













































































Selected Poems

Kenneth Mackenzie.
(Angus ¢ Robertson, 25/-)

ENNETH MACKENZIE was

born in Perth in 1913 and left
this state for New South Wales
where he wrote two books of
poetry and various novels. He
worked as a journalist in Sydney,
but after the war he lived princi-
pally at Kurrajong, an orchard
district,. He was drowned near
Goulburm in 1955.

It is because Douglas Stewart
believes him to be “a poet of the
first quality” that he has grate-
fully edited this collection of his
poetry. In his introduction Stew-
art comments on his sensitivity
and his sensuousness.

Mackenzie’s early poems are
most often hymns of praise to the
sexual act with both its physical
and mystical appeal. His later
poems show how, with the same
zest, he attacked a life of sim-
plicity on an orchard, and ac-
cepted his children as the un-
conscious windfalls of his yvouthful
desire. Finally, he approached the
last shudder of death with the
same elemental wonder.

The physical marvel of exis-
tence and the beauty of nature
that made up this poetic life was
chronicled with an impressive var-
iety of verse forms—from the res-
traint of the sonnet and the coup-
let to the sensuous splendour of
the blank verse of his long poems.
Of this, Stewart says,

“But what those of us who
wrote verse ourselves chiefly ad-
mired in Mackenzie, for poets like
other tradesmen tend to talk shop
and leave the raptures for more
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private moments, was his excep-
tional command of technique . . .”

Onc feels that the coupling of
technique and sensitivity should
create great poetry, (as is with
Donne) but in Mackenzie's case 1
cannot agree. It is not enough
to master technique, nor to ex-
perience the harshest ecstasies of
privacy, and to retail these in a
speedily recognised diction of
moons and beach white sands for
love, or the skulls and birds and
spiders of death as Mackenzie
has done for the majority of his
verse.  One must comment on
the universal from the uniqueness
of particular experience with all
the originality one can muster,

When one reads the refined
vagaries of Hugh McCrae, the lit-
erateur, who tried to emulate
Shandy and Boswell, one realises
that Mackenzie would obviously
have appealed to writers of his
generation of Australian literary
bohemianism, for Mackenzie has
the grace of finely tumed verse,
but he lacks the blunter truth
of later times.

P. W. JEFFERY.

Christians and
Poets

“Masters  in  Israel”: Vincent
Buckley.  Published Angus &
Robertson. Price 17/86.

“Socrates and other Poems™:
Francis Webb, Published Angus &
Robertson. Price 16/-.

Both published with the assis-

tance of the Commonwealth

Literary Fund.

OTH Buckley and Webb are

friends, and in fact we are giv-
en to believe in Buckley’s IM-
PROMPTU FOR FRANCIS
WEBB that they are concerned
with the same ends. But this
friendship and common Catholic
outlook should not obscure the

fact that they are very different
in their technique and effect.

Christian and poets—poets and
Christian, both Buckley and Webb
regard their role as existential and
vocational towards that final and
divine end, when all men will
be “Masters in Israel”. But be-
cause Buckley enquires far more
deeply into his own life’s purpose
than Webb, 1 consider him the
superior poet, despite the occas-
ional pyrotechnical phrase or
subject of Webb's poetry.

Life is a Christian stewardship
to Buckley and accordingly his
poetry reveals that in every mom-
ent of existence there is the mnec-
essity of the divine end—all sit-
uations and roles are occasions
for Christian witness, precept and
action. His poems LATE TUT-
ORIAL, READING TO MY SICK
DAUGHTER, TO PRAISE A
WIFE, and WALKING IN IRE-
LAND are as much incidents
shaping and affected by his life
as they are witnesses to the div-
ine contentions that must be re-
solved as far as possible during
his life on earth.

TO PRAISE A WIFE is con-
cerned with the physical and of-
ten unreasoning nature of sexual
relationships as opposed to the
divine purpose of the individual
personality which is to save its
soul. Like Donne he asks that
the human anger of thighs be laid
aside for the purity of twin souls
conversing in the quietness of
space, but with the important diff-
erence in that Donne is romant-
cising earthly love into its own
divinity, whereas Buckley wants
the souls separate, yet mutually
respecting each other, in the
greater love of and for God. But
Buckley is truly human and real-
ises that this is paradisical and
that earthly love has its own
elevating mystery, when he says:

Tk e e s w % & W The smart

And swarming of the blood’s

no text

For the brash display of words.”
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and again,
“See you become my soul, my
flesh, my eyes,

Beauty in passion reconciled:

And then my field, and then my

harvest-world.”

