
































































































































amplitude, if not
precision. He then relates all to
that “I" which should bhe the
spring of poetic inspiration but
not its occan, and we find our-
selves tied up with the personal-
ised particular, the human, the
frail, rather than with the trans-
cendental, the universal, even if
it is embodied in the personal

in  sufficient

The second genre is the least
clearcut of the three. 1 call it
the Apollonian contemplative or
satiric.  This form requires the
partial renunciation of the emo-
tional attitude. At its worst with
Mr.  Thiele it becomes vapid
mouthings of bitter-sweet, semi-
homiletic get-ups concerned with
important issues like the compari-
son between a hird’s wise song
outside  a  classroom  and  the
teacher’s dull drone within, the
implications (one) of soaring ar-
chitecture for our shuttered lives.
traffic and factory noises in a city
and so on.

Rather better than this are his
satiric poems, which occasionally
come off, largelv due to a heavy
but  honest natural wit.  The
effect of these is usually concen-
trated in the l:st line, the punch
fine, but one wonders sometimes
if the pedestrian edifice is justi-
fed by the summit,

At its hest this genre is digni-
fied, cool, articulated and some-
times formal. The manneredness
is allowed to take over in some
poems:

“O rare Festival !

Swan and poet so addressed
together

That each is loth

To break the tremulous mea-
sure—

Poetrv vibrant in them both,”

But in the best poems the lofty
sentiment and phraseology  are
subordinated to the theme and
endow it with tension, as in the
fine “Mountain Funeral”, which
concludes:
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“What make of man was he to
summon

Cold of death for one death’s
sake,

So much a part of earth and
season

That trees burn snow to keep
his wake.”

The meditative and metaphysi-
cal component is almost always
negligible.  The closest he ever
seems to get is to produce a line
or two of personal eschatology
which he tacks onto the end of
the poem if its major tone is other
than surgently jovous and its con-
tent other than narrative. Thus,
an observant trilobite

“Throngh my perishable flesh
Perceives the structure of the
bone.”
Watching a burial in a city grave-
vard realises in the last line:
“But I there tomorrow
morning.”
At the end of a poem written on
his father’s funeral says. ominans-
ly:
“Yet here in the dusk of my
own escaping day

I strangely sense the terrible
mystery

Of Man and God.”

Now, at last, with the narra-
tive genre this review unbeetles
its brow and breaks vpen a small
cask of cheer.

It is sad that the author of
“Burke and Wills” has not in-
cluded more narrative poetry in
this  collection, because here,
certainly, his length lies. Prin.
cipally this is so hecause the nar-
rative form provides its own
structure (therefore, of course, its
own variation), and in it the
dramatic succession of real events
is substituted for the false drama
of suddenly re-angling the Jes-
criptive focus that is characteristic
of the other two styles.

The extended conceit, though
essentially descriptive, serves the
purpose of the dramatic form by
forcing Mr. Thiele to produce 7eal

differences in the subject. Each
verse begins with the title words
and in “Bert Schultz” the sub-
ject’s qualities are expressed large-
ly in terms of the topography of
his native land; he is Australia
become myth:

“Bert Schultz knows something

of tractor oils and sumps,
Sheep dogs and petrol pumps
And an oceasional punch to
the chin,
But when he laughs like a
shaking mountain,
Or gullies his face boldly with
a grin,
He opens suddenly and- lets
you in.”
The same reiterative style is em-
ployed for “Tom Farley,” but here
dramatic movement is achicved
through the restatement of the
theme in inverted form through
a little fantasy. .

Both these poems are effectiv..,
seriously and humorously worled
out, sincere but restrained and
unsentimental.  And both, eupe-
cially “Bert Schultz”, are the
clearest expressions in the book
of Mr. Thicle’s attitude towards
his poetry and its subjects—Aus-
tralian and the Aussic.  He fecls
part of the continent, moulded by
its  contours, sustained by its
rugged power. He loves it in Tus
bones. Tt is when he says this,
indirectly  but
that he succeeds.

