




































































.satin of his skin sheening under its saddle us 
he moved. Bill walked across and stood beside 
him rubbing a hand over his shoulder, the an­
guish of his dissatisfaction with life breaking. 

"I wish it was me, old man," he groaned, 
"I wish it was me. It's all I'm fit for really.'' 

Within the context of the story the contrast 
is quite effective and valid, to highlight 
young blood's feelings of betrayal. How­
ever, to my mind, it indicates no real self-
awarenes, onlv self-pity and a simple self-
projection. There is no irony in Katharine 
Prichard's treatment of this theme—even 
though to suggest that man can or should 
find true fulfilment in being a breedine; 
animal is to overlook an infinite range of 
human potentiality. Yet this is very much 
the ethic of "Working Bullocks". 

On the intellectual level her simplifica­
tions are a real deficiency when she incorpor­
ates arguments and ideas in her writing. The 
"Goldfields Trilogy", which is an attempt at a 
Marxist interpretation of Goldfields history, 
moves on two separate levels, the sentimen­
tal and the dogmatic. Moreover, however 
sincere and appealing her sympathy with the 
underprivileged may appear, she lacks either 
the imasination or the wit to guess that those 
she dislikes are anything more than carica­
tures of her dislike of them. Some of her 
descriptions of "society life" are incredibly 
ingenuous. 

Her best writing makes its point through 
its single intensity of effect, when her feel­
ing and imagination are fully engaged, either 
in a passage of natural description, which 
she enlivens with dynamic attributes of 
energy and purpose and endows with em-
pathic faculties; or else in a direct portrayal 
of people expressing themselves characteris­
tically in action, at work or as part of some 
pervading mood or emotion. By presenting 
her characters in a tableau in this way, she 
is able to objectify them for the reader, to 
give them a distinct existence of their own, 
unobscured by her partial and often unsatis­
factory commentaries. Only one of her 
novels, in my opinion, comes anywhere near 
to being maintained consistently on this level. 
This is "Coonardoo". 

In this book the main chain of events is 
simple and meaningful, while Katharine 
Prichard's flair for expressing atmosphere 
and background by a mixture of Impression­
ism with definiteness of detail enables her 

to create very convincingly a feeling of the 
rhythm of the hfe of both blacks and whites 
on a remote cattle-station in the Kimberleys. 
Mustering, horse-breaking, even the domestic 
details of station-housekeeping, all these 
have an interesting and integral place in the 
novel. Moreover, a certain simpHfication of 
the aborigines' thoughts and motives is natu­
ral, at least to a white mind contemplating 
them, while they are more open to inter­
pretation through ritual, strong expressive 
emotion and direct dramatic behaviour. 
Katharine Prichard's usual leading interests 
persist of course. "Coonardoo" is a love-story, 
romantic in conception, idealistic in treat­
ment and, in its best parts, ardent and in­
tense. It is the story of the relationship 
between a white station-owner, Hugh Watt, 
and the aboriginal woman who had been 
his childhood companion; set in a vast, deso­
late country, in which "to live within your­
self was to decompose internally. You had 
to keep within the life-flow to survive". Hugh 
denies himself this fulfilment, and so destroys 
both himself and Coonardoo. 

It is ti'ue that her conception of the life 
of the aboriginal appears more a projection 
of some of her own favourite notions than 
an accurate and undistorted account, for a 
heavy emphasis is placed on those aspects 
which we might expect would appeal to her 
imagination. This is the freedom of all crea­
tive artists, of course, but in her case we 
must remember that the happy and uncom­
plicated savage is more the vision of 
some perhaps over-civilized white person 
than of the Australian aboriginal himself. 
"No wonder the blacks worshipped life-
growth—sex as the life source." 