Unashamed, and often cn-
phatic of his role as a poet, he
discusses as Yeats before him the
very branch, trunk and roots of his
art and its purpose in such poems
as LATE TUTORIAL and IM-
© PROMPTU FOR FRANCIS
WEBB. The tutor contemplates
the dying shade of afternoon and
tries to ensnare it in words, until
his pupils come

“To teach me something of
my destiny;

That lote’s not pity, words are

not mine alone,

And all are (wined on the great

central tree.”

Their timid guesses and unreas-
oned trust in his words make
him want to tear down the un-
mentionable wall of pain that con-
ceals their desire for learning, and
to reveal to them their need and
his role,

"0 man is sick, and suffering
from the world,

And I must go to him, my
poetry

Lighting his image as a ring of
fire,

The terrible and only means . .

he has.  But he knows that such
truth would be too blinding and
so he contents himself with hom-
ilies to avoid the embarrassment
of such a revelation.

In IMPROMPTU FOR FRAN-
CIS WEBB he repeats the prob-
lem, that “there is nothing here
they will understand”, but he in-
sists that he and Webh

...... cannot cease
Visioning an age without barrier
or taint.”
for this is their Christian duty and
poctic vocation. Poetry has to be
beaten down to the divine end
of instruction and spirjtual delight;
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“Rhyme must serve, and the

twisted heart limp after,

Unwinding its own and every-

thing’s long coil”
He affirms that,

“Each poem, too, is solar to
the world of man and time, and
will be raging soon.

Even if the heart die, some few

will see it

At midnight flaring like the

piteh of noon:”
thereby providing the Christian
witness that he and Webb must
offer if they take their art ser-
iously.

Buckley invites comparison with
Yeats for both are concerned
with the symbolic meanings of
poetry and of Ireland, but their
resolution is quite different, for
Yeats is romantic in his selution
whereas Buckley analyses all ex-
ternal happenings by the logic of
the inner, intellectual soul. Yeats
often drifts off into the midst off
myth for he fearlessly accepts the
fury and mire of his human self,
but Buckley as in WALKING IN
IRELAND or SINN FEIN: 1957
rejects the blood’s impulse, fired
by archetypal tale, as irrational.
Intuition is not enough for Buck-
ley, he refuses to be a rhapsode
mouthing the rhythms and rhymes
of his race. As a result, his poet-
ry s rigid and concise, for he
would like to make only state-
ments of the absolute truth. Be-
cause of this, his writing be-
comes paradoxical when he can-
not resolve an intuition into an
exact statement, He does not use
the paradox as an arresting poet-
ical invention, but as the nec-
essary adjunct to his analytical
method—to truthfully state his
quandary, when no ahsolute state-
ment can be made,

Impressive in his sincerity,
Buckley’s concise control comes
from his immolating faith, and his
forays into the intricacies of hum-
an relationships illuminate life’s
supernatural  significance. His
poetic approach is as consistent as

his faith, and his only uncert-:
ainty is the paradox of the earthly
mystery, Wehb, on the other
hand, lacks this consistentcy and
makes me wonder whether he is
yet established in his faith and
approach.

Unlike  Buckley who often
writes from life and tries to wrest
the divine meaning from occurr-
ences in nature or history, Webb
cften uses the mask to give us
an imposed, but seemingly implic-
it truth within the character or
incident that he selects. The
mask is a terrifying audacity, for
the poet must convince us with
it that what he says is no counter-
feit thing but an actuality. Again
it has the freedom of free ranging
time, line and external thought,
as in EYRE ALL ALONE, where
he selects the solitude of that
explorer’s march, to create the
effect of the soul’s journey. But
such freedom has its own consis-
tencies and I found it hard to ac-
cept that Eyre is metaphysic in his
thirst as in the section WATER,
or that his bitter trek nudged
him past the “sands of Exodus”.
Eyre is an actuality whose person-
al diary was in Webb’s own words
“infinitely more dramatic that this
poem can pretend to be” but
Webh sees “his journey as sug-
gestive of another that is com-
mon to us all.” Now either Webhb
is talking to us about a thing we
know well, or Eyre is telling us
of a journey unigue to himself,
and I found it unconvincing that
Eyre’s actual struggle through the
dessert was similar to my spirit-
ual journey, for 1 confused the
Eyre that I know from my history
book with the Eyre that Webb
asked me to imagine. If Webb
had posited the title as “ALL
ALONE” without specific refer-
ence or given me an archetypal
or symbolic Voss, I could easily
have accepted the invention of
journey and the validity of the
mask of the stumbling explorer.