It is, too, the area in which 1
feel his best development lies, and
we look forward to pungent, mus-
cular verse plays and commen-
taries,

I would like to conclude with a
humble offering. Tt seems to me
that instead of struggling with
lists of grossly visceral or ballis-
tic words, a single word which
expressed intensively all the sen-
sible experiences of the human
body would be desirable. I think
I know of one. May [ heartily
recommend  “Splunge”.

MALCOLM LEVENE

without  evasion,
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Sex and a Noble
Speech

POEMS
A. D. Hope
( Hamish Hamilton, 18/9)

T last we have a chance to see
what A. D. Hope’s poetry is
uxe. His work is meagrely repre-
sented in anthologies, though no
Australian poet now writing excels
him in clarity of expression or
command of poetic form. The
reason is that much of it is barely
printable.  Pornography has al-
ways been eminently printable,
and no reasonable objections have
been made to the publication of
scientific works about sexual be-
* haviour. But serious lyric poetry
on the subject is very strong meat
indeed, and this is the main con-
tent of the book.

An  example is “Pasiphae”,
which describes the coupling of a
bull and the wife of Minos, and
the conception of the Minotaur.
The theme, the significance of the
sexual act, recurs often in Hope's
poems, and in the best of them
is very rewarding; but “Pasiphae”
reveals the fault of his work in
general, his predilection for irrele-
vantly accurate representations of
sensual impression. This is a by-
product of the art whch produces
the perfect lucidity of the poems,
but it is often no more than dis-
tracting, or, as here, violently ec-
plectic. On occasion, this sensual
wit takes over the whole poem:
“The Coasts of Cerigao”, and at
its best does ne more than pre-
sent a tableau which would not
otherwise have seen the light of
conscious . thought: “Totentanz”,
“Last Look”, and the “Three Ro-
mances”.

The second class of poems for
which Hope is known, is the
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satires.  Satire is the primitive
form of poetry, and its subject
is primitive, whatever pretence of
lashing vice there may be. A
satirist is a civilized man with an
obsession, in the case of Juvenal,
sex, in the case of Swift, excre-
ment, A, D. Hope writes the
other sort of satire, criticizing
civilization from the standpoint of
the primitive. This puts him in
distinguished company, but we
may be sure that it is a sideline,
lyric poetry on holiday. He criti-
cizes religions, sexnal and intellec
tual conventionality, not an orig-
inal choice. As he says:
... from his vegetable Sunday
School
emerges with the neatly maud-
lin phrase
Still one more poet to rant or
drool
about the Standardisation of
the Race.

And again in the satiric poems.
the effort to realize perfectly in
verse sensations which have no
right of their own to be there,
tends to replace any backbone of
argument.  Both  “The  Return
from the Freudian Isles” and
“The Damnation of Byron” are
founded on moribund literary
commonplaces; it is the visual
and tactual impressions which are
the wmatter of the poems. Not
that they are not brilliantly ren-
dered.

There are, too, epistles to several
personages: Edward Sackville to
Venetia Digby, in the manner of
Ovid, and to Judith from Holo-
fernes, in the manner, though far
from the opinions, of Pope; in ver-
sification hardly suffering by com-
parison with the originals, “The
Elegy” is a salutation to Roches-
ter., and “The Dinner” might be
called a parody of Propertins. If
to any period, it is to the Augus-
tans, new or old, that he owes in-
spiration, but his best work is
completely original.

In the one poem where Hope

acknowledges his nationality, he
describes too the mental back-
ground to  this originality. I
“Australia”, the country is charac-
teristically likened to

A woman heyond her change
of life, a breast

Still tender but  within  the
womb is dry. '

Not a country for a Romantic;

Yet there are some like me turn
gladly home

From the lush jungle of mo-
dern thought, to find

The Arabian desert of the
human mind,

Hoping, if still from the de-
serts the prophets come.