She certainly tends to express the work­
ings of their minds, the thoughts that she 
attributes to them, not in the way that they 
might express them, but in her own vocabu­
lary and very much according to her ovvm 
concepts: e.g. "Coonardoo watched and wait­
ed, knowing his loneliness, the deep surge of 
his drawing to her." This should be com­
pared with the much more even texture of 
the natives' thoughts and motives which plays 
such a large part in Eleanor Dark's "The 
Timeless Land". However, Katharine Pri­
chard is undoubtedly successful on her own 
terms in drawing the native woman Coonar­
doo from childhood to her final, tragic death. 
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She is portrayed on the ideal image of her 
race rather than individualized; she is "the 
well in the shadow", the "Life-spirit" of her 
people, "had she not some mysterious affinity 
with that ancestral female spirit which was 
responsible for fertility, generation, the 
growth of everything?" "The book closes v^dth 
this account of her when, physically broken 
and degraded by her contact with white 
"civilization", she returns to the home of her 
people to die. Here it is not her particular, 
individual thoughts that matter, for she 
comes to no insight or understanding her­
self, merely reviewing the past in her mind. 
What is significant is the description of her 
and of all she is made to represent, dying, 
for the image of the spiritual disintegration 
of her people that it embodies: 

Coonardoo's voice fluttered out; embers of 
the fire were burning low. Crouched over 
them a daze held her. From that dreamy and 
soothy nothingness. Coonardoo started sud­
denly. The fire before her had fallen into 
ashes. Blackened sticks lay without a spark. 

She groaned a moment, and lay back. Her 
arms and legs, falling apart, looked like those 
blackened sticks beside the fire. 

As can perhaps be seen from the extracts 
quoted, Katharine Prichard's best writing has 
much of the quality of a tour-de-force, a 
deliberate striving for atmosphere and effect. 
However, the frequent thinness of her sub­
ject-matter, the lack of necessary compli­
cations as a result of the rather simplified 
characters and themes, as often makes the 
strenuous style she uses seem forced and 
melodramatic. Everything is made to go 
on at a heightened pace, although this some­
times leads not only to a lack of stylistic 
contrast, but to inanity. "Coonardoo" is 
not free from many faults of this sort (which 
are worth pointing out because they have 
rarely been mentioned). So, after his mother's 
death, Hugh becomes delirious for several 
days, during which time the blacks see him 
"streaking past their camp-fires at night". 
And, in the quite lengthv description of the 
love-affair between Phyllis and the stockman 
Billy Gale, we get passages of such empty 
rhapsodizing as this: 

Looking up at the stars she found herself 
pinned to the earth bv swarming currents, a 
magnetism which shivered, dancing, acclaiming, 
and overwhelming her. Just a little distance 
away, beside his own fire. Bill had thrown him­
self on the ground. It was that she felt through 

the earth, Phyllis knew, the force and tumult of 
him, his every nerve and instinct, wirelessing, 
had fastened and was feeding on her. 

Her use of the Australian setting, her por­
trayal of character are, in fact, extremely 
subjective. The rhythms and imagery of her 
prose are not really those of the textures of 
life, not properly sensuous, such as one would 
expect from a writer with her pre-occupa-
tions. It is clear how little they owe to ex­
perience. Though vivid and lively, they are 
not alive: they are artificial, "brittle" as M. 
Barnard Eldershaw called them (as a term 
of praise though). They are rather too neat 
and contrived, too pat, just like her depic­
tion of nature, which is never unmanageable, 
never so awesowe or so overwhelming that 
the human being becomes meaningless. Her 
slightly sentimental humanitarianism is shy 
of such a possibility. The emphasis on man 
and his background in her books does not 
lead to a realistic exposition of the influence 
of environment upon human life as has been 
claimed for her. The human figure domin­
ates, and the environment, as she conceives 
it, is used to mirror his feelings. In "Work­
ing Bullocks", for example, a storm is intro­
duced solely to provide the occasion for some 
human heroics—Red Burke swims a raging 
flood-river to bring help to a woman in 
labour. 

