





















































































































































beauty, but unlike the pioneers they do not realise—-
simply because they never analyse it—what makes the
beauty. They are not wanton, but in the course of
solving the practical problems of making a comfortable
shelter, several trees may have to go. This minimises
the danger of roots in the drains, Then the wandering
creek may have to be filled in to reduce the mosquito
menace.”  (page 20)
All good reasons, of course: but if destruction of the
landscape is the only “practical” course, what point
is there in leaving town to live in the landscape?
One might just as well stay in Carlton or West
Leederville.

No doubt the architectural nightmare which
houses the University of Melbourne was, bit by bhit,
justified by the soundest and stodgiest administrators’
reasons, but the fina]l result is a screaming, featurist
horror that nothing can excuse. Before the Univer-
sity of W.A. puts up any more buildings the Senate
ought to be flown to Melbourne, and blow the ex-
pense. And there ought to be a medal of some sort
for the man who left the gums and scrub in front
of St. Catherine’s College, and so helped produce
the happiest effect on the University site since Alsop.
St. Catherine’s escapes featurism, despite the curious
crazy tiles, and the more curious crest, simply be-
cause it looks as though it belongs where it is. St
Thomas More has wandered in from a plumber’s
Nirvana, and St. George’s College from the sub-
conscious of those nice old chaps (Boyd’s Anglo-
philes), to whom England is “Home”. Neither of
them belongs where it is.

Boyd points out clearly the alternatives to featur-
ism, and they are simple enough. The buildings on
a landscape should either belong, like St. Catherine’s,
or assert themselves effectively, like the Alsop build-
ings. Of course Alsop was a Romantic, an eclectic
and an eminent eccentric, but he understood archi-
tecture. The contradictories of Featurism are wunity
of effect, and directness of stctement, and these
Alsop for the most part gets. In securing directness
of architectural statement idiom matters less than
unity and straight-forwardness, and the Alsop-
Romantic is more functional and decent than the
Modernizimus of the A.B.C. building. The “style”
of a building need not matter much one way or the
other, as long as it is honest:

“Architecture should never have allowed sitelf to get
into the habit of glamourising or glossing over the facts
with smooth visual effects, A building can rise to full
stature only when it has, firstly, definite and unequivocal
form in its masses and its spaces, for without this there
is no statement at all; and secondly when the formal
statement relates directly to the realities of the problem,
for without this every building may as well be done in
the image of a fairy castle. To deny the realities comn-

sciously for one relaxed moment, in the cause of beauty
or expression or religion or commerce, is to start down
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the slippery road to Featurisin and the ultimate ridicule

of architecture.” (page 206)

If one accepts this one cannot, for instance,
quarrel with the blank gable walls which the engin-
eering buildings present to Fairway, since they are
functional no doubt, and they do not interfere with
the function of anything else. The “psychological
effect” of the Great Court of the University of W.A.
on the other hand is already clear e¢nough to rule
out all sorts of possibilities otherwise open. Featur-
ism was alwaeys ruled out. The University Court
canmot be treated as an architectural museum, or
it will simply cease to function at all, except as a
giant receptacle for lunch papers, and there is an
obvious architectural problem to be solved. The
Court must be enclosed, physically and visually,
by buildings which house people properly, and
which do not as visual objects compete with the
existing architecture or with one another, This
is an obvious and a difficult problem, and although
one may not see clearly how it is to be solved,
one will be able to say at once if someone muffs it.
Plainness is probably the key, and plainness is the
hardest thing to get in the present state of Aus-
tralian architecture, but the whole aesthetic point
of the Court will be lost if it is turned into an
arena for tricks and the “Mummy lock at me smil-
ing” fronts of the featurists.

There is an alternative to Featurism, and we
may call it transfigured Featurism, though Boyd
does not use this expression. It consists simply in
featuring what is worth featuring, and letting the
rest sink into a decent but useful obscurity. To take
the example of own our Great Court again: one
does not put up buildings which compete with
Winthrop Hall but buildings which willingly let Win-
throp dominate them. Boyd is thinking of cities
in which uniformity is broken up by the punctuation
of outstanding buildings, but whatever scale one
takes for one’s group of buildings the principle
remains analogically applicable:

“If the negative, impersonal industrialised landscape
is considered only as a background on which genuine
features may be arranged to taste, it becomes a tpore
acceptable idea even in our present state of wvisual
delinquency. It is the black velvet on which the gems
are sprinkled. It enhances the feature gems. They
would stand in relief, magnificently featured, like Chr-is-
topher Wren’s churches among the phlegmatic ‘bm.:‘k
houses of Georgian London, or Francis Greenway's In
Colonial Sydney.” (page 112)

The outstanding is outstanding if it has a back-
ground: too many outstanding things, and nothing
stands out. Featurism is in effect as Kant thought
wickedness was, self-contradictory.

