




































































































































































To come back to the questions posed earlier.
Could any of these younger Australian sculp-
tors create the impressively large and monumen-
tal forms required in public sculpture intended
for the open air, and will the evidence of this
oxhibition challenge any of our possible patrons
o commission them?

To me there can be not the slightest doubt
about several of the artists represented in this
travelling exbibition. Redpath, Meadmore, Joman-
tas, King, Klippel, Lyle, and Broughton, not to
mention Margel Hinder, offer power and talent
in plenty.

About the patrons there is no such certainty.

Understandably, in the days of the Depression
and during the war and in the years of scarcity
just after the war, sculpture on the grand scale
may have been unthinkable. And to some extent
the late arrival of the fashion for the international
stvle of architecture, with its stress on func-
tionalism, may have played its part. But Austra-
lians, accustomed as they are to travelling often
and widely abroad, must surely by this time have
noticed that in the rest of the world architects
have been making an extraordinarily varied use
of the sculptor. Think of any of the outstanding
buildings in U.S.A. over the last ten years—the
big insurance offices, the international airports,
the automohile factories, the international hotels
and  banks, the universities—everywhere there
are pools, gardens, fountains, sculpture, wall-
decorations.  Fly to Mexico City. Look at the
new university with its immense library tower
covered with a bas-relief on Inca themes, or go
to the new university in Caraccas with pieces by
Laurens, Lipschitz, Zadkine, Moore, Calder; re-
call the immense reclining fgure by Moaore in
the court of the U.N.O, building in Paris, the
War Memorial on the quay at Rotterdam, the
Breuer departmental store in Amsterdam with its
cighty-foot high construction by Zadkine, Bernard
Heiliger’s thirty-foot-high bronze Flame in the
Iirnst-Reuter-Platz, Berlin, and some dozens of
distinguished pieces in  almost any town in
Switzerland and Israel. Even in England some
of the L.C.C. schools and housing estates have
large-scale sculpture by voung artists; and the
owners of commercial buildings in London, like
the new Thorm House in High Holborn, can think
it worthwhile to have an eighty-foot metal sculp-
ture by Geoffrey Clarke pinned to the outer wall.
As for Japan—no doubt some of our Olympic
Games visitors will hring back the news that the
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stadinm was designed by Tange and that hun-
dreds of buildings recently erected in Tokyo show
what happens when pools, landscape-gardening,
and sculpture are treated as an integral part of
the architectural design and are entrusted to dis-
tingnished sculptors.

When we get back home Lo Australia from
these foreign parts, what is our impression of Aus-
tralian urhan and public architecture? Obviously
we are living in a period of unexampled affuence.
New buildings of immense height and size shoot
up so rapidly and so often that the look of down-
town Sydney and of the city-centre in Melbourne
is hard to recognize if you have been away longer
than o year. Yet how many of these impressive
new buildings have fountains and gardens like
1.C1s in Melbourne? How many banks and
insurance companies follow the lead of the
Federal Rescrve Bank in its use of murals and
carvings? Has any state government commis-
sioned any distinguished sculptor for any of its
recent public buildings? Have any of our rapidly
growing universities, each spending millions a
year on new buildings, spent even one per cent
on works of art?

Wherever one looks the answer is obvious.

In this climate of opinion, is it in the least
surprising that when he came back to Sydney in
1950 after four years abroad, Klippel sold wvir-
tnally nothing for the next six or seven years,
and departed for U.S.A.P  Can one blame Mead-
more for following suit? And now that she is
working in bronze, what else could Norma Red-
path do hut settle virtually for good in Milan with
only occasional visits to Australia?

In his introduction to the catalogue Gordon
Thomson mentions that a secondary aim of the
cxhibition is to allow us to compare the work of
younger Aunstralian sculptors with what we saw
fast year in the British Council’s travelling exhi-
bition, Receni British Sculpture. It must be
admitted that we have not yet produnced a Moore.
Perhaps no Australian is so assured as Barbara
Hepworth. Nor is any Australian as powerful
and disturbing as Paolozzi. However, though
Klippel, Meadmore, Hinder and Redpath may not
have figured so prominently in international exhi-
bitions as Chadwick, Butler, Armitage, Meadows,
and Adams they need fear no comparisons. We
should be proud to keep them in Australia in
Jull employment.
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REVIEWS

A Beacheomber’s Diery: John Blight
In Light and Darkness: Chris Wallace-Crabbe
Poems: Gwen Harwood

All published by Angus & Robertson and priced
17/6d.