Dialogue suffers from the same artificial­
ity, and is her most obvious weakness. For 
some reason, both authoress and characters 
tend to drop into a style of clipped tele­
graphese, like Mr. Jingle in "Pickwick 
Papers". This is too idiosyncratic to be con­
vincing, although, when she uses her style 
as a conscious artifice it can be quite brilli­
antly expressive, as in her short-story (almost 
a mood-poem) "The Curse". There is no 
inherent reason why a personal, subjective 
expression of her convictions, using the Aus­
tralian setting as a poetical extension and 
symbolical background, should not succeed 
—only her own manifold inconsistencies, her 
inability to distinguish between subjective in­
tuitions and self-evident truths, sets a flaw 
at the heart of her approach to writing. An 
ilustration of this is her apparent unawareness 
of the exoticism of her romantic mode; for 
both "Working Bullocks" and "Intimate 
Strangers" contain unattached passaees of 
Communist propaganda in the "social-real­
ism" vein. That this suggests a slight muddle 
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in her philosophy of life is not at all sur­
prising when one considers the two opposing 
sets of values represented by, on the one 
hand, a highly organized, technologically 
oriented, political system, with its collective 
farms and "Peoples Communes", and, on the 
other, by an apotheosis of individual freedom 
and life spent as a noble savage, a mystic 
and worshipper of the earth. The only thing 
common to both is, in Katharine Prichard's 
case, the single-minded and uncompromising 
faith with which she believes in them. 

In a discussion of "the cult of experience" 
in American writing, Philip Rahv says: 

A comparison of European and American 
left-wing writing of the same period will at 
once show that whereas Europeans like Mal-
raux and Silone enter deeply into the meaning 
of political beliefs and ideas, Americans touch 
only superficially upon such matters, as actually 
their interest is fixed almost exclusively upon 
the class war as an experience which, to them 
at least, is new and exciting. 

One cannot imagine, bearing in mind this 
authoress's personal background as well as 
her writings, that her actual knowledge of 
either the primitive life or of the proletariat 
is very extensive and her concept of human 
nature does not attest to her capacity to 
estimate its true possibilities in absentia: 
while her own motives strike one as being a 
great deal more complex than either she 
would guess or than those she attributes to 
her characters. 

With the writings of Katharine Prichard, 
our interest in the kind of life she describes 
has lead us to estimate her representations 
as though she possessed a special empirical 
knowledge of Australian life, perhaps be­
cause of a rather naive belief that, since she 
writes about miscegenation, sex, the aborig­
inals, physical labour and social injustices, 
she is a "realist" in an unliterary, practical 
sense. In fact, the vision displayed by both 
her strength and deficiencies as a writer is 
that of the extreme individualism of the ro­
mantic, the intransigent and the—uncon­
scious—egoist. 

The next (summer) issue of "Meanj in" is, we believe, to 
contain a section devoted to t h e work of Katharine Prichard, 
with a short-story by her and a commentary on her writing 
by Jack Lindsav. This is sure to be interesting, by way 
of contrast with, or i l lumination of, the views expressed 
here. 
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The Sailor Home from the Sea 

O cock of the morning 
With a dream in his hand 

My love has come home 
To the wonderful land. 

He bursts through tbe door 
With his eyes like the sun 

And his kitbag crammed full 
Of the treasures he's won. 

There's pearl shell from Broome, 
And a tall Darwin tale 

And coral and clam 
And the jaw of a whale. 

And my kitchen is full 
Of the smell of the sea 

And tbe leaping green fishes 
My love brings to me. 

O tumble your treasures 
From Darwin to Broome 

And fill with your glory 
This straight little room. 

With the sun in the morning 
Ablaze on bis chest, 

My love has come home 
From the North of Nor'West. 

And deep in our bed, 
We'll love and well lie. 

We'll kiss and we'll listen 
To tbe rain in the sky. 

Warm as tbe summer. 
We've hived winter long. 

My love has come home 
Like King Solomon's song. 