The sin of Featurism is not featuring things, but
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featuring everything, or what tends to come to the
same thing, featuring the parts at the expense of
the whole. Featurism is as queer as the caucus
face: Alice was perplexed that everyone should win
the race, and we are perplexed if everything is a
feature. A feature must be a feature of something,
but if there are too many features there is nothing
of which it can be a feature.

Splendid cities like Paris, and less splendid but
admirable ones like Barcelona, present a certain
plainness and uniformity in their general effect
(Haussmann saw to that in Paris), and the things
that do stand out mostly deserve to. The eye enters
into an urbane converse with its objects, immensely
more satisfving than the dazzle and eye-bash of
Svdney. or to contract the scale sharply, the Three
Assorted Colleges of Stirling Highway.

* %* *#

Though Featurism, or rather the denunciation of
it, occupies the main part of Boyd’s book, he has
other related and equally important targets, “Aus-
terica” and the wanton destruction of historic build-
ings among them.

“Austerica” is “. . . not a place but a way of
life” (page 64). It is “the imitation of the froth
at the top of the American soda fountain drink”,
America is the New Yorker and the Museum of
Modern Art as much as it is Hollywood and the
tail-finned monster, but nobody copies the New
Yorker: all we get is two-tone automobiles with
too much chrome. Austerica is not a good imita-
tion, but a singularly bad and tedious one, and
there is a connection between the Austerican and the
Featurist neuroses, which serves to explain the
Detroit-in-Geelong syndrome. As Boyd says, “The
attraction of a Featurist object is sudden, sharp
and shallow” {page 121), and we may suppose that
the Featurist and the Austerican habits of mind are
really parts of the one disease. Snap up the featur-
ist features, but leave the rest. This is why we do
get tri-tone styling, and do not get power braking
and steering (page 66): “coloured heads to the
natives”.

Among other things Boyvd has something to say
about the wanton destruction of historical and in-
teresting buildings:

“The continuing  destruction  presents o hazard  to
anyone writing about Australian architecture and want-
ing to cite living examples, Before the ink is dry a
building  which seems  important, permanent and in-
vunerable may be trembling to the first blows of the
wrecker’s mallet.””  (page 83}

The tendency to knock things down is not con-

50

fined to Australia, but it matters more here since
there is so little to preserve. Boyd offers deep
psychological explanations for the “annihilatory
urge” and for “the simple confidence that anything
new one does today must be for the better”. He
labels the causes “Puritanism”, “Diggerism” and
“Selective Blindness” (page 35), and his analyses
of these concepts should be required reading for
anyone who is content to see the end of Perth’s
most interesting buildings., The Barracks, The Clois-
ters, The Treasury, The Lands Office and the Town
Hall. Why should anyone be content to see them
vanish to make way for feeder roads and ceremonial
drives unless they suffered from some subconscious
Dynamiter complex ? In the case of the Barracks
an agreeable building is to be sacrificed for some-
thing that looks at present like a gigantic Coolgardie
cooler, and the best that we can reasonably hope for
is not Brasilia, but a brummagem Versailles. One
is inclined inevitably to favour the charming oddity
that one knows above the mock Heroic that one
fears. The National Capital does not inspire much
hope for a Provincial Capital (cf. Boyd, Chapter II
passim). The passion for destructive replacement is
really very odd, since many of the “annihilators”
who will destroy tomorrow’s antiquities today, never-
theless take dead seriously things like Guildford
Chapel, which is after all only London Court bap-
tized and boatered, and Boyd might have listed one
obvious cause of the Australian Ugliness: No sense
of the ridiculous. But perhaps this is already in-
cluded under Puritanism P

It to be hoped that the clergy will protect St.
George’s Cathedral, though in Wellington, New
Zealand. my old home town, a splendid wooden
cathedral (now happily saved) was to be pulled
down to provide funds for an Atheist-Aztect con-
fection in pink concrete (alas nearing completion).
The clergy and the dons are as bad as the rest.