Elegantly produced with stamp-on  designs on
cloth covers, these three books of poetry—A
Beachcomber’s Diary: John Blight, In Light and
Darkness: Chris  Wallace-Crabbe and Poems:
Gwen Harwood—prompt the question: What
actually are the economics of poetry book pro-
duction and selling? In the Wallace-Crabbe
volume we are offered forly-six pages as opposed
to the ninety-nine of Gwen Harwood, and both
at the same price. Wallace-Crabbe’s book in-
cludes chaste blank pages interspersed amongst
discrectly spread verse, and in John Blight’s there
are pretty sketches, some perlinent, some fanci-
ful. Perhaps the books indicate the personalities
of the authors as revealed in their verse—the
elegant sparseness of Wallace-Crabbe, the hit or
miss approach of Blight, and the substantiality
of Gwen Harwood,

But mischief aside, the hooks reflect the grow-
ing volume of verse publication in well designed
books, assisted by the Commonwealth Literary
Fund and, we hope, an increased public demand
for Australian literature.

Blight as poet is mest concerned with the
poetical moment, the Hash of verbal insight. To
him a pvem is:

like blood . . .
wastes

and is thrown away, once you taste its fierce
flavour

which is all T will you to taste, my few
words to savour.

all too savage te drink, and

A Cup of Seawater

His poetry is random, for in this series of
ninety sonnets written over twenty years, he has
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written on varied subjects such as rocks, tides,
mangroves, lighthouses, jellyfish and, of course,
beachcombers,  His pre-occupation with the sea
lies in his belief that the sea has a greater purity
than the land, as in his unhappily scanning:

Right down to the edge of the sea, the land
is cluttered with all measure and kinds of
goods.
They've got a sign pointing “Lavatory” on
the rocks.
Now, if you listen to me, you may understand
why I don’t read Wordsworth any more for
his ficlds and woods.
Why I Write About The Sea

His method is impressionistic.  He sees an
clement like sand, a starfish, a mouldering whale
and this triggers off images of poetic or fanciful
association,  IHe ranges as far afield as Arabia
while talking of ghost crabs:

. .. the trick of seeing the cage

of limbs, the Bedouin band which drags
behind horses of sand the eyes on a pole:
the only Christian sign betraying a soul.

Ghost Crabs

Al the end of each verse he tries to draw a
moral, or isolate the quality of his perception,
but these often seem tacked on, or are rather
trite and unimportant. Equally, this verse itself
does not always follow the conventional sonnet
scheme, making his worst poems far too diffuse
in metre and thought:

Thought, “Silly thinking.” Thought, “Don’t
be caught
glooming over creation.” And, so, got up
and walked up to a ‘Sailor. Ignorance,
requiring deseription, may be excused, old
chap:
for this strange creature was at a glance
a thumb-and-finger pinch of the bluest sea,
if that would solidify, transparent and blue.
And, if that still puzzles you, it still puzzles
me.
The By-The-Wind Sailor

His poems, then, are things of a moment, and
read as such unfold a universe of sensation, which,
however, lacks the concentration of Selborne or
Thoreau, or even Rachel Carson. He responds
more happily to the creatures of the sea, rather
than to the difficulties of human pature, and so
his observation of life is nature-loving rather than
man-involved. His poems are quickly read, con-
jure up a plethora of images and swiftly fade.
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Wallace-Crabbe is much more demanding:

Move, move against the dark,
Lest . ... the words I put to work,
Should fall on stoney land.

The Excuse

In a review of his first book in a previous
Westerly, 1 complained that he wrote too many
poems on “Poetry” and the theme still concerns
him, for he feels that:

Here we live in the imperfect syntax of
light and darkness;
. . The austere prose which could outline
the world with a
physicist’s elarity never arrives,
The Swing

This book however, moves him back into
humanity—he asserts the poet as a social being.
In Every Night About This Time, the poets sit
behind suburban windows and tug at their hair,
chew pencil stumps, go through all the incongrui-
ties of living as they seek the perfection that is
expressed in a banal world, where “couples in
dark Fords lay bare the heart.” Because of this,
I feel his poems mark an advance in method
and in vision.