DOROTHY HEWETT 
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BOOKS 

Notions of 

Rhyme 

("Selected Poems" by Frederick 
T. Macartney, "Forbears" by 
Elizabeth Riddell, and "South of 
the Equator by Ray Mathew, 
published by Angus & Robertson; 

17/6 each.) 

FOUR YEARS ago Mr. Macart­
ney published a book of 
essays, including "An Attitude 

to Literature". In this essay he 
seemed to be quite out of sym­
pathy with most modern poetry, 
preferring, he said, the "plain old 
sort of rhyme" to "the new no­
tions". I wondered then if he 
lacked a truly sensitive ear for 
the cadences of poetry. This 
volume of verse confirms my sus­
picion. One who can rhyme 
"dew" and "knew" with "didjeri-
doo" and "moon" vdth "June" 
can hardly blame us for turning 
back to that essay a little puzzled. 

"In the long run," says Mr. 
Macartney in the preface to this 
volume, "poetry possibly gains 
little from mere change, but more 
from the poet's ability, if he has 
it, to freshen traditional usages 
wth apt . individual resource". 
This theory of verse leads him 
(amongst other things) to a curi­
ous freshening of the form of 
"JBawatha": 

Orange-blossoms hide the urchin 
Wearing-silks to go to church in. 

He also wrote in that essay: 
"The fraudulent form of most un-
rhymed free verse is made plain 
by the readiness with which the 

line lengths can be altered with­
out altering the effect." His 
"plain old sort of rhyme" does 
not save him from a like fraudu-
lence: 
"But when I rise and stumbling 

go 
Outside, the sunlight deals me 

a sudden blow 
Full in the face. 
All trace 
Of dreaming vanishes . . . " 

Too much of his selection con­
sists of rather piffling "Satires in 
Fixed Forms". He has not the 
gift of epigram. It is ironic that 
the poem which comes nearest to 
a real freshness is the loosely con­
structed "Bargain Basement". But 
Henry Reed's "Naming of Parts" 
is a more perfect alternation of 
the mundane and the poetic im­
age. And I much prefer Betje-
man's more jolly "great big 
mountainous sports girl" to Mac­
artney's "Sports Girl" whose ". . . 
love lure was a fatal pool—too 
shallow for the dive". 

In short it seems rather a pity 
to, use a Literary .Fund subsidy 
to issue this volume when there 
are a number of promising young­
er poets deserving the stimulation 
of a published collection. 

One of the strengths of Eliza­
beth Riddell, another senior poet, 
is the confidence with which she 
tackles themes chosen to fit the 
limits of her talent precisely. She 
has the SuflScient mastery that 
makes poems like "The Letter" 
elegant pleasures for the reader. 
Some have ranged her second to 
Judith Wright amongst the tal­
ented group of Australian woman 
poets; but I think that I would 
place Rosemary Dobson some 
way nearer to equality with 
Judith Wright. In fact there are 
hints of both Judith Wright and 
Rosemary Dobson in Miss Rid-
dell's poetry. Oddly enough there 
are also hints of Kenneth Slessor 
in the occasionally more mascu­
line image. 

This is, perhaps a measure of 
her talent. One does not find 
in either Judith Wright or Rose­
mary Dobson immediate echoes 
of other Austrahan poets. This 
is not to deny that she has her 
own style, evident in her clarity 
of imagery, elegant diction and 
the ability to remain firmly on 
the near side of sentimentality. 
She is never obscure in the way 
that Judith Wright has tended to 
be in her later poetry, largely 
because she has such command 
of her craft that she is not 
tempted to explore humanity fur­
ther than her art will reach. This 
is the very reason why she is 
rarely superficial. This is one of 
the best volumes of Australian 
verse in recent years. 