The tendency to “improve” churches, though
perhaps inspired by practical and charitable motives,
is almost always to be deplored. The new portion
of St. Marv's is about as nasty as it could be,
while the old bit (possibly by Pugin in distans) is
at least decent. The additions to the Catholie
Church in Fremantle are beyond comment. Im-
provers and the designers of additions have some
okligation to their predecessors, even if it is only
to keep their disagreement gentle and wuncbtrusive.

On the University site, possibly the most im-
portant in the State, we have the new additions
to the Guild: a beetle-browed collonade, a court-
vard with uneasy proportions, and a fascist facade
that not even economy can justify.
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The architectural past delivers no one into bond-
age. The old Town Hall, whose splendid brick and
frenetic design are both admirable and amusing, is
dwarfed but not squashed by the new R. & L
building. This building is very fine in itself and
it provides a splendid blank wall against which the
Town Hall shows up, an exquisitely detailed toy.
I do not know if the effect was contrived, but con-
rived or not it is good. The “improvements” to
the Town Hall on the other hand are more in the
true Aussie style: bits of granite (apparently from
the stock of a defunct maker of modernistic tomb-
stomes), stuck with unerring bad taste onto a build-
ing that is a great deal better than the “improvers”
knew. What Boyd has to say about featurism sim-
pliciter is also true of the passion for “improve-
ment’”:

“The tragic irony of Featurism is that it is practiced
in the name of beauty on the assumption that all things
made by man . . . . are necessarily ugly when naked,

until they are given the extra enlivening 1t of a few

extrinsic eve catchers.”  {(page 120)

The pity of it is that this vandalism is usually
unnecessary, and it almost always flows from the
best motives; but good motives build no fine vistas.

Boyd’s book will become a classic: it may be
too late to save some, but architectural students in
future ought to swear to the code of the “Ethics
of Anti-Featurism” as medical students to the Hip-
pocratic oath.  And City Councillors, Road Board
members, and  sitters on all building  committees
whatsoever, ought henceforth to be set a stiff exam-
inzticn on it before they are allowed to put up as
niuch as a litter bin,

PATRICK HUTCHINGS s a lecturer in aesthetics at the
University of Western Anstralia,
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BOOKS

More Art,
Less Matter

YANDY
Donald Stuart

 (Georgian House,
Melbourne, 18/-)

HEN 1T first committed myself

to write on Yandy 1 had one
purpose in mind—to prove that
here was a fine book spoilt by the
commercial demands of the pub-
lisher. The original manuscript,
Yandy the Winds, was nearly four
times the length of the published
book Yandy and was rejected by
at least one publisher. When the
Australasian Book Society eventu-
ally'. accepted the manuscript,
Stuart was requested to reduce it
to about a quarter of its original
size, and for the sake of having
it printed Stuart agreed, although
I believe that much of that which
was cut is to appear in a second

book.

In any case, the published
Yandy is the first 80,000 words of
a 280,000 word opus, and really
only fills in the background to
a much larger book. This latter
traces the history of the native
co-operative mining venture right
to the point where the natives,
dissatisfied with what they con-
sidered the financial extravagance
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of the white man, Don MeLeod,
and unhappy about his leadership
generally, politely requested him
to roll his swag.

The concept of such a book is
infinitely more satisfying than that
embraced by Yandy which leaves
the aborigines and Don McLeod
all happily sitting on a rich find
of wolfram like so many roosters
on a dung-heap. This is hardly
acceptable artistically, and is cer-
tainly not the complete story
either as it happened or as Don-
ald Stuart wrote it.

On- this score then the publish-
ers could be blamed. But to any-
one coming back to the book for
a second look certain faults in the
writing become painfully obvious,
and. one suspects that considera-
tions other than the exceeding
length of the manuscript and the
publishers” own political sensitiv-
ity -about the later developments
at Pilbara, impelled the demand
for ruthless cutting.