Yet when Wehb adopts the
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mask successfully as in THE
BRAIN WASHERS, he brilliantly
succeeds in providing the poetc
corollary of Buckley’'s IN TIME
OF THE HUNGARIAN
MARTYRDOM. Both poets, I
feel ,were inspired by the trial of
Cardinal Mindszenty and his pur-
ported confession. Buckley takes
this historical Cardinal and intel-
lectually aflirms him as the ever
recurring martyrdom of the Church
through history. Webb is, how-
ever, more intuitive, and step-
ping clear of the actual incident
and time creates the mask of the
archetypal priest, who will al-
ways be persecuted by the anti-
clericals, until he confesses ta the
abominations that they feel it nec-
essary to hear. The priest, as the
poem itself, rises in the impressive
logic of his sanity and strength,
until the suspense of his persec-
ution snaps his earthly self into
a convulsive jerkiness of confes-
sion. Though the priest monot-
onously reiterates an external
monologue, Webh shows us that
he is listening to an even more
consistent refrain—the overwhelm-
ing silence of God’s eternal ac-
ceptance.

It is this unevenness of Webb's
poetic purpose and control, which
makes me disregard his brilliant
phrasemaking and Buckley’s state-
ment that they are equal wit-
nesses, Yet if Webb could either
dominate his mask so convincingly
as to make me believe his imposed
truths, or when the masks them-
selves have sufficient focus and
force to create the universal truth
out of their own essence, he will
have taken Buckley's warning:

“Old friend, be careful: Words

would become our home

And cosset us, till one dark day

we find them

Dwindled to ash, or rigid as the

tomb.”
and ‘I will accept him equally
with Buckley as true Christian and
poet; true poet and Christian.
P. W. JEFFERY.
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Gurge and

Heave

This Vital Flesh
William Baylebridge.
(Angus & Robertson, 42/-)

Pulse-quickening wine, we pour

our charge in song:

Into the red-filled chalice of

this verse

We empty it; look! how it lures

to taste!

This resolute physic doth appal

or ratse

Low bosoms, this vein—mad-

dening fire,

Sucked in, compels to mightier

proofs the strong,

Drink, ye with hearts,

from the burning bowll

Seel even now we lift it to

your lips

With iron hand, strong potion

for the strong.

“To rouse the entrammelled fit
from beds of ease /on our grufl
horn we blow these messages,’
explains William Baylebridge in
his Prologue to The New Life®.
Some horn, some message. One
readily imagines the fit, started
from their beds of ease and extri-
cating themselves from their tram-
mels (fishing-nets? fetters? tresses
of a woman’s hair?), shaking
muzzy heads over the terms of
this invitation to a “sacramental”
drinking-party.  Pulse-quickening
wine is emptied into red-filled
chalices: how can this be? How
can you pour wine into chalices
already full? And what is this
“red”? We'll leave that for a
moment: the resultant fluid, what-
ever it is, “lures to taste”. It
has clearly, though, been doctored
since it is now described as a
physic that is resolute—resolute
in that, presumably, the red stuff
(some medicinal powder) has now
dissolved (late Middle English,
but B is given to archaisms). This
physic has strange properties.

deep

Taken by women (so I interpret) it
cither braces or relaxes their low
bosoms, either uplifts or dejects
—-one is reminded of Alice’s ad-
ventures with her little bottles of
physic, and how she never knew
whether she would dwindle or
expand.  With men (the strong),
provided they suck in this vein-
maddening fire, it has a uniform
effect and sends them raging for
more and more potent liquors,
“mightier  proofs”™—brandy, no
doubt (80 proof), Scotch Whisky
(86.8 proot), and finally the de-
mon itself, gin (94.4 proof).

The bowl is burning, really
burning, for it needs an iron hand
to lift it (perhaps a velvet glove,
too): mulled claret is it? flaming
brandy? rum  punch? By this
time who cares or knows?