Ray Mathew, although one of 
the younger poets, has previously 
published two books of poetry. I 
had hoped, therefore, to detect a 
clearer sense of direction in his 
third volume. On the one hand 
he can write a simple, direct 
Ijric approaching the tautness of 
Dteivid CaiiipbeH's delightful 
lyrics. On the other hand he 
seems reluctant to relinquish his 
earlier entertainments, written in 
a larrikinish, jocular vernacular, 
which made him rather like an 
Australian e. e. cummings. He is 
also, of course, a promising play­
wright. The lack of a sense of 
direction in his poetry may, there­
fore, be due to hesitation about 
choosing poetry or drama as the 
major medium of his writing. 
Possibly he could find in drama 
a means of combining his lyric 
gifts with his warm but sceptical 
delight in the vagaries of human­
ity. ' Lyrical poetry might prove 
to be a dead end for him, unless 
he can achieve the very difficult 
synthesis of his two styles. His 
development is certain to be in­
teresting whichever way he 
chooses. 

DAVID HUTCHISON 
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Kings Park 

and Grays 

"VIOLENT ANCHORAGE" 
Jamieson Brown ^ 
(Jarrolds, 20/-) , 

THIS BOOK is like a map. It 
has a certain interest to the 

people it most nearly concerns. I t 
is quite fun for any man to find 
described in a book things- he 
knows well, but would an Eastrftl^" 
ian derive comfort from knowliig 
that there is a horseshoe bridge 
across^ Perth railway station? The 
characters are obviously drawn 
from life, and the accurate place 
settings are an attempt to auth­
enticate the story. Or are they 
another effort to sell W.A. to the 
East? 

The book is an excuse to write 
about ' crayfishing, on the W.A. 
coast. It does this wth a fine 
accuracy, and the descriptions of 
the life are by far the best parts. 
Unfortunately, Mr. Brown found 
it necessary to leave the coast 
and travel to Perth to provide a 
plot, which has nothiiig to do, so 
far as I can see, with the people 
he writes about. Barrett, the 
tough dinkum Aussie, goes maud-
hn over yet another moral prosti­
tute, whose house in Roe Street is 
described wtih lovely care. Crigh-
ton, the Pommie, finds a more 
respectable girl, but he is a man 
of strong character and deserts 
her completely for some obscure 
Freudian reason. They all get 
mixed up in opiuni srhuggling, 
and there is plenty of violence to 
add to the sex. We leave on a 
happy note, with Barrett forget­
ting his sorrows on a cruise to 
South Africa and Crighton re­
producing contentedly in God's 
own country. 

If I appear critical it is because 
I hate Suzie Wong and Moravia. 

If Mr. Brown had linked his plot 
more closely with the crayfish I 
should have found it a very fine 
book indeed. I agree that not 
much happens in a crayfish settle-
meat,, but if the book is to ac­
quaint landsmen with the W.A. 
crayfishing industry, brothels and 
beauty could be left to a similar 
stunt on Kalgoorlie. However, this 
is the first novel I know of which 
is concerned with the crays, and 
it would be of great value to any­
one wanting to know about the 
life led by the fishermen. 

JOHN MURDOCH. 

Big City 

Folklore 

A FOR ARTEMUS 
. Sutton Woodfield -
(Australasian Book Society) 

THIS IS a novel about Sydney 
. . . racketty, laconic, vital city 

that always seems to me to beat 
with the broad heart of the Aus­
trahan industrial worker. 

Not that the characters in "A 
for Artemus" have much affinity 
with the • working class . . . its 
"hero" is the "little man" beloved 
of Western realism, who takes the 
rap and seldom fights back, except 
under his breath. 

In this case he is OUver Gold­
fish, the author's mouthpiece, a 
well-meaning, cynical. Quixotic 
and somewhat craven reporter on-
a big Sydney daily. Sutton Wood-: 
field' knows his newspaper world, 
his Australian politics and his Syd­
ney, but his Sydney is, by no 
means, the whole of that many-
faced city. 