For one thing, Donald Stuart,
in Yandy at any rate, seems to
le incapable or unwilling to build
up any sort of dramatic tension,
so that what could have been at
least  very exciting  writing  be-
comes little more than a mere
narration of events. I felt vague-
Iy disappointed that such rich
material shonld have been em-
ployed to such little effect. To
be told of happenings instead of
shown them is irritating to the
reader and devitalising to  the
writing, and because of this
Yandy at times becomes a mere
journalistic account of a string
of incidents, When we are told
that “ Pred” Gurran (McLeod’s
lawyer) was a cheeky feller right
enough. . . . . He asked all sorts
of questions and he seemed to
know a bit about how the People
(the natives) were thinking”, we
are anxious to see ‘Pred’ in action.
Instead we are fobbed off with
the following:

“Next day the Court was
crowded again, and again Pred
Gurran was a hawk, watching and
waiting, pouncing at the right
moment and always to good ef-
fect.”

In other places the climax of
an event is quite thrown away by
the author’s premtaure revelation
as in this passage:

“All of them knew it would be
a big job to bring Beeade (the
utility) through to the Nullagine
River from that last windmill on
Mt. Edgar. They knew too that
Becade would  come  through
bringing people and gear, tucker
and roodogs, to find out just how
good this piece of country was
for wolfram.”

Thus an important journey, the
last epic lap to the goal becomes
as dull as a trip to a Govern-
ment office.

In marked contrast to these in-
cidents and numerous others that
are narrated in the same flat tones,
is the dramatic voice of the black-
fellow leader Banjo throwing out
Lis challenge to the white squat-
ter:

“We're striking people now.
We got no use for this sort of
life, bad tucker, bad camp, bad
pay. S’pose you want the work
done, vou try deing it all your-
self.  We strikin® now.”

For just a moment the charac-
ter Banjo is charged with life and
achieves the individuality that all
the other characters lack. Not
even Wawollu or Dooley, full
bloods “of great character” as the
list in the front of the book in-
forms us, become anything more
than ciphers in a documentary.
Again 1 fee!l that the unsatisfac-
tory characterisation is a product
of Stuart’s lack of dramatic tech-
nigue. It is pointless telling us
that persons are “of great charac-
ter”.  We, incredulous creatures
that we are, have to be convinced
and the way of convicion lies in
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showing us the dramatis personae
in circumstances where the great-
ness becomes apparent. Coonar-
doo was a full blood of great
character but it needs no note in
the front of the book to tell us
this any more than the drover’s
wife needed a placard on her
back drawing attention to her
moral and physical strength.

Morcover 1 feel that the book
suffers by the events being shared
out among too many people so
that no one character is in the
foreground long enough to gain
stature; neither Dooley, Clancy,
nor McLeod. The chronicle of
events as they actually happened
has been followed too closely, and
it is only in the first part of the
book where there is some scope
for imaginative writing that
Yandy attains the quality of
Stuart’s better short stories.

As far as Stuart’s actual knowl-
edge of the aborigines is concern-
ed there can be no criticsim. Few
writers, perhaps none, are as well
qualified to write on the Austra-
lian aborigines as is Stuart (c.f.
Professor Stanner's review Mean-
jin No. 3, 1960). Yet this knowl-
edge, when added to the details
of the movement in Pilbara, is too
much for Stuart to handle. He
who has always been such a
stickler for “writing from the in-
side” is hoist by his own petard
for the events in Yandy have
taken precedence over and even
been substituted for craftsmanship.

Even as a documentary ac-
count, though, the book is lack-
ing. One side only of the events
is presented, and while no one
would deny that it is more than
time that the natives had a
spokesman a less biassed one
might have commanded a better
hearing. Many points could be
made in favour of the squatters
that are not mentioned in the
book. nor are all priests like
Father Bryan. No one knows
better than Donald Stuart of the
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existence of such enlightened and
informed anthropologists as Father
Worms.

His more restrained and care-
fully  wrought short stories are,
oddly enough, truer to life, for
although more imaginative, they
give some meaning to life.

Thus, I think that if the un-
published portion of Yandy is
written along the same lines as
the part already published, then
despite its fuller and more satis-
fving conception it is unlikely to
add greatly to the literary weight
of the book.

PETER ABOTOMEY

Asking For More

VERSE IN AUSTRALIA, 1960
Selected by Robert Clark,
Geoffrey Dutton, Max Harris,
Ian Mudie.