Such savage and scarlet as no
green hills dare

Springs in that waste,
spirit which escapes

The learned doubt, the chat-
ter of cultured apes

Which is called civilization
over there.

some

This is one of his best-known
poems.  Others which have won
recognition in anthologies and
criticisms  are the sexual poems
“Imperial Adam”, "“Chorale” and
“Conquistador”, and there is no
reason to quarrel with this choice,
The remainder with varying de-
grees of success repeat the themes
of these three. But all are worth
reading, for the sake of such gems
as these:

with the mark

Of blood upon his breast and

on his brow.

An unknown king, with my

transfigured face,

Bends your immortal body to

his delight.
—and for the quality never ab-
sent even in the worst, the quality
he recalls in his memorial to W,
B. Yeats:

To have found at last that

noble candid speech

In which all things worth say-

ing may be said. . . .

PETER ABBOTT
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Convict Days

CONVICT DAYS
Price Waring
(Australasian Book Society,
Sydney, 25/-)

HEN the Oxtord University

Press published a weird and
not so wonderful selection of Aus-
tralian Short Stories in 1951, in-
cluded in it was a story, “John
Price’s Bar of Steel”, by Price
Warung  ( William Astley). The
material of this competently writ-
ten story is startling and those
readers unfamiliar with Astley’s
writing must have wondered if he
ever used the subject of convicts
and  Transportation with greater
penetration or to better effect,

Anyvone searching to this pur-
pose for more Astley writing
would have found it exceedingly
difficult to unearth, save for a
patchy story or two, since this
reprint by the Australasian Book
Society is the first for many vears.

It is difficult to know on what
basis these thirteen stories were
selected from Astley’s four pub-
lished wvolumes.  Certainly  they
prove the point that Astley never
wrote anything that could be
called significant literature, and
that he could hardly be classified,
in the field of writing, as other
than a clever tradesman.

In none of these stories is Ast-
ley’s approach more than com-
petently  journalistic. It is the
sensational detail that attracts him,
the ingenious plot, the trick end-
ing; and the characters, subordin-
ated to these effects, suffer accord-
ingly. Astley himself said of his
writing that it was “an attempt
to describe the subjects of the sys-
tem as men and women and not
as  chattels, things, numbers”.
Whether he succeeds in this at-
tempt is arguable. But it is obvi-
ous that he never produces any
outstanding characters to match
those of that powerful and per-
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ceptive authoress, Barbara Bayn-
ton, who wrote at about the same
time, and is much less well known.
Between the two there can be
little comparison. Baynton’s short
story characters reveal their cre-
ator’s psychological insight.  Ast-
ley’s chief characters emerge only
as convicts or constituted author-
ity.

In his handling of these type
characters Astley has ben praised
for his “artistic truth” in present-
ing the convicts—in all their selt-
ishness, their cruelty and at times,
hestiality towards one another.
The fact such assessors forget is
that Astley was a Bulletin writer,
a staunch upholder of Australian
nationalism despite the fact that
he was born in England and did
not arrive in Australia, a free im-
migrant, until he was four. Like
the other writers for the Bulletin,
Daley, O'Dowd, Furphy, Lawson,
et alia, Astley resented bitterly
“the malign influences of the old
world” on Australia and contend-
ed that “it was unreasonable to
suppose that so large a number
of persons of progressive race
could be ruled by a power at a
distance of 16,000 miles”™.  But
most of all, these men, particularly
Astley, were infuriated that Great
Britain should sweep her gutters
clean of the depraved and vicious
wretches that inhabited them, and
fling them “on the shores of the
new land of Australia as splendid
colonising  material”. “Cntter-
brats” Astlev called them on occa-
sions, “whose outward appearance
was the only semblance they pos-
sessedd to o humanity.”  Astlev
hated the Conviet System in all
its parts although he never saw it
in full action. He regarded it as
an insult to Australiu, and rankled
at the patronising attitude of the
British authorities who praised it.
He detested the upholders of the
systern and the officials who con-
trolled it.  Bur he also despised
the convicts who unwillingly

helped to blot the record of Aus-
tralia’s early settlement.. -

Nevertheless he was too shrewd
a journalist not to see the poten-
tiality of the convict-victims as a
fulerum for his lever against
British Imperialism. And depict-
ing the convicts as victims and
at the same time aiming his dis-
like, he earned himself a repu-
tation for impartiality.