Here are the great; the news­
paper magnates who serve us up 
ottr daily diet of pap and may­
hem, the politicians who shape 

Australia a doubtful destiny, pliis' 
a whole bookful of picaresque 
characters, reminiscent of Damon 
Runyon . . . . Winnie the Queen, 
Johnny, who "had one book in 
him" and his "Gloworm", Goldie 
Grey, murdered in a miserable 
little house in Milk Street, Saggy, 
the astrologer, who said it was a 
pity about Ofiver "because he was 
born on the cusp of the planet". 
Bill Savorie and Fondy who had 
c.-,;Tie up the hard way, from 
Mineola Terrace, Redfern, the 
J.P. joint and two-up school, 
Mary the "strenuous virgin" and 
Kronstadt, her mother, impreg­
nable behind Nottingham lace 
curtains, columnist Angela Ark-
wright. (Her books "Love's Al­
chemy", "Through his Stomach", 
"Bare Boards and Bric-a-brac" are 
best sellers. She's been recom­
mended for the Commonwealth 
Prize.) 

Here too are Strips", the news­
paper magnate who looks like 
Mickey Mouse, with a belch, a 
stained glass window, and his Ar­
chibald Prize portrait behind him; 
Leveret, the Labour leader with 
a charm as warm as honey, a 
craven heart and a symbolic 
stiletto on his desk. 

"It was O. Henry who said that 
not all cities had stories. New 
York and New Orleans fascinated 
him, with a yarn at every turn. 
So did Chicago and 'Frisco. I 
always' feel the same about Syd­
ney. Nobody ever writes them. 
What's the use^ when you can buy. 
the syndicated stuff by the yard," 
says Oliver. 

He's wrong of course. They are 
beginning to be written, these 
stories of the great cities clinging 
to the rim of our empty continent.. 
To take these cities and turn them 
into poetic images of Australia 
seems to be the prime task of the 
modem Austrahan writer. 

And "Sutton Woodfield" in "A 
for Artemis" has created a kind 
of folklore of a big Australian 

38 WESTERLY 



city, that could be compared to 
Bill Wannan's "The Australian", 
written about a difl^erent world in 
a different time . . . the bush and 
the men who created it as a le­
gend. 

And because this is a book 
about a big city it uses a big city 
idiom, slangy, bawdy, with a cyni­
cal twist to its folklore. 

"You can go anywhere in this 
country with a house on the har­
bour, a Hollywood swimming 
pool, plenty of liquor, a New Aus­
tralian cook and a quick mind." 

"Labor" funerals, poHtical smear 
sheets, the Peoples' Palace, the 
•'Quiz Kids", Randwick . . . he 
gets the feehng of the city where 
time telescopes and the whole of 
its history becomes part of the 
poetic image of the moment . . . 
the ride to Cronulla with "Cook 
dead and Caltex his logical suc­
cessor". . . . 

"A for Artemis" is a very funny 
book. It has a rich, chuckling, 
bawdy, usually ironic humour 
about it, but don't let this bhnd 
you to its serious intent. 

Like all good satire it has a 
social content and a social pur­
pose, and it is written satirically 
because the author (whoever he 
may be) feels that this is the best 
medium through which to put 
acro,ss certain home truths about 
our society. 

The sting of the home truths, 
their testing against reahty, is the 
measure of the impact of the 
satire. 

Here is where "A for Artemus" 
scores. The figure of the megalo­
maniac Leveret cuts close to the 
bone of truth, the Hitler-like an­
tics of two of Australia's mighty 
press barons as they fight for their 
egos in a moonht garden at Dar­
ling Point, have their flesh and 
blood replicas. 

A : well-known Austrahan jour­
nalist who has rubbed shoulders 
with most of Austraha's political 
and press '"greats", told me that 

such a fight actually did take 
place. 

"Funny," he mused. "People 
will say 'A for . Artemis' is exag­
gerated, a satire if you hke, but 
the funny thing is it's all gospel 
truth. It happened, it's still hap­
pening, but nobody will beheve 
it!" 

This is a story about egos, and 
uur ego-ridden world. It is a 
story about the ego motivation in 
that world, a story about the 
dupes and the dupers. 