(Australian Letters, Adelaide.
17/6)

T is easier to come to terms
with a collection of paintings by
one artist, or at most by two or

three, rather than with many
paintings by almost as many
hands. Ut pictura, poesis. This
collecion of forty-three poems

(counting as single poems two
sequences, one of six and the
other of four short pieces) offers
representation to forty poets. The
anthology is in strict semse con-
temporary, being an annual sal-
vage from the obscurity of peri-
odicals out of the thousand
poems said to be published in
Australia each year. The poems
unequally merit this preservation,
but the preservation has been
handsomely done; the poems are
beautifully printed and produced.

There remains a case for repre-
senting fewer poets by more
poems each. Or alternatively at
the end of a decade, of gathering
the best of ten years into an an-
thology which will more substan-
tially illustrate the richer talents,
with some suppression of trivia.
In this volume, despite accidental
identity of space and time, the
reader feels a little too diffused
for comfort.

At all events, the more memor-
able poems are those which per-
mit a longer inspection of the
individual poet. Geoffrey Dutton
in “Abandoned Airstrip, Northern
Territory” explores the mystery of
comradeship in war-time, and the
unfilled void of later experience.
This against a night background
of a disused airstrip, and this over
2000 lines. Here is the central
experience:

“It is perhaps the worst evil of
war

To give the sense of belonging
and of love,

And all for death which peace
cannot restore.

Freedom means loneliness, a
place to move

Around in, round which no one
sets a border,

Names the time and target, gives
the order.”

Robert Clark’s “Six Moods in the
Mallee” consists of six short
poems which attempt with vary-
ing success to capture responses to
a type of country which for most
Australians is singularly feature-
less.  Judith Wright has four

poems in sequence on birds,
poems beautifully made but a
little slight in content. A. D.

Hope devotes his finished tech-
nique to the examination of the
macabre, in this case to the last
moments of a disintegrating mind.
Two poems deal with explorers—
Sturt and Eyre. One of two by
R. D. Fitzgerald attempts to
bridge the apparent discontinuity
of Sydney past and Sydney pre-
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sent, and finds a link in the ships
of the harbour. A number of
poems are concermned with curious
persons and personal relationships.
One poem, almost the only one
seeking its subject beyond Aus-
tralia, examines the atmosphere of
an ancient Eastern city with more
than usual distinction of rhythm.
This is by John Rowland, who
incidentally is credited with birth
in 1295; this comes as a surprise
to one who has recently met him.

One could generalise by saying
that this set of poems shows more
willingness to accept the discipline
and challenge of poetic form than
was typical of ten or twenty years
ago. A poem by Alexander Craig,
“Hillside” successfully exploits the
demands and limitations of a
rather difficult rhyme-scheme.

This collection serves as an at-
tractively presented interim report
on Australian poetry, and as a
point of departure for wider ex-
amination, From the first view-
point, it would encourage neither
despair nor high confidence about
the poetic state of the nation. The
second function of the collection
is the more important: to familiar-
ise us with the names of those
whaose work would merit further
examination,

J. E. BOURKE.

Writers and
Critics

EZRA POUND: G. S. Fraser
HENRY JAMES: D. W. Jefferson
ROBERT GRAVES: J. M. Cohen
WALLACE STEVENS:

Frank Kermode

(Writers and Critics Series,

Oliver & Boyd, 5/3 each)

1HESE are the first four of a
new series of monographs pub-
lished by Oliver and Boyd in a
paper-back format under the
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general editorship of A. N, Jeff-
ares, Professor of English at Leeds
University. They are to be foll-
owed by monographs on Sartre,
Faulkner, Hemingway, and
Brecht, which suggest that the
series will be concerned mainly
with contemporary writers and
critics and will include significant
European as well as English and
American writers.