Nobody could deny that Astley
tells a rattling good yarn. Des-
pite obvious faults,obvious tech-
nigques and an irritating tendency
to underline his points in red the
stories are vigorous and exciting,
characterised by lively writing
and spirited partisanship. Vicious
criminals and sadistic officials not-
withstanding the brutal details
narrated never overwhelm with
horror, mainly, however, because
of Astley’s inability to do more
than incorporate the reader as an
interested  witness.

But bhecause the stories are not
in the front rank artistically is no
reason for condemning them out
of hand. In fact, they are absorb-

ing because of Astley’s detailed

knowledge of the Transportation
Svstem, a knowledge unparalleled
by any other writer except Marcus
Clarke.

If not for literary reasons, then
at least for their sociological and
historical significance, these
stories are important.  Whether in
the original editions Astley gave
documentary verification for the
incidents in his stories, it is im-
possible to say from this publica-
tion. But anvone familiar with
“For the Term of His Natural
Life” will be aware that the same
sorts of details that Astley des-
cribes are fully documented by
Clarke.

Astley’s authentic use of the
convict era as background ~and
subject for his stories earns him
a place in the history of Australian
writing, and for that reason the
publishers are to be commended
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for resurrecting them. Moreover,
“Convict Days™ graphically revives
a side of Australia’s, and Britain’s,
social history that could easily be
forgotten in its detail by all save
post-graduates searching the ar-
chives of the Mitchell library for
crude material for theses.
PETER ABOTOMEY

Overland and
Southerly

'OVERLAND, Autumn 1961, 2/6
SOUTHERLY, No. 1, 1961, 7/6

HEN c¢. 1343 (? birth of Chau-

cer) And All That comes to
be written, the little magazines of
the 20th Century will appear as a
categorical GOOD THINC. They
are especially valuable in Austra-
lia, where nearly all the means of
communication are concentrated
in a very few hands; we should
all subscribe to at least one maga-
zine, if from nothing more than
cultural piety, although most of
them offer pleasures other than
this pharisaical one. It is good
to see new ventures, sad to see
the old ones in trouble, as they
often are. Meanjin is currently
undergoing one of its financial
crises; so is The Critic; Southerly
did not appear at all last year
and has just got back into print
(although money wasn’t the only
trouble here); and Owverland has,
improbably, a Floating Fund.

In reviewing the Autumn num-
bers of QOverland and Southerly,
all I shall attempt to do is to give
a reader a rough idea of what he
would get for his money, with a
few snap judgments of my own
thrown in.  Qverland gives him
54 pages for 2/6—it is intended
to reach the working man, and

the price has been kept down

by using cheap paper and small
print. Even so it seems unlikely
“that it could pay its way, and
I would guess that it is sold be-
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low cost.  Ouerlund has o slogan,
“Temper democratic, bias Austra-
lian”, but seems to have outgrown
the truculence this suggests. This
issue, at any rate, is good temper-
ed, its interests are cosmopolitan,

and its tone is not so much that

of the early Bulletin, as the slogan
suggests, as of a literary and aus-
tral New Statesman, some of
whose contributors are represented
or reviewed (e.g, Raymond
Williams, Bronowski, Arnold Wes-
ker). In fact Ouverland has great
value as a literary and cultural
expression of the labor movement,
which has been almost exclusively
political and economic for much
of its history in Australin. (This
issue concludes a lively debate on
Labor’s neglect of the arts through
pre-occupation with economic ob-
jectives. The last reprinted an
article by Arnold Wesker in which
he regrets that Socialism in Eng-
land, which began as a faith and
a culture, seems to have settled for
the telly and a new car.)

