sharp sand under the wil­
lows; and he saw the sand­
pipers, and Jesus wading up 
to his knees and the clouds 
coming over Bald Hill and 
the dove descending." 
Among the adults, Campbell 

finds this same grace in Elsie the 
housemaid, manifested by the 
baptism of her second child (but 
her husband's first) in a bird-bath, 
in token of the descent of the 
dove upon it. By contrast we have 
Miss Frost, the children's gover­
ness, who has managed, in true 
spinsterly fashion, to trap into 
marriage the station Overseer. 

"The only way Billy could 
ever explain the difference 
between them was that the 
clove had descended on the 
one and not on the other." . 
David Campbell is a poet (he 

has had at least two volumes of 
poetry published) and the form 
of these stories does show an in­
telligent use of this poetic ability 
as well as perhaps an avoidance 
of the weaknesses usual in poets 
writing in prose. And it is the 
poet in iiim that - produces the 
fine expression of moments of in­
sight in a visual image. Here is 
Janet's understanding of redemp­
tion: 

"Away you rolled like a 
button into the dark hollow 
that was death. Then God 
came along with his axe and 
chopped you out." 
It is not on the subtlety but on 

the expressiveness of symbols that 
he is relying. There is no attempt 
to resurrect archetypal significan­
ces to pick at the bed-rock of our 
consciousness; instead his sym­
bols, arising naturally out of the 
stories themselves, become mean-
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ingful, evocative through Camp­
bell's own writing. His facile and 
graceful command of words and 
the appropriateness of his images 
provide the indicative passages in 
the stories, with something of the 
concentrated feeling and sugges-
tiveness of poetry. For example, 
this passage, showing the children 
playing on the grave of a gentle­
man named A. G. Wise: 

"The young heads touched 
beneath the pines and their 
laughter was mingled. 

"Silly old Wise," Janet said, 
and she stamped up and 
down the grave. Death, what 
was death on a fine morning? 
A fraud like Santa Glaus . . . 

. . . Billy stamped, too. 
And to outdo his sister who 
was only a girl, he had an 
idea. The thin stream played 
on the tombstones. So much 
for old Wise." 
Here the details are quite pat­

ently s>mbolic. But while his in­
tention is clear, Campbell has 

taken care to make die passage 
plausible on a realistic basis, and 
the quality of the writing raises 
it above the heaviness and dull­
ness of allegory. 

The happenings in the adult 
world, which form a background 
to the short stories as well as 
forming a simple narrati\'e link 
between them, are presented 
obliquely through the eyes of the 
tliildren with the irony that their 
interpretation of them imparts. 
The adults' role in the book does 
not require any \er>' deep or 
original insight into character (of 
which, anyway, Campbell is prob­
ably incapable). They are really 
stock figures, but Campbell makes 
them sufficiently ali^'e for him to 
lose them while describing them 
humorously. At the bottom of all 
his judgments of character is an 
appealing generosity: the father, 
remote with a heavy fatherly wit, 
is almost the Victorian pater 
familias; Miss Frost, the gover­
ness, is a t>'pical man-trapping 

spinster; the mother is motherly, 
but Campbell has a rather charm­
ing s>mpath>' for her. 

Tiic .structure of the book sepa­
rates the events in the adult world 
from the life of the cliildren ex­
cept at moments of unusiuil 
awareness, which usually occur in 
Janet since she is the older of the 
two and perhaps because she is a 
girl and more generously sym­
pathetic. 

The book achieves its quite in-
di\'idiu>l atmo-sphere in the under­
standing humour of Campbell's 
writing which this review has 
probal)l\- failed to suggest entireh'. 
His stories are more than the 
formless little subjectivisms that 
so many stories about childhood 
are. One could nc\er claim that 
they are more than the uncomplex 
tenuous conceptions of a minor 
creator, but his writing does ex­
press his own conviction of its 
trutli. 

RICHARD SADLEIR 

=STUDENTS= 
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