In search of poetic precision he sees life ideally
as a drama or dance as formal as a game of
cricket, as in The Ritualists, and he illustrates
how much life is governed by abstract principles
in academic word games. Still he realises that
the rules of the game are abitrary and that
reality often contradicts it, hence his savage
satire on Melbourne where for the average
burgher:

. . . Should he seck
Variety, there’s wind, there’s heat, there’s
frost

To feed his conversation all the week.
substantiating his attitude expressed in a contro-
versial Current Affairs Bulletin.

Accomplished in various verse forms, he rather
interestingly tackles poems in an anglicised ver-
sion of St. John Perse, probably desiring his
physicist’s prose and an encapsulated human uni-
verse in the same vehicle.

Poetry is to Wallace-Crabbe an ordering, or
catalogue of life:

Our greatest joys to mark an outline truly
And know the piece of earth on which we

stand.
A Wintry Manifesto
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It makes the world liveable, as in A Sentimen-
tal Education. Here he speaks of how a univer-
sity deals with matters of logic, of graphs and
chemical elements, yet humans make beauty of
these cold abstractions, by colouring maps, and
making graphs high as the Himalayas. Again, the
poet or artist in Heidelberg creates a landscape
as with the Victorian artist Streeton, of which
people were unaware, and opens up its subtle
beauty.

The best poem, End of Term, reflects his
present position. He sees the school or academy
as a sanctuary, providing a vision, even if total
illusion, of the meaning of Life. Similarly, the
poet creates “ordered pools of lucidity” as a
symbol of the good order that the world should
cnjoy. However, Nature’s wild attraction in-
trudes, so that Life must be confronted:

Now one I figured as a tomboy comes
Running away from bushland memories
Then, without smoke or sudden roll of drums,
Becomes a woman walking through the
trees

And I the waiting lover whom she sees;
From her this poem takes its measured tread,
Affirming life, whatever else be said.

From a poet who was too introspective about
his craft, Wallace-Crabbe has become more
human trying to involve his sensitivity with the
cruder but essential events of Life. His poetry
interests, but is not spectacular; is sincere in its
caution and enjoys a mild blend of the intellec-
tual and the physical.

The best poet of the three is undoubtedly
Gwen Harwood. Highly intelligent, she responds
with equal brilliance to themes on art, music,
children, love, and blends them (with the skill
of a verbal tactician) in her Professor Eisenbart
series to reveal the cymical but human responses
of an intellectual to the ideal and the real. Her
poetry is mature, and her technical confidence
consistent with her products, for she can move
from the human warmth of the poetic farmer on
the glory of his wife:

. .. Over all
my ripening fields and orchards where
Orion leads a waterfall of stars
and dying Summer’s led
to fruitfulness, your beauty lies
children and work and daily bread
are rich beneath your royal skies.
A Kitchen Poem

57



New books from Canberra

Harry Holland militant socialist
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236 pages — 49s. 6d.

Industrial Development in Australia 1920-1930
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256 pages — 45s.

Jewish Settlers in Australia
An introductory survey of Australian Jewry by Charles A. Price.

56 pages -+ 42 pages tables — 18s.
The Australian National University has published more than
50 books and monographs in the past 10 vears. For a full list
of titles in print and details of new publications, write to the
Publications Section, G.P.O. Box 4, Canberra, A.C.'T. (Trade
enquiries to Jacaranda Press).

The Australian National University
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to the metaphysical conceit induced by the
reading of Gilbert Ryle’s Concept of Mind.

Like Wallace-Crabbe she worries about our
life that is a barren plain of flatness ruled by
a sterile king: Prose. In Hesperian, the scientists
capture Literature and place it in the immobilis-
ing strait-jacket of rigid grammar. It escapes
and fondles a rose in the dark, much as Thur-
ber’s gentle unicorn. Recaptured, it throws a
switch in the laboratory, exploding the world into
evolutionary flux, from which men rise as angels.
Poetry must and shall conquer Materialism.