The contents of Querland are
listed as: Stories, Poetry, Features,
Reviews., There are two stories;
one by John Morrison about life
in the casualty ward, the key sen-
tence of which is “1 am here, and
this is happening to me”: the se-
cond is a warm-hearted sketch of
an imperturbably self-sufficient old
black feller by W. N. Scott. The
“poetry” is a mixed bag, some of
it smart and sexy (“O madam,
shall I call thee whore/Or merely
fallen maid?” or “I took away her
maidenhead/and gave her Maid-
enhair instead”}, much of it is
heavily self-involved {“T've
sprawled my roots and branches
like a towering gum/Into every
crevice of the earth and air.”).
There was nothing that I could
like very much, the most to my
taste being Segregation.  First
Century A.D., and From Bulli
Lookout at Night, both of which
do what their titles suggest, and
do it well.

The strength of this issue of
Overlund lies in its features, One
of them is the last chapter of
Raymond Williams’ forthcoming
book “The Long Revolution”, in
which he deplores the imbalance
cultural  expenditure:
“more is spent, for example, on
advertising a new soap and im-
printing a jingle attached to it
than on supporting an orchestra
or a picture gallery™—and yet it
is our money. “The supply of ad-
vertising money can only in the
end come from us, as workers and
buvers.” Williams puts the case
against the present system foreib-
ly; not everyone will agree with
the alternatives he suggests, al-
though they deserve attention.

of  our

Another New  Statesman-like
contributor is C. P. Snow, who
discusses at length a recently
published book, The Western In-
tellectual  Tradition: From Leon-
ardo to Hegel by J. Bronowski and
Bruce Mazlish, the main thesis of
which is that “in essence all in-
tellectual developments from 1450
to 1850 take their nature from
science.  Whether they are scien-
tific or not, they are inspired by
the scientific process. Once men
got the knack of reason—plus—
experiment, or whatever we like
to call it, there was no kind of
thinking, no kind of art, even no
kind of politics, which could re-
main immune for long.”  In other
words, science is the western in-
tellectual  tradition.  Sir  Charles
warmly endorses the thesis, al-
though he queries the arrogance
with  which the authors have
claimed science for the Waest,
points out some of the traps which
lie in the word “tradition” and
wonders, pertinently, what hap-
pens to the darker spokesmen such
as Dr. Johnson (“a voice speak-
ing for the irremediable in human
life—a far deeper and in many
wayvs more influential voice than
either Hobbes or Burke”) in a
tradition so defined. The review
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is a thoughttul one, and directs
our attention again to the problem
of the two cultures in our midst,
a problem which Sir Charles has
done so much to define. Yet
somchow the article is less than
its promise; 1 think we feel that
it we struggle to throw off the
prejudices that have come to us
from either of the two cultures
and climb high above the Snow-
line, we should be rewarded by a
bracing air and a new view of
the world below us. But in fact
it's a bit foggy up top, and the
view as before; (e.g., the authors
are highly praised for showing
“a very acute intellectual sense of
the ironies and paradoxes of his-
tory”; the example given is the
perception that religious toleration
and democratic independence in
the U.S.A. are largely a product
of  Calvinist intolerance. But
surely this little irony-of-history is
part of the stock in trade of any
Leaving History Student following
a trail well blazed by Tawney
vears ago. lts mastery requires
much less than “a very acute in-
tellectual sense” ete.).

The scoop feature is undoubted-
ly that by Brian Cooper on his
experfences in New Guinea, and
it is worth noting that the pub-
lication of an article such as this
ALONE justifies Overland, since
Cooper’s case has not appeared in
our daily newspapers nor in the
official news bulletins of the
A.B.C. (so far as I know). There
is no big left-wing press in Aus-
tralia, and this is a very serious
deficiency in our intellectual life.
His main charge is that “whether
or not the ‘Government admits it
even to itself, its policy in New
Guinea is to maintain white su-
premacy as long as possible”, and
it seems to me likely that there
is much truth in this. Certainly
Australians  other  than
Cooper are disturbed by the calm
wav in which ten- and fifteen-year
plans are made for New Guinea.

many
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It is probably true that such a
period is desirable—but surely it
is obvious that we haven’t GOT
fifteen years, and will perhaps be
lucky to get ten. Cooper goes a
good deal further than this: “In
tact the people of New Guinea

" are quite capable of running their

own affairs.” The head-hunting
etc. is not serious, and was largely
a publicity gimmick for frighten-
ing off foreigners, first dreamt up
by a few smart chiefs 100 years
ago, since exploited by colonials
who want to stay where they are.