That red powder: it must, I
think, be an aphrodisiac of some
kind, possibly dried red-back
spider finely ground. It maddens
men’s veins, and in some women
inotoriously kittle cattle) has am
astringent and elevating effect on
a familiar erogenous zone. Images
of brassicre and brasserie are
cleverly conjoined. And a further
message from  Mr.  Baylebridge

-provides additional evidence, for

after a nmumber of similar calls to
toping (Come, Life’s elect! / Feel
broader for this draught— / Drink
till you split or till / You put your
utmost onl—note the witty pun
in “broader”, “more like a broad™)
there follows, at an appropriate

interval, a pumber of calls to
tupping.  Husbandry, for exam-
ple.
Hast a full share of generous
grain, '

And sow’st thus®  Plant, and
plant again! _
Let fertile land
Not fallow stand;
Nor the god’s gift, not lightly
given, profane!
Hast a fit clarion?

And so on. But perhaps Fit
Marriage Sacred is better.
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Haly, ever holy, be
The staff of this humanity!
It flowers not in the myriad

seed

That drops from the consenting
weed—

That né'er shall serve it, nor
despise

With impotence to fertilise.

O art thou strong in sight and
thew?

Thy seed it asks, and largely
too.

Give greatly, or a worse mis-
carriage

Must thou answer for to mar-
riage.

Holy, ever holy be

The staff of this humanity!

There are some difficult prob-
lems of interpretation here—in
lines three to six especially—but 1
must not linger on them. Still,
one should remark the word
miscarriage, so wonderfully ap-
propriate, in its context; and it is
important to pick up the impli-
cations of “strong in sight and
thew”, This is no vulgar orgy,
and one is warned oft indiscrimin-
ate fertilisation. One must, in
planting one’s seed, be fit oneself
and have a sufficiently penetrative
vision to recognise a fit piece of
fertile land. For Mr. Bayle-
bridge is a engenist, and will
countenance the filling of sound
vessels from virile loins (to use
his own phraseology) only in the
sacred interests of creative evo-
lution. He abhors “impure ex-
cess” and bids man beware of
women who are “patrons of ster-
ile peace” an dare “keen to sap
thy knees”. Fit women, too,
must be strong in sight and thew:

Since weakling are to perish,

wives,

To save their labour and their

lives,

Will keep their tillage clean,

and freed

From planters

seed.

“Projection fit is

of degenerate
what? To
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breed . . .”: that is the point
(hast a fit projection?). To breed
for the super-race and the super-
state, when children

State-fathered, too, would know
ne taint condition
In any scrupulous supposition.

As the old song says, the sub-
jects interesting but the rhymes is
mighty tough—and the poetic
language, we may add, less excit-
ingly pregnant than the message.

Mr. Baylebridge is in this vol-
ume very much the philosopher—
poet, as he explains in his Pre-
face, concerned with man not as
an individual but “as grouped in-
to nations” and, even more, “as a
part of the life-force”™. “How
squalid is this world of mans!
how dulll” he exclaims in a poem
on poetry.

Breath lapses into prose. Rebel!
Life now in terms of its exalted

ten,

Till faith—as only thus she
can—

Restored, shall find the next

ascent for Man.

Some of the clarion-calls to the
next decade we have already glan-
ced at. The opening poems of
This Vital Flesh offer a panoptic
view of man’s ascent so far—his
ascent from “primal ooze”.

From universal throes, immense

Past the accompt of reeling
sense,

By primal forces space that
cleave

In their ungripped velocities,
Through cataclysmic gurge and
heave
Outmatching Chaos . . . . .

Through =ons of suchlike cata-
clysmic images the earth labours
until “I . ... ..

Was worked, whole info flesh

at last.”

Enfin Balyebridge vint, climbing
upon “the shoulders of all time”,
and bearing his banner with the
strange device, Excelsior. The
Life Force is our refuge and

strength, our spur, our consol-
ation our immortality.

Uneredulous babel why fret?

Why squirm and lour?

Come, niceness quit!

Wholesome the milk flows yet

That ne'er ran sour

Nor shall for ever—

Though it run

Through an eternity of nipples
OTE & oo 5 30 © 5

The milky way of eternal tipple:
what more could one want? For
“Death is not™: the lamp of life
passes from hand to hand in a
never-ending relay-race to the re-
sounding cheers of “Play up, play
up, and play the gamel” Not
Newboldt’s game, of course, but
the old game—“tilling some pot-
ential womb”.