And this is its limitation. Not 
completely cynical because its 
pathos and its compassion for the 
duped, its "feel" for the Lttle 
people in a big city, save it from 
cynicism, it produces a picture of 
a world where all human beings 
are reduced to a low common de­
nominator. 

Nothing is sacred, and yet 
there are sacred things. The good 
and the well meaning are the 
duped and this too is not always 
so! About three-quarters of the 
way through the book gets tired, 
the satire degenerates into slap­
stick and Suzie Suckwind, the 
form Unravels and there has been 
too much dirty linen washed too 
often. 

The folklore of a city rests 
mainly in the toil, the play, the 
imagination of its industiial wor­
kers. "A for Artemis" never gets 
any closer to a worker than "Ole 
Bill", the liftman. 

The novel is described on the 
dust-jacket as "modem as the next 
minute". And yet it has a pecu­
liar old-fashioned flavour in spite 
of its idiom and its references, a 
brutal 1920 sentimentality that is 
kin to O. Henry and Runyon. Per­
haps this is p9rt of its charin, the 
modem novel has buckets of bm-
tahty but never that subtle blend 
of brutality and bitter-sweetness 
that set its flavour on the Roaring 
Twenties. Sutton Woodfield is a 
httle dated . . . his vvorld is not 
our world . . . but it is a world 

with its own sting and its own 
poetry, a world close enough to 
my Sydney to make me feel home­
sick. 

And by the way, who the hell 
IS Sutton Woodfield? If he's a 
newspaper man he won't be writ­
ing'columns any more. If he's a 
pohtician Leveret will have stuck 
him long ago. 

DOROTHY HEWETT 

Present and 

Past 

"FROM THAT DAY TO THIS" 
Myrtle Rose White 

(Rigby, 22/6) 

"IF GOLDE RUST" 
H. H. Wilson 

"' - (Rigby, 17/6) 

A CRITIC is often quoted on a 
dust-jacket as saying "Having 

started this book I could not put 
it down until I had read it from 
cover to cover." One does not 
experience this phenomenon with 
Mrs. White's latest book, "From 
that day to this", based on her 
I'recollections of the Austrahan 
Outback. In fact, far from de­
vouring this book rapidly, it 
would be more correct to say that 
one partakes of it slowly, nibbling 
morsels at whim. But let this be 
no condemnation of it. Being a 
loosely connected series of remin­
iscences hung on a central theme 
of a visit to her old homestead of 
Wonnaminta in the backblocks of 
New Soiith Wales, the authoress 
is permitted a certain laxity in 
constmction. 

Mrs. White writes of both the 
past and the present, and the con­
stant interminghng of the two 
brings a sense of contrast into the 
story. On the one hand there are 
the old swagmen and prospectors, 
the camel trains with their Ghan 
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drivers, the ghosts of old pioneers 
and scattered bush pubs; on the 
otherhand there are refrigerators, 
the Flying Doctor Services, Radio, 
Weather forecasts, station wagons 
and visiting clergymen. Yet there 
is a sense of unity, of faith of pur-
post. It expresses itself in many 
forms—^in the macabre, the senti­
mental, the lonely, the colloquial, 
the terrifying, and the humorous 
—and interwoven with it, even 
causing it, there is the country 
itself, a land of floods and 
droughts, of dry winds and shift­
ing sand dunes, a sterile land and 
yet a land capable of arousing 
love, possessing a strange beauty, 
and an attraction which binds its 
offspring to it. 

Under conditions of such hard­
ship the authoress could not fail 
to develop her dry humour. She 
tells of fanciful ghost stories, of 
a "vicious virago" of a tractor 
called "Katie Clatrack", of practi­
cal jokes, of wild sprees and of a 
country pub whose only liquid 
supplies were health salts. 