Southerly will cost you 7/6 for
60 pages; it is clegantly turned
out, pleasant to handle and has a
photograph of the editor on the
flyleaf. It has no slogan, is “A
Review of Australian Literature”;
its contents are listed as Articles
(no Features), short story, verse
(not Poetry), and Writer and
Reader (this is the Review Sec-
tion, which is excellent within the
limits imposed by the “short
notice” form., The same is true
of Querland.). Southerly is the
organ of the English Association,
N.S.W. Branch, and is published
by Angus and Robertson, Ltd,,
presumably at a loss. It is strong
where Overland is weik, weuak
where it is strong—the verse sec-
tion is easily the most rewarding
in Southerly. There is one good
poem, I think (and one good
poem in every issue would make
Southerly remarkable among liter-
ary magazines) by a Welshman.
T. H. Jones, who meditates the
images which will fill the mind
of Rhiannon, his presumably
Australian-bred daughter, against
those which fill his; the poem in-
directly suggests ways in which
such images may effect the con-
Fanration of a mental landscane.
Many of the other verses are of
interest; there is an agreeably
macahre essay in The Sitwell
manner by Geoffreyv Lemhan on
“Three Ancient Oddities in a
Phantom House”, an elaborately

simple poem called “He First Sees
His Wife Suckling Their Son”
(this one would be more at home
in Quverland) by Eric Rolls, poems
by Rosemary Dobson, John Blight
and others. Most of the poems
are relatively free of he self-
consciousness which mars those of
Overland, and 1 think this is due
to a clearer sense of the destined
audience. Owverland is aimed at
a hypothetical Worker who is
deeply engaged in the Social
Struggle, but who also is passion-
ately interested in man’s efforts
to understand himself and his
situation, and hence in the arts
as a reflection of this. Southerly
is written by teachers of English
for teachers of English. The first
audience would be a far more
vital one than the second if it
existed, but it doesn’t. Perhaps
Querlund will one day succeed in
bringing it into being, and I hope
it does. But the English teachers
exist all right (I'm one of them,
so I know), and, although we may
be narrow and inclined to pre-
ciosity, we do make up a fairly
homogeneous audience, When a
poet addresses a poem to us, he
knows more or less who he’s talk-
ing to.

There are two short stories in
Southerly, although only the first,
“Sully” by Francis Stapleton, is
listed in the contents. Sully is
a small boy, and the story is about
how Sully loses his innocence; in
the last paragraph we find that
“the loneliness and the sadness of
existence come closing in round
Sully. His innocence and child-
ish trust in life were gone for
ever.” The story is written with
professional  sensitivity, and al-
though it avoids the realist pre-
mise of Querland (I'm here; this
is happening to me, an Overlander
might suggest that “I'm only half
there” would do as an alterna-
tive. The second story, “Pepper-
corn Rental” by Amy Witting, is
highly intelligent, very enigmatic,
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and 1 think a very good story,
although I'm not quite sure, It
is certainly much too good to dis-
cuss briefly.