Seeing poetry and art as liberators in “the dark
chasm of the heart”, she can speak of Morandi
as an artist who portrays “sabbaths of paint”.
Ideas are corporate beings to her, though she
symbolically recasts them, as with her vnique and
pure The Glass Jar, echoing Freud, where the
child:

Through the dark Touse . .
his loss,

to the last clearing that he dared not cross:

the bedroom where his comforter

lay in his rival’s fast embrace

and faithless would not turn her face

from the gross viclence done to her.

. raw, sobbing

The human touch is maintained even in her
most abstract moments, as when she contemplates
pain and suffering in Hospital and The Wound
(Arst published in Westerly) oscillating between
physical depiction to the awesome and abstract
mystery of plastic surgery. Professor Eisenbart is
a droll combination, for he has the pleasant irri-
tation of a mistress, a touch of the “Lolita” com-
plex in Prize Giving, and vet in his most sexual
moment can reflect on himself as a unit in his-
torical time, or in vanity as an academic colossus
contemplating Suburbia. This “mask” series shows
both compassion and intelligence.

Unlike Wallace-Crabbe, who sees Poetry as a
custodian of the formal code of Life, she sees
it as a concommitant of living, involved in its
mire and fury, yet appreciative of the intellectual
monuments the human condition produces.

P. Jeffery
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This Real Pompeii: R, A. Simpson
All the Room: David Rowbotham

Both published by Jacaranda Press, 1964 and
priced 22/6d.

Two Australian poets have had a collection of
their work relcased simultaneously by Jacaranda
Press, and they invite comparison by the very
difference of their approaches.

R. A Simpson’s poems are based clearly on
problems, experiences and emotions that are very
important to the poet—so much so that at times
words are inadequate counters.  The strength of
the feeling can he credited, though it is mnot
comnumicated precisely.  Often, though, words
rise to the occasion. The emotion is disciplined
by the austerity of statement. A good example
Is the last two lines of To a man dying of cancer.

What mercy I might offer you remains
In silence as I leave your cells to die alone.

Similarly he can use structure significantly, In
Beliefs remain, the rhymes are all ‘ail’ or ‘ee’ for
15 lines, the obsessive rejection of certainty being
imaged by the repetition of sound, that never
quite achieves complete regularity. And stand-
ing out, isolated and unrhymed, is ‘Beliefs re-
main’.  This in fact is Simpson’s dilemma: the
beliefs he has rejected still remain, obviously
haunting him. The poetry is an exorcism.

Perbaps his persona! therapy is over-done, as
far as a reader is concerned, though not in poems
as powerful and controlled as Party before Eas-
ter, Car Trip at Dusk. In other poems not con-
cerned with his religious doubts, he shows an
intensity coupled with a devastating flatness that
makes me want to see him develop the satirist in
him. He is very successful on the few occasions
he tries it in this collection. One in this vein
1 liked was ‘Park Orator’. He sees the orator
practising his Sunday speech on the deserted
park, to an audience of paper and thin dogs who
‘speculate’. The concluding line is:

‘But cleaners come and sweep the crowd
instead.”

The poems are organized in three sections, The
first is concerned with his religious doubts, and
contains some of the hest poems. In the other
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sections the near satiric hardness and never fail-
ing honesty command respect, though at times
there is an obsessive fingering of childhood
mnemories.

Simpson and Rowbotham can be fairly com-
pared through three poems, each on meeting an
old friend. Simpson, in Meeting after many years
and School friend, meets two friends. One is a
friend from his Catholic days. The poem moves
to follow as the first superficial gap is quickly
bridged, to reveal the wider gulf of their differ-
ing beliefs. Even this difference is partly recon-
ciled by concealment. Simpson’s other friend is
another real person, this time a ‘sinner’ used by
his early teachers as a corpus vile'.

Though both poems are uneven in parts, and
are not Simpson’s best, there is the feel of a
genuine experience, and an attempt to do some
justice its complexity.

Rowhotham’s The meeting starts:

“You know and he knows
That the unlike years are stronger
Than all the days you walked together.”

The impersonal ‘you’, the repetition of ‘know’ for
its sonorous effect, the loose, vague aura around
‘the unlike vears are stronger, and the use of
‘he’ for this nameless, pastless friend, all point a
contrast with the way Simpson works. Row-
botham and his friend talk ‘of haphazard things’,
shake hands, and say ‘goodbye’, and Rowbotham
congratulates himself for being so unconcerned
about it.