Her style is a strange mixture 
of the colloquial and the descrip­
tive. She writes in conversational 
cliches like, "the rainstorms seem­
ed to surround u.s—bringing our 
hopes to fever pitch and then 
turning tail and departing" and 
"the woodwork was now an atro­
cious shade of green that fairly 
shrieked at the blue". Yet sud­
denly she will check in fuU stride 
and come out with a passage such 
as— 

"—the lonely huts where you 
have lived most of your life, 
where dust-clouds obscure the 
dry plains for weeks on end, 
where a sparse mulga or two 
stands starkly on the skyline, 
where willy-willies smudge the 
faded blue of midsummer skies 
and the far hills are shrouded 
in heat haze with smoky shad­
ows reeling like phantoms of 
perished men across the plain 
in all directions." 

Her writing is puzzfing to one 
approaching it for the first time. 
She is inconsistent, uses phrases 
completely indiscriminately, is un­
necessarily stilted at times, and 
has a tendency to overuse adjec­
tives of colour in descriptive pass­
ages. Nevertheless there is a 
warm intimacy in the book, a for­
tunate dearth of self-conscious 
Australianism, and a note of un-
pretentiousness which outweigh 
the lack of polish, the rough 
edges and the formlessness. It 
is not a profound work but its 
earthiness, its sincerity and its 
warm-blooded characters make it, 
to use self-consciously a phrase 
somewhat out of fashion, "full of 
human interest". 

o o « 

As a work of fiction, "If Golde 
Rust" abounds in potential. At 
least one feels that the authoress 
has seized upon material which is 
worth moulding into something of 
quality. 

She uses a well-tried and effec­
tive recipe with some interesting 
Australian ingredients. We have 
a coastal town in northern 
Queensland facing the prospect of 
imminent inva.sion in World War 
II; a thorough and largely hostile 
analysis of small town society; a 
heroine, Julia Newton, member 
of the local squattocracy, partici­
pant in several violent love affairs, 
facing a conflict between her loy­
alty to the land and its tradition 
and her love for Kim Forrester, 
city-bred engineer; finally, we 
have a period of mental and phy­
sical hardship from which Julia 
emerges as from a penance, en­
abling personal tragedy to be set 
in a true perspective. 

This is the basic frame for the 
novel. In general terms it is 
sound and well-proven, but a 
vague feehng of dissatisfaction 
fingers. The material calls for a 
much larger book. Scenes of 
some importance are brushed 
over. Some characters are not 

sufficiently developed. Ian New­
ton, Juha's brother, for example, 
fades out disappointingly. He 
appears as the foil to her passion­
ate loyalty for the land. He is in 
conflict with his father because 
of his lack of interest in the pro­
perty and his desire to make a 
career as an aeronautical engineer. 
Then, with the coming of war, 
little more is seen of him. 

This is inchoative of many of 
the minor characters—^Percy Stret-
ton, whom she married on the 
rebound; Ray Winzar, the Ameri­
can pilot wth whom she had a 
brief affair; Ivan Shenton, the taci­
turn invahd soldier cum share-
farmer; Inga the half-caste girl 
whom Juha befriends, and a host 
of others. The characters enter 
the picture, play a subsidiary role 
and then fade out as the story 
progresses. Gradually the novel 
becomes more and more introspec­
tive, as Julia herself retires from 
the harsh, semi-bravado, near-
panic, quick-turnover atmosphere 
which, coming as a consequence 
of war and fear, stifles the small 
coastal town. 

The book's greatest merit lies 
in its description and analysis of 
the social strata of the area, es­
pecially as it is affected by war­
time conditions. The description 
of billeted troops in a morally 
constipated society, of hysteria 
from invasion rumours, of bank 
clerks going away and returning 
as officers, of black-marketeering 
and of courage and cowardice, are 
etchings which are not new but 
still satisfyng. 

Its greatest weakness lies in its 
failure to achieve its full potential. 
One feels that this novel with 
admittedly an oft-used theme, but 
with possibihties of achieving 
some stature, is sacrificed in terms 
of fullness of characterization and 
development of plot, being re­
duced to a piece of fiction of 
mediocre appeal. 

MALCOLM TREADGOLD. 
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