












































































































Nonna Redpath of Melbourne won the first 
prize at the 1961 Mildura gxhibition and spent 
nearly two years in Italy learning the craft of 
bronze-easting in The Fonderia D'Arte Battaglia, 
Milan, where some of the leading sculptors of 
Italy, including C6sar and Pomodoro, may be 
frequently met with. Before this recent stay in 
Italy, she had won her considerable reputation 
in Melbourne mainly as a woodcarver (one of her 
best-known carvings a 13 ft. x 8 ft. mural in 
silky oak, was commissioned for the Bailheu 
Library in the University of Melbourne). Wood-
carving is inevitably a very slow business. Model-
hng in plaster and wax for casting in bronze 
allows one to work very much faster and on 
several projects simultaneously. Moreover, one 
may make multiple casts. These eminently prac­
tical reasons for changing to bronze are not, how­
ever, the only ones behind the work she brought 
back to Melbourne in November, 1963. 

In her November exhibition, besides the plaster 
originals for five or six comparatively big pieces 
(including Immortal Warrior) she exhibited three 
pieces in bronze (including Daum Sentinel) and 
some twenty hronzini, most of them six inches or 
less in length. What was immediately apparent 
was her quite extraordinary feeling for bronze— 
as a material for its range of rich colour, for its 
variety of surface from duU to matt to high 
pohsh, for its wonderful variety and ease of 
flowing movement; and besides this mastery of 
rich material it was just as evident that her feel­
ing for forms was stronger, more varied, more 
sure, than that of any other Austrahan sculptor. 
In short, it was evident that here perhaps for 
the first time in Australia was a sculptor of genius. 

The Victorian Art Gallery already owns Daum 
Sentinel. Immortal Warrior is too good to leave 
the country. If by good fortune it were to stay 
in Perth, the Gallery would have to make greater 
effort to display it adequately. In this exhibition 
it is hidden away in a comer between the stage 
and the big folding doors, almost like some giant 
performer too shy to come up on to the platform 
to give his recitation. Whilst acknowledging the 
fact that our Gallery is not equipped to handle 
pieces weighing three-quarters of a ton and that 
Immortal Warrior might very well go through the 
floor if placed in the centre of the Gallery or 
in the main entrance hall, it is just not good 
enough to have such a magnificent piece virtually 
lost. Why could it not have stood outdoors, a 
fit companion-piece to the Henry Moore? 

Immortal Warrior stands some fourteen feet 
high. It is easiest to approach if one thinks of 
it as an abstraction of some of the main quaUties 
of the warrior—^his formidable armour, his men­
acing weapons, his commanding giant-hke height, 
his columnar stiength. The top three or four 
feet of the column is made up of a vairiety of 
sharp-edged blades, axe-heads, spears, hoe-like 
curving knives or axes, hke a forest of antiers. 
Below the blades or the antlers the column wears 
plate after plate of protective armour, the varied 
shapes of which call to mind the gun-turrets of 
a pre-1914 dreadnought, and then the coliunn 
tapers and becomes a sohd smooth pfllar about 
two feet square. In the main the bronze is 
appropriately dark, the colour of rich dark Mexi­
can chocolate, in which lurk golden gleams which 
are picked up by the brightly polished cutting 
edges of the weapons. 

Dawn Sentinel is just as impressive. Poised on 
top of three blocks, each roughly the shape of an 
axe-head, we have a seat tflted shghtly backwards 
and in shape rather hke the formal seats for the 
high priests in the ancient Greek theatre of 
Dionysos in Athens. The three blocks hke three 
vertebrae are not laid square hke three bricks in 
a wall—^they twist out of the horizontal plane 
and they also seem to curve a httie backwards, 
so that we feel the seat is poised on a powerful 
spring with considerable whip in it. The surface 
of the blocks and of the seat-like form is not 
uniformly smooth and polished. On the contrary 
diere are deep pits or depressions in one of the 
blocks which ahnost suggest a kind of heraldic 
emblem or could perhaps with a httle fancy be 
thought of as a labyrinth seen from above. Some 
of the sharp edges of the blocks are very highly 
polished to briUiant gold; other parts are left 
very dark and ragged The play of textures is 
very dehberate, as endlessly fascinating as the 
best abstract painting. Once again Daum. Sen­
tinel is designed for the open air. It is pubhc 
art wdth a strong symbolic meaning. From this 
chair the high priest of ApoUo watches through 
the night. Apollo is the Sun God, the hght of 
the intelhgence, of reason, and of learning; the 
patron and the leader of the arts, the Muses; and 
even though if we had the Dawn Sentinel in 
Perth facing east, tlie Victorians might mistakenly 
suppose we meant a comphment to Victoria from 
which spring the arts, learning, and civilization, it 
would still be wonderful to have it here and the 
Victorians are to be congratulated on acquhring 
it for their National Gallery. 
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To come back to the questions posed earher. 
Could any of these younger Austrahan 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 
c^xhibition challenge any of om- possible patrons 
to commission them? 