Each of the monographs for re-
view runs to 100-120 pages
{about the length of five or six
lectures); each provides a bibli-
ography; and each is addressed
to the intelligent but non-special-
ist reader who is looking for a
stimulating and helpful introduc-
tion to the major writers of our
time,

Naturally there are marked
differences  between the four
monographs. ). W. Jefferson has

little that is new or brilliantly
illuminating to say about Henry
James, None the less his intro-
duction is very workmanlike, ad-
mirably well-balanced, sober, and
genuinely helpful to any reader
approaching Henry James for the
first time. G. S. Fraser is much
livelier and more personal at-
tempting to “write a plain man’s
guide” to a controversial figure
“partly because Pound’s writings
in prose and verse have stirred,
interested, delighted, exasperated
me for about thirty years”, and
partly because Pound has stirred,
interested, delighted, and exasper-
ated so many other poets and
critics during the last fifty years
that he must be counted as one
of the most important influences
upon Twentieth Century English
and American poets. J. M. Cohen
writing the first extended study of
Robert Graves™ varied work hard-
ly succeeds in persuading us that
Graves is a major poet and though
he gives a good deal of attention
to 'Graves historical novels, his
literary criticism, and his learned
but eccentric studies in mytholo-

gy, he fails to establish his claim
that they are closely related to
the poetry and help us to under-
stand and enjoy it more fully.
Frank Kermode is much happier

in his close study of Wallace
Stevens. This is expository and
interpretative  criticism  of  high

order; Kermode provides “a rea-
sonably simple companion to the
poems, treating each phrase of
Stevens work in turn, demonstrat-
ing its development and the rela-
tionship between early and late
Stevens” and through his close
and sensitive readings he enables
the reader to enter the rich world
of Stevens’ poetry undeterred by
the critical difficulties, which are
often considerable.

ALLAN EDWARDS

Words Words
Words

THE BIBLE WORD BOOK
Ronald Bridges and
Luther A. Weigle
(Thomas Nelson and Sons,

Edinburgh, 56/9)

@M HIS book is concerned with
words used in the King James
version of the Bible which have
changed in meaning or acquired
new meanings, so that they no
longer convey . . . the sense
intended. Most of the words
were accurate . . . but have be-
come ambiguous or misleading.’
The bible’s revisers of 1881
were unanimous in approbation
of ‘its simplicity, its dignity, its
power, its happy turns of expres-
sion . . . the music of its cadences
and the felicities of its rhythm.
After 250 years of currency why
did the original version arride
those who came to alter it with
its intrinsic beauties of language
structure and form, which in a
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subsequent 80 years now palls as
an enigma of expression or an
abstruse caballistic vademecum ?
The age degenerates desirous of
tenuous tawdry wisdom and
beauty.

To offer such a lexicon is to
offer freedom to thralls in the
modern world. Even if the task
of resurrection is impossible, of
both people and words, perhaps
this testament from the sinuous
dark east can be raised from ob-
nubilation to an odalisque beauty
lingering behind a silken veil; the
partial illumination engendering a
literary pruriecnce which impels
enlightenment.

‘The new knowledge of Bible
lands and languages . . . . have
made its revision desirable and
the changes in English usage have
made it necessary.” As exegetic of
recondite or misunderstood pass-
ages scholastic revision is import-
ant in establishing truth, especially
where vast civilisations Thave

grown on its word; to clarify or
correct suppositions or nescience
this is admirable. But to degrade
English usage to a slattern argot,
to exfoliate poetic qualities as im-
pairing scales, to cosset the lazy
breeder with facile renditions is
execrable, but collateral with the
promulgation of the sanctity of
contraceptives; to make a whore
of marriage and an abomination
love. This declension is disas-
trous; to encourage indolence and
insouciance, to flatter the illiterate
pariah society, to render bathetic
utterances those of the rapidly in-
durating ministrant body, who
declaim insensitively for the nonce
‘that noblest monument of English
prose’.

The Bible World Book may wax
factitive in the transposition of

The Book from babbled religion
to  delightful literature.

It presents apophthegms of
momentous beauty, bare of the

cloying associations of blind in-
sensate devotion, as rare ex-
amples of poetry. It reveals,
Christ and others, as true poets
and celebrants of life, as possess-
ors of empathy, that rarest virtue.
It restores the exciting nuances of
words variously used for centuries,
exhumes  the shades of words
from the grave of common voc-
ables—a mere dross, a scum and
crass vulgarity on the tongue—
liberates those exiles, words,
whose inherent beauty, oft viol-
ated, is of perdurable stuff, and
walks the purlieus of its confine
anxious always of its new life,
when revenant.

A book which bears salvation,
a word of hope and renascent
glory, to those pale in the cere-
ments of artistic creations which
gave England the divinity of its
tongue, and makes a serendipity
a haphazard glance in any diction-
ary.

DAVID AMBROSE.
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