The articles are awful; the first
is a pains-taking and scholarly
account of the effect that Mac-
quarie’s authoritarian regime had
on our early literature, and al-
though the work is well done and
intelligently presented it seems
just barely worth doing. It de-
presses me, not for itself, but as
a taste of things to come when
there is a chair of Australian
literature in every Australian uni-
versity. The second is called
“Some Serious Thoughts on the
Conema”™ and appears under a dis-
tinguished name (van Abbe). But
surely there must be some dread-
ful mistake; this article is all about
Emest  Fanshawe-Smythe  and
Oliver Fitz-Evelyn, who const-
tute “two permanent camps of
serious film-viewers”; one “regards
a visit to the ‘flicks” as a low-
class evening’s  entertainment’’;
the other “goes to flickering pri-
vate views of ‘art films’.” These
two rattle along in pseudo-liveli-
ness; they find something “de-ja-
vu” (sic}, they encounter “sym-
bolical dramas”, find that “auto-
mation is invading such formerly
patriarchal fields as the
‘office’,” are impeded by constant-
ly misplaced referents, and meet
a barrage of “evers”, “ever more
widely used”, “ever-growing ma-
terialism”, “ever-growing zeal”,
etec.  We also hear about the
“‘higher-brow” ” public, and learn
that

(a) “E. M. Forster analysed the
constituents of the good novel
into two queries—What next?
(the story element) and
why? (the psychological ele-
ment)” and

(b) that “Film has taken the still
slightly  class-bound  drama
and, by projecting it widely,
brought it back into immedi-
ate “contact with reality.”
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[ quote at some length not merely
to show that I am an English
teacher, but to make further point
about audience. I honestly don’t
think this article could have ap-
peared in the less sheltered pages
of Qverland.

Perhaps what [ have written
about these two magazines sug-
gests an article in Choice. If so,
let me make another suggestion.
Buy both.

GEORGE SEDDON

Writers and

Toilers

THE TRACKS WE TRAVEL
Ed. J. Beasley
(Australasian Book Society, 2i/-)

GMMHE Tracks We Travel”, an

anthology of Australian short
stories, came into being partly be-
cause the Australasian Book So-
ciety enjoys trade union support.
Many of the stories published have
either won or been entered for the
Mary Gilmore Award. As such,
the stories mainly concern work-
ers in all fields of Australian life,
and have a socialistic bias. In
fact, J. Beasley, the editor,

claims that “it is only by going
to the fount—the life of the
people” that “the writers will win
their public by rediscovering that
passionate affinity with the cause
of those who toil which inspired
the early (Australian) writers”.
Thus it is not surprising that the
standard of works is uneven, for,
despite Beasley's comment, work-
ing class stories are not the sole
foundation of good short story
literature, nor the main reason for
sales, us any perusal of a suburban
newsagency will show., It is not
the  source of inspiration that
makes a great short story, but its
craftsmanship and the feelings and
thoughts it arouses.

Beasley us an editor was obvi-
ously influenced by his trade
union commitments, and as such,
his critical taste is impaired when
he places Llovd Davies’ “Concili-
ation” alongside E. A. Gollschew-
sky’s “Proudly My Son” as works
of equal merit. That the judges
of the Mary Cilmore Award for
1959 suffered also from this defect
is apparent in their joint award of
first place to thesc highly dis-
similar  stories.

Davies receives the accolade
“hits hard and cleverly on a sub-
ject he knows thoroughly” in the
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stump-jumping criticism of Gavin
Casey in the “Weekend News”,
while he is magnanimously con-
descending to Gollschewsky in his
“handles a coloured kid’s hig
moment sensitively” missing the
point completely in my opinion,

Davies’ story concerns a union
rep. who is in cahoots with big
business and a corrupt Arbitration
judge. The big business interests
want the rep. to quicten down a
local branch’s demands before
they spread through the industry.
At the same time he does not
want his union fined, so in follow-
ing the Arbitration Court judge’s
advice, private summonses are
served on the branch members and
one on the union executive. The
men allow the executive to talk
their way out of a fine, trusting
their efforts in lightening the pen-
alties for the branch members,
and of course are betrayed But
Australian cannot  see
their mates in strife, and a mass
action sweeps through the indus-
try. The big bosses accede to the
original demands, the union rep.
is discredited, and the simian
judge seeps his finger oilily
through yet another application
from the Flagstone Makers’ Union.
1t is obvious why this story was
selected.