To me there can be not the shghtest doubt 
about several of the artists represented in this 
travelhng exhibition. Redpath, Meadmore, Joman­
tas, King, Khppel, Lyle, and Broughton, not to 
mention Margel Hinder, offer power and talent 
in plenty. 

About the patrons there is no such certainty. 

Understandably, in die 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 
style of architecture, with its stress on func-
tionahsm, 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 tlie 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 automobile 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 witli a bas-relief on Inca themes, or go 
fo the new university in Caraccas with pieces by 
Laurens, Lipschitz, Zadkine, Moore, Calder; re­
call the immense reclining figure by Moore 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 
eighty-foot high construction by Zadkine, Bernard 
IJeiliger's thirty-foot-high bronze Flame in the 
lAlrnst-Reuter-PIatz, Berlin, and some dozens of 
distinguished pieces in ahnost any town in 
Switzerland and Israel. Even in England some 
of the L,C,C. schools and housing estates have 
large-scale sculpture by young artists; and the 
owners of commercial buildings in London, like 
the new Thorn House in High Holborn, can think 
it worthwhile to have an eighty-foot metal sculp­
ture by Geoffre)' Clarke pinned to the outer wall. 
As for Japan—no doubt some of our Olympic 
(James visitors wUl bring back the news that the 

stadium 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
tinguished sculptors. 

When we get back home to Australia from 
these foreign parts, what is our impression of Aus­
trahan urban 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 a year. Yet how many of these impressive 
new buildings have fountains and gardens hke 
I.C.I.'s in Melbourne? How many banks and 
insurance companie.s follow the lead of the 
Federal Reserve 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 milhons 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 vir­
tually nothing for the next six or seven years, 
and departed for U.S.A.? Can one blame Mead­
more for following suit? And now that she is 
working in bronze, what else could Norma Red-
path do but settle virtually for good in Milan with 
only oeca.sional visits to Australia? 

In his introduction to the catalogue Gordon 
Thomson mentions that a secondary aim of the 
exhibition is to allow us to compare the work of 
younger Australian sculptors with what we saw 
last \(;)r in the British Council's travelling oxlii-
bition, Recent British Sculpture. It must be 
admitted that we have not yet produced a Moore. 
Perhaps no Australian is so assured as Barbara 
Hepworth. Nor is any Australian as powerful 
and disturbing as Paolozzi. However, though 
Khppel, 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 
shovild be proud to keep them in Australia in 
full employment. 
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REVIEWS 

A Bvaclicotubcr's Diary: John Blight 

In Liglit and Darkness: Chris Wallace-Crabbe 

Vocnis: Gwen Harwood 

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

Elegantly produced with stami)-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 forty-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 
discreetly spread verse, and in John Blight's there 
are pretty .sketches, some pertinent, some fanci­
ful. Perhaps the books indicate the personahties 
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 books 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. 

Bhght as poet is most concerned with the 
poetical moment, the flash of verbal insight. To 
him a poem is: 

like blood . . . all too savage to drink, and 
wastes 

and is thrown away, once you taste its fierce 
flavour 

which is all 1 will you to taste, my few 
words to savour. 

A Cup of Seawater 

His poetry is random, for in this series of 
ninety sonnets written over twenty years, he has 

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 hsten to me, you may understand 
why I don't read Wordsworth any more for 

his fields and woods. 

Why I Write About The Sea 

His method is impressionistic. He sees an 
element like sand, a starfish, a mouldering whale 
and this triggers off images of poetic or fanciful 
association. He 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 

At 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 description, may be excused, old 

chap: 
for tliis 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 nature, 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. 

WESTERLY, FEBRUARY 1965 55 



SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL FIRM !! 

LETCHFORD'S AERATED WATERS 
PRODUCTS OF THE HIGHEST STANDARD 

Ttii cut Slttet Otm^e m4 Sittef iemcH 
W. LETCHFORD PTY. LTD., 8 8 Hampton Rd., Fremantle. Phones 5 1 7 1 4 , 5 1 3 2 0 

today's bright young men go where the opportunities are 
The young man with an 
eye for career opportuni­
ties sees them in abun­
dance at BHP. Here is an 
industry with a product of 
national importance, and 
an expansion program of 
almost breathtaking dimen­
sions. These, surely, are 
the ingredients for career 
opportunities of the most 
secure and exciting nature! 
If you are a technical col­
lege or university man 
interested in hearing just 
what BHP has to offer you, 
phone the Staff Officer at 
any BHP office for an 
appointment to talk it 
over. 