Rowbotham is essentially a ‘song’ poet. His
poems are patterns of sound, association, and

sensory images which appeal for their own sake,
but not for their ability to communicate and
understand an experience. His best lines accord-
ingly have a gently evocative, half-remembered
quality. In the present collection, his less effec-
tive poems are those in which the smoothness
of the music is ruffled, owing to carelessness or
an unassimilated philosophical accretion.

Waterfall at Franz Josef Glacier, a poem which
the dust-jacket informs has been anthologized in
Russia, shows Rowbotham’s virtues and limita-
tions fairly. A half line is long enough to be fair
to the philosophy: ‘I am that Waterfall’. But other
lines show his flair for striking a chord or image
that is guietly satisfying:

You turn on stairs that glare like glass and
watch
Its pure truth fuming on the ancient stone.

The interesting sensory contradictions reinforced
by sound linkages, and the way ‘turn’, stairs’, and
‘watch’ blur at the edges with a suggestive
ambiguity, show Rowbotham at his best.

In this review 1 have been interested in com-
paring the two poets with each other; and to
use an image to sum up the difference, Simpson
is a bhandful of flints, sometimes awkward and
uncomfortable and sometimes striking off a flash
of light, where Rowbotham is the patterns
coloured streamers make in the wind. If forced
to make an assessment, 1 would hide behind the
metaphor, and say of Simpson that some of his
stones would interest a geologist, and of Row-
bhotham, that the wind blowest where it listeth.

R. Hodge
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ARTIFICIAL BREEDING SERVICE UNIT, KANSAS, U.S.A.

Utopian palace for the American malel

—(No doubt to be desired by other nations)—
To live hygienically and never fail

To have successful sexual relations.

Selected bulls, of proven healthy strain,

Led out to birdsong in the morning light,
Snapped to an overhead cable by a chain
On twenty yards of exercise till night,

With heated hormones, central vitamins,
And lubrication of all moving parts,
Sterilization of all mortal sins

And banks to bottle any bleeding hearts,

No talk of love, yet regularity

In satisfying a thousand unmarried wives,
No alimony, nor yet fidelity,

No roaring kids to mar their tranquil lives.

The ruling female and the nimble scientist

At last have taught the male the way to live.
Unconscious of anything he might have missed
He does not grudge what he is made to give.

But beware! In killing-sheds across the town
Castrated cousins are being turned into steaks.
Females live on, the males are soon cut down.
Who needs a hundred, when one has all it takes?

GEOFFERY DUTTON
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DUE FOR PUBLICATION IN MAY

The South-West Region of
Western Australia

by ALEX KERR

Reader in Economics in the University of Western Australia

A comprehensive historical, geographic and economic

survey of Western Australia’s South-West region

Published by
]

University of Western Australia Press
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ACCENT Australia's young people,
on whom the nation's
ON future depends, are dis-
g tinguishing themselves in
YOUTH! many important spheres
—and Shell is helping many of them to
give their best performances.
At academic levels, Shell scholarships and
bursaries give tangible encouragement to
students and graduates. Cultural pursuits
are encouraged by awards such as the
£1,000 Shell Aria at the Canberra National
Eisteddfod.
In some sports, special coaching clinics
sponsored by Shell, teach young players the
rudiments and finer points of the game —
in others, promising youngsters receive
opportunities, also provided by Shell, to
improve their standards and techniques
under competitive conditions.

‘i Shell believes that any contribution it

makes to developing the youth of the nation
is a sound investment.
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Joun KEATs
Bronze cast from a life mask

a heap
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd:
With jellies soother than the creamy curd,
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon;
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd
From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one,

From silken Samarcand to cedar’d Lebanon.

from THE EVE oF ST. AGNES

KEATS'S GLOWING IMAGINATION COULD ONLY CON JURE UP EXOTIC DELICACIES WHICH
IN THE MODERN WORLD ARE AVAILABLE AT EVERY ONE OF Tom THE CHEAP GROCER’s
86 STORES THROUGHOUT AUSTRALIA.

wc.sz‘erly IS PUBLISHED BY THE UNIVERSITY OF WESTERN AUSTRALIA PRESS. SET
o[
IN CALEDONIA TYPE-FACE AND PRINTED BY ALPHA PRINT PTY. LTD., PERTH, W.A.