Now, you can call this sort of
thing “philosophy” if you like—
I wouldn't want to, and I can't
imagine any professional philo-
sopher wanting to. But the truly
relevant point to make is that it is
very poor poetry. Much of This
Vital Flesh is just tedious didactic
doggered, “gurge and heave”,
where language is handled clum-
sily, imprecisely, and unimagin-
atively.  “Philosophy” becomes
operative in poetry only when “it
is tried on the pulses”, when it is
imaginative experience, felt life.
To do Baylebridge justice, he sees
this clearly as a matter of theory.
In his notes to this volume he
speaks of a poem as being “the
symbol of a significant experience”
and emphasises that “the poet’s
sense of language . . . . vividly
liberates, for its effect on imag-
ination, some meaning beyond the
first meaning it bears . . . . . i
communicates the peculiar charac-
ter of the auther’s experience with
the most penetrating vigour, the
finest definition, and the subtlest
detail.” Agreed; but it is just
these qualities I find conspicuously
lacking in Baylebridge’s poetry,
and I have attempted to indicate
these lacks in my brief analysis
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and quotations. For one final ex-
ample I offer Art’s Potency:

Art can rear, its attestation
whole,

Temples for the questing soul;

In the clay whose travail yet is
not

This soul, to urge it, art can
plot.

Can one really find here “pene-
trating vigour, the finest definition,
and the subtlest detail”? How fine
and penetrating is the metaphor
of rearing temples? What exact-
ly—or even inexactly—do the last
two lines communicate? Despite
his theories (beter expressed in
his prose than in his verse) Bayle-
bridge’s “significant experience”
never takes on “vital flesh”.

Yet Baylebridge has been rather
hightly praised. Omne need not
take seriously the reviews in the
daily press—the Sydney Morning
Herald which classed him with
Blake, Shelley, and Tennyson; the
Sunday Times (Perth) which
thought “this book is extraordin-
ary”. But the academics have
taken him on his own terms:
Professor Howarth regards him “as
a prophet-poet, writing to convey
a vision” and carrying on “the
great traditions of English liter-
ature”. C. Hartley Grattan says
“Baylebridge stands high among
the poets of his native Australia,
the three or four of the first rank”.
T. Inglis Moore chose Baylebridge
as one of his Six Australian Poets
and calls him remarkable. H.
M. Green gives Baylebridge 14
pages of discussion in A History

of English Literature, though
GCreen’s estimate is lower than
those previously quoted. Judith

Wright has published a lecture on
Baylebridge’s thought! All this
seems strange and critically inept
to me, for Baylebridge hardly be-
gins to exist as a poet. (I'm glad
to find that a less academic critic,
Douglas Stewart, is of much the
same opinfon.) If T were to as-
sume for a moment the prophet’s
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mantle, 1 would prophesy gloomily
that in the near future, when Pro-
fessors of Australian Literature
have got themselves and their re-
search students going, we are
doomed to see a number of theses
on Baylebridge's thought; his deht
to Shakespeare, Blake and Shelley;
his love-life; and whatever else
can be dredged up, That will be
“excelsior” indeed. Personally, as
I have already obeyed one of
Baylebridge’s  injunctions  while
reading his verses (“I laugh in
your navel”), I shall with light-
some heart follow his further ad-
vice:

From all that springs
super-fatulence, keep off!

from

I advise my readers to do the
same.
L. R. BURROWS.

In A Dark
Glass

The Story of
Paul Edmond Strezelecki.
H. M. E. Heney.

(Angus & Robertson, 45/-)

AUL EDMOND STREZE-

LECKI, bogus Count but bona
fide Knight, explorer, scientist and
adventurer, has long occupied a
minor but romantic niche in Aust-
ralian history. Passing years and
historical research have gradually
whittled down the importance of
his achievements, but the name of
Strezelecki has continued to hold
its romantic aura. Now a new
and very full story of the man has
removed even this; Strezelecki is
revealed as a vain exhibitionist,
who by continuous if slight distor-
tion of the truth created an elab-
orate facade, which with the pass-
ing vears became the only real
man.