TJXB BROKEM^ KII.X. 
P R O P R I E T A R Y CO. L T D . 
AlttXt SX7RSZr>IARIES 

Q B H P 
AND SUBIIDUIIU 

STKBX. 

Shakespeare... 
classical 

records 

Full range of Shakespearean Productions and Spoken 

Works, including COMPLETE ' H A M L E T ' ^ 1 ^ ^ 

by MARLOW DRAMATIC SOCIETY and Professional 
Players. . . . Also Coriolanus. ARGO Recordings a t . . . 

M U S G R O V E S Dke RecoJ Centre of tke West 



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 stiU concerns 
him, for he feels that: 

Here we hve in the imperfect syntax of 
hght and darkness; 

. . . The austere prose which could outline 
the world with a 

physicist's clarity 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 hving 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 hfe is governed by abstract principles 
in academic word games. Still he reahses 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 seek 
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. 

Accomphshed in various verse forms, he rather 
interestingly tackles poems in an anghcised 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 

It makes the world hveable, 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 Lffe. Similarly, the 
poet creates "ordered pools of lucidity" as a 
symbol of the good order that the world should 
enjoy. 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 hfe, whatever else be said. 

From a poet who was too introspective about 
his craft, WaUace-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 imdoubtedly 
Gwen Harwood. Highly intelhgent, she responds 
with equal brilhance to themes on art, music, 
chfldren, love, and blends them (with the skill 
of a verbal tactician) in her Professor Eisenbart 
series to reveal the cynical 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 wffe: 

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

A Kitchen Poem 
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New books from Canberra 
Harry Holland militant socialist 
P. J. O'Farrell's sensitive political biography of a pioneer 
Australian and New Zealand socialist is well illustrated with 
photographs and political cartoons. 

236 pages — 49s. 6d. 

Industrial Development in Australia 1920-1930 
A survey by Colin Forster of some of the country's major 
manufacturing industries in a key growth period. 

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 years. 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 Kyle's Concept of Mind. 

Like Wallace-Crabbe she worries about our 
hfe 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 Materiahsm. 

Seeing poetry and art as liberators in "the dark 
chasm of the heart", she can speak of Morandi 
as an artist who portra>s "sabbaths of paint". 
Ideas are corporate beings to her, though she 
!i)Tnbolically recasts tliem, as with her unique and 
pure The Glass Jar, echoing Freud, where the 
child: 

Through the dark house . . . raw, sobbing 
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 violence done to her. 

The human touch is maintained even in her 
most abstract moments, as when she contemplates 
pain and suffering in Hospital and The Wound 
(first 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 yet 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. 

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

P. Jeffery 

This Real Pompeii: R. A. Simpson 

All the Room: David Rowbotham 

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

Two Austrahan poets have had a collection of 
their work released siniuhaneously 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 not 
communicated precisely. Often, though, words 
rise to the occasion. The emotion is disciplined 
by tlie austerity of statement. A good example 
is the last two hnes of To a man dying of cancer. 

Wliat 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, tlie 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 
lieliefs he has rejected still remain, obviously 
haunting him. The poetry is an exorcism. 

Perhaps his personal 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 rehgious doubts, he shows an 
intensity coupled with a devastating flatness that 
makes inc want to see him develop the satirist in 
him. He is very successful on the few occasions 
ho 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 best 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 
memories. 

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 difi^er-
ing behefs. Even this difference is partly recon­
ciled by concealment. Simpson's other friend is 
another real person, tliis time a 'sinner' used by 
his early teachers as a corpus vile'. 

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

Rowbotham'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 imlike years are stronger', and the use of 
'he' for this nameless, pastless friend, all point a 
contrast with tlie 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 
quahty. 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: T am that Waterfall'. But other 
lines show his flair for striking a chord or image 
that is quietly satisfying: 

You turn on stairs that glare hke glass and 
watch 

Its pure truth fuming on the ancient stone. 

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

In this review I 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 handful 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, I would hide behind the 
metaphor, and say of Simpson that some of his 
stones would interest a geologist, and of Row­
botham, that the wind blowest where it hsteth. 

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

Utopian palace for the American male! 
—(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 Hght, 
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 bewarel In Idlling-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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ON 
YOUTH! 

Australia's young people, 
on whom the nation's 
future depends, are dis­
tinguishing themselves in 
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. 
Shell believes that any contribution it 
makes to developing the youth of the nation 
is a sound investment. 
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Phone 23 1811 
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J O H N K E A T S 

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 Samurcand to cedar d Lebanon. 

from T H E EVE OF ST. AGNES 

KEATS'S GLOWING IMAGINATION COULD ONLY CONJURE UP EXOTIC DELICACIES WHICH 

IN THE MODERN WORLD ARE AVAILABLE AT EVERY ONE OF T O M THE C H E A P GROCER'S 

86 STORES T H R O U G H O U T A U S T R A L I A . 
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