workers

Gollschewsky deals with a typi-
cal plot in Australian literature—
that of a lost child in the bush—
and yet with her taste elevates it
from cliche into valid and trans-
cendental  experience. A girl
strays from a picnic and the police
and horsemen search unsuccess-
fully through the bush. In des-
peration they turn to the son of
a famous tracker, who is away
droving. and it is in the boy’s
journey through the bush, at first
with white men’s company, then
finally in a solitary endeavour that
he asserts his manhood, and shows
that he never was a “‘coloured
kid”, but an individual with a sur-
prising dignity in vocation.
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Davies” story gave me no feel-
ing of actuality despite his “thor-
ough knowledge”, whereas the
story of the boy was described
superbly in both its physical and
mental elements. The first story
is negative and has been handled
far more cynically and/or humanly
by American writers concerned
with social manners, The second

“gives dignity to nature and the
“boy, lifting it from the sentimen-

tality implicd in Casey’s phrase
“coloured kid’s big moment”, with
its careful and accurate writing.

Yet, despite the unevenness,
good stories emerge, both indi-
vidual and industrial, for these
stories have craft and truth.
Others are banal in their empha-
sis on the “innate truth” to be

found in good lhonest labour,
mateship, or the suburban life,
such as Frank Hardy's “Uncle
Bill's Decision”, Vera Deacon’s

“Muayoral Reception”, and James
Galanis™ “Solidarity”. That these
concern mass Ineetings, trade
union ethics, and citizen protest
committees is also unsurprising ,

Perhaps the most successful in-
dustrial story is Hugh Mason’s
“When You Run”, for it has an
actuality and an excitement that
intrigues. Concerning the voca-
tional courage of foundry workers,
the story illuminates, like Orwell’s
essay on coalmining, a world
foreign to most people. It has
its rough ethics, its sullen and
passive defiance of the unsympa-
thetic management, and its primi-
tive initiation rites, and into this
world comes a boy not yet hard-
ened by the callousness of un-
avoidable pain. His request for
safety precautions is met con-
temptuously by his foreman, who
has been in the foundries all his
life, and as a consummate work-
man has a contempt for the in-
competence of fear. Because of
this unspoken censure, the boy
persists in working dangerously,
but his discretion saves him when

a mould splits, and another ap-
prentice  suffers.  The climax
comes in the moment when his
foreman moves from the insensi-
tivity of an eflicient beast to the
broken pathos of a martyr who
has fought for the wrong cause.

The best story, however, is
John Morrison’s “Morning ‘Glory”,
which has also been published in
Overland.  Though the setting is
. poultry farm and the story con-
cerns the shooting of a chicken
thief, Morrison moves beyond the
immediate environment into a
dialectic on the rights of private
property. Read as a straight
story it fulfils the requirements of
the short story with its suspense,
humour and irony and its des-
cription of physical and verbal
clashes, but it is in the Implicit
question mark of the critical and
almost unspeaking hired hand that
one moves towards a drama of
ideas.  This, perhaps, is what
Beasley was seeking as an editor
~—no mean documentation of in-
dustry or class struggle, but the
spirit that dignifies vocation and
the solidarity of workers.

In an introduction to the poetry
of Bertolt Brecht, surely the great-
est writer of the working class in
contemporary literature, H. R.
Hays makes these points. Brecht
though he “subordinates his skill
to a puritanical didacticism . . . .
does not submit to group stand-
ards, for he felt, like any special-
ist, the best judge of what he was
doing”. “Brecht’s platform does
not imply vulgarisation. He does
not grow maudlin over an abstract
{and wholly fictitious) concept of
the People, nor does he expose
injustice as if discovering it for
the first time. He assumes the
existence of dialectical laws and
plays on the resulting contradic-
tions with bitter humour.”

If these points had heen follow-
ed by editor Beasley, he may have
made a better hook.

P. W. JEFFERY

WESTERLY
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