It is not uncommon to find

biographies which consciously or
unconsciously inflate the import-
ance of their subject, or attempt
to show him in a favourable light;
often the biographers of great
men can afford to paint them
“warts and all” and the humanity
thus revealed leaves their great-
ness the more stiring. But in
this case Miss Heney has metho-
dically laid bare a petty and un-
attractive soul, and at the same
time diminished the already minor
significance of his work—leaving
us with what? To her, the new
image seen “in a glass darkly”
is a “less admirable, but much
more humanly pitiful figure”; to
many others he may seem scarce-
ly worthy of admiration or pity.

The pages and pages of some-
what repetitive detail through
which the “Polish Count” is inch
by inch exposed, become more
understandable when seen in the
light of previous work on Streze-
lecki. The favourable if myster-
ious image of the man which was
accepted by most of his contem-
poraries, was for years perpetuated
by biographers. And of these
there have been an inordinately
large number, in both Polish and
English, for a man of his stature,
so that the Strezelecki name has
been kept before the world.
Among Poles in particular he has
been presented as a distinguished
expatriate, until he has become
something of a legend. It is pet-
haps this cumulative distortion that
prompted Miss Heney to her pain-
staking and bluntly honest study.
If the result sometimes resembles
a very large scholarly stick being
used to beat a very small histori-
cal dog, then perhaps that is in-
evitable,

And a scholarly piece of work
this handsomely produced volume
certainly is: fully footnoted, thor-
oughly indexed, and with an ex-
haustive  hibliography. The
authoress was peculiarly well
placed for her task, as she has been
able to study both the Polish and
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English sources in the original,
and spent many years gathering
and assimilating her material. Her
biography must be accepted as
thoroughly definitive. Apart from
its historical value, “In a Dark
Glass” will also attract some read-
ers simply as a nineteenth cen-
tury biography, although a little
more lightmess of touch would
have made it more readable,
What can finally be said of
Paul Edmond Strezelecki? In the
field of Australia exploration he
may stand as one of the earliest
(but not as he long sought to
claim, the first) explorers, and also
the namer, of the Gippsland; and
as the conqueror and namer of
Mt.  Kosciusko—probably  the
only native peak of which most
Australians could call to mind the
name, In the field of science
Strezelecki’'s “Physical Description
of New South Wales and Van
Diemen’s Land” is now almost
forgotten except by scientific an-
tiquarians, but its sections on
Tasmanian geology were not
superseded for many vears; his
early advocacy of  irrigation
schemes was sound, and although
his claims to be the discoverer of
Gold in Australia were meaning-
less, he may well have been one
of the many who knew of its
existence before Hargreaves.
The ready acceptance which his
¢glib tongue, suave manner, and
aristocratic pretensions won in
Australia throw an interesting
light on early colonial society. In
the small and overwhelmingly
Anglo-Saxon community there was
something  delightfully  exotic
about a European name, even to
the educated Franklins. Later in
his life, Strezelecki received some-
thing of the recognition he had al-
ways craved—acceptance by fel-
low scientists, an honorary degree,
and a genuine title. But if his
name lives in the minds of Aust-
ralians it is likelv to be through

the more permanent memorials,

the host of mountain peaks and
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ranges, rivers and streams in var-
jious parts of the continent, named
to honour the legend of “The
Count”.

B. K. de GARIS.

The Great
Bust

By J. T. Lang (410 pp., illust.
index, Angus & Robertson, Syd-
ney, 1962).*

DURING ITS brief history the

Australian ~ political ~ Labour
movement has thrown up more
than a score of brilliant leaders.
But many have kicked away the
ladder of their ascent. Having
risen on the backs of the workers,
they have been corrupted by pow-
er and prestige and have ended
their days as wealthy or titled
“scabs”, the toadies of the rich.
The galaxy of ex-Labour rogues
is  impressive—Holman, Hughes,
Scaddan, Pearce and Lyons to
name but a few. Most of them
found the discipline of trade union
democracy when transplanted into
Parliament too galling. Most of
them found that the Labour move-
ment was merciless in its punish-
ment of leaders who would not
be Jed by the rank and file or
who tried to change its character
and its direction in their own
interests. Then there were other
Labour leaders who were so ob-
sessed with a missionary zeal to
implement the Movement’s plat-
form that they failed to realise
that the political organisation de-
pended upon the community at
large and not only on trade
unions for an electoral mandate,
These, perhaps, have caused the
areatest damage. Amongst them
were J. B. Chifley—Australia’s

