














































































































































































































Abroihos Islands, is believed to have been
given to the Emperor Constantine about 315
A.D., as a sort of personal memento of the
victories his Arch in Rome was built to com-
memorate. No more ancient symbol of victory
can have become part of the Australian fact
and legend.)

Notwithstanding such associations, before
very long [ had forgotten about those immense
Roman style arches, which are entirely foreign
to our Australian past, to our present, to our
way of thinking: I began to realise that our
Perth Arch must be preserved at least until
citizens could see to what extent its symbolism
and significance could prevail once the Free-
way was through.

But I did not have to wait so long. As the
excavations proceed, the Arch grows in stature.
New vistas are opened, delicious miniatures are
glimpsed through its curves. Unless I am very
much mistaken it is now apparent that the
Arch should be preserved in the interests of
Design, no less than of History.

Already it becomes astounding. The sooner
the back is restored, to strengthen it in every
way, the better. Otherwise these lovely old clay
bricks, rosy-red, umber, and cream, so skilfully
laid in patterns, so essentially insignia of Perth’s
colonial inheritance, will be missing, or short,
or deteriorated. Besides, the most iconoclastic
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Members of the House, looking down, may
then see the Arch as a memorial of worth
and charm, a living emblem of the State’s pro-
gress, and not merely a delapidated relic of
times past to sneer at.

Indeed, there is no need to wait a moment
longer: the Arch must be given back its pride
forthwith (the prostrate Swan is laid too low
beneath its shackles of sand ever to be re-
covered). Nor would there appear to be any
reason why the civic and Government garden-
ers cannot immediately, this winter, plant a few
trees beside the Arch, either just to go on with,
or to await the happy day when landscaping
can begin.

If ever our Parliament House can be rescued
from its present lack of distinction (an extra
two or three storeys would work wonders)
then, if I am still alive, I may change my mind
again. But to lose now the Colonial Arch that
is so suited to our environment, clay of our
earth, substance of our past, unique in Aus-
tralia as it would be when stabilized, would be
a civic tragedy.

Rebuild the Arch. Plant some trees. Find a
little beauty again to go on with. The turret
rooms still remain to offer citizens, and those
important tourists we never cease to hear
about, an altogether enchanting view of Perth.
There are not so many left.
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ON AUGUSTE RODIN
Eric G. Saint

The exhibition The Sculpture of Rodin and
his Contemporaries, arranged by courtesy of
the Peter Stuyvesant Trust, began its Austra-
lian tour at the State Art Gallery in Perth in
October, and this first showing was opened by
Professor Eric Saint, Professor of Medicine in
the University of Western Australia. Westerly
has pleasure in printing the text of Professor
Saint’s occasional address.

This splendid exhibition of bronze reminds
us of two things: of a half-forgotten tradition
in the arts in the western world, and of an
intrinsic weakness, feebleness in the condition
of our contemporary earthly life. In Greek,
Etruscan, and Roman civilisation the plastic,
kinetic art of sculpture blossomed to an extent
and a degree that continues to capture our
imagination and to appeal to our sensibilities,
and throughout the Gothic period geometric
form and design seemed to dominate artistic
consciousness. But since the Renaissance, at all
events in northern Europe, the sculptor has
been forced to take a back seat among the
Muses: the painter, the poet, and the com-
poser have been the principal architects of the
modern tradition of European civilisation. It
is indeed a little surprising that the two-dimen-
sional tones of art and the sound of speech and
music should have dominated our senses, over-
shadowing a more ancient appeal, for was not
the greatest artist of all, Michaelangelo, who
you may say helped to create the modern
image of man, equally at home in all spatial
dimensions? Thus, we approach sculpture with
weakly developed critical sensibilities; and thus,
for some of the artists shown in this exhibition,
Reneir and Daumier perhaps best known, work
with bronze or marble was but a second choice.

And with regard to our feebleness this re-
minds us abruptly of our willingness to com-
promise. In politics compromise may be a
virtue, but in matters of taste it is offensive.
Much of our architecture is an ugly compro-
mise between form and function; as between
the preservation of natural beauty and de-
mands made by road engineers unsatisfactory
compromises are achieved; and what we are
pleased to call “pop art” is a compromise be-
tween the sincerity and tradition of art and our
third-rate admass tastes. In this environment of
compromise in taste and form it needs from
time to time an Auguste Rodin to remind us
of our heritage. For of Rodin it was said that
he was the true successor to Michaelangelo;
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and Rodin himself said that he could not
admit of the existence of ugliness; he also said
that he was like the Roman singer who replied
to the yells of the mob “Equitibas cano™—*I
only sing for the knights”: he spoke with the
annoyance of the artist, and hoped that he
would be judged by men possessing an aesthetic
taste similar to his own. We take Rodin as an
inspired representative of that civilisation, Paris
of the nineteenth century, which regarded com-
promise in taste as something despicable, an
unforgivable weakness.

What manner of man was this, who has been
described as the progenitor of modern sculp-
ture? It is said that he had a big head and a
large nose—is there perhaps a hint of self cari-
cature in the craggy portrayal of the author of
the Comedie Humaine?—and a flowing beard
and rolling gait. He was shy and nervous in
manner and had, we are told, bright and alert
eyes. He was oblivious to controversy (the
Balzac furore troubled him not at all) and in-
different to honours (but he was buried by his
grateful compatriots in an Oxonian gown and
hood). He was humble, not forgetful of his
proletarian origins in the Quartier Latin, nor
of the early years spent as a craft mason and
goldsmith. He was a loving man, devoted to a
sister and to a wife who survived with him into
the first world war. He was devout: he would
have entered an order—but the fathers and
brothers of the Monastery of the Edistes tact-
fully and gently indicated that signs of grace
would best be expressed in the studio rather
than in the chapel. He travelled modestly,
briefly to Italy, to Rome, Florence, and Venice,
and more extensively to the great