*This review by courtesy THE CRITIC,
W.A,

wartime Treasurer and post-war
lcader—and J. T. Lang—the belli-
cose pre-war Premier of New
South Wales. They had much in
common. Both believed that the
secret of political power was the
manipulation of money, Both
believed that the free enterprise
trading banks were the wicked
agents of their political opporents.
Both men believed that they only
needed to control the banks in
order to be able to refashion
Australia society in the interests of
the Labour movement, In the
ultimate neither were successful
and both were wrong. The Aust-
ralian voters decisively rejected the
proposal to nationalise the private
trading banks; and it was also
shown that the control of banking
could be achieved without resort
to such a drastic expedient. There
was, however, a most important
contrast between the policies of
the two men. Chifley stood firm
on the party’s platform of nat-
ional unification, even if it meant
the subordination of State Labour
leaders. J. T. Lang, representing
the oldest, the largest and the
wealthiest of the six States, was
a federalist of the old school,
believing that the federal compact
was a static agreement providing
for the mutual protection of the
Commonwealth and State gov-
ernments.

Lang’s most recently published
book of memoirs, which deals
mainly with the Depression of the
nineteen thirties, shows how he
fought a lone battle to preserve
some measure of financial indep-
endence for the States against the
rapidly increasing power of the
Federal Government. His book
also shows that his fight (and how
he relished a fight!) was too late,
and that he mistook a temporary
economic disaster for a political
mandate; “The Great Bust” broke
every government in Australia,
Labour and Nationalists alike,
Lang shared a common political
experience with most of his op-
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ponents in having been returned to
power to cure an unemployment
problem that nobody could cure,
and having been defeated for
the same reason. The electors
were Indeed as merciless as Lang,
though Lang would have it that
they were also ignorant, How-
ever, Lang’s book is a monument
to his own ignorance, or delib-
erate unwillingness to face up to a
rapidly changing situation, The
financial autonomy of the States
began to decline as soon as the
first federal parliament met in
Melbourne in 1901. Financial res-
ponsibility for the war of 1914-
18 accelerated the process, and
the Financial Agreement of
1927 (which was written into the
Constitution by a referendum
which Lang unsuccessfully op-
posed) sealed the financial fate of
the States; if they had any auto-
nomy left it was certainly gone
by the end of the war of 1939-
45, Lang refused to accept this
progression. He would not agree to
the financial unification of Australia
and seemed to believe that New
South Wales could remain within
the Federation and yet misbehave
itself to the detriment of the other
six governments when it chose to
do so. Lang was wrong in fact
and wrong in tactics, and he was
mistaken in thinking that the Com-
monwealth Constitution was un-
enforceable. He was mistaken in
thinking that he could get the
support of the Labour movement
to defy the power of the Com-
monwealth. He was also wrong in
thinking that the people of New
South Wales woud support him.
In the end he was rejected by
both the Labour movement and
the electors of New South Wales.
Since then he has been very bitter
and highly vocal, and has spent
much of his time and energy justi-
fying his politics, abusing his en-
emies and cataloguing the villains
of Australian politics. The Great
Bust is his most successful book
on all three counts, It is in-
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formative, argumentative and
entertaining, It has a wide can-
vas on which are painted in sev-
eral dimensions the usurers, loan-
mongers, economics  professors,
absentee creditors, parish pump
tories, Canberra-corrupted union-
ists, anti-Labour judges, political
pimps and the frightened and gut-
less Labour leaders who together
shared publie affairs with J. T.
Lang during the inter-war years.
The book cannot be excelled for
its candid comments on the mnat-
ion's leaders and for the way in
which the one pure, uncorrupt-
ible, visionary leader of the Aust-
ralian Labour movement stood
head and shoulders above the
morass of gullible and degenerate
place-seeking politicians!  Labour

and non-Labour alike—Bruce,
Page, Gibson, Nie-Meyer, Lyons
and Scullon—Lang paints them as
a galaxy of guilty men who pre-
ferred to protect the bond holders
rather than feed the starving un-
employed. If this book is to be
read as an explanation of the com-
plexities of Australian financial and
political history during the nine-
teen-twenties and “thirties, then it
should be taken in small doses
with great care. But if it is to be
read for an insight into the mind
of one of Labour’s greatest and
most mistaken leaders then it is a
priceless volume. Australian pol-

itical autobiographies are extra-
ordinarily scarce. Lang’s book is
1 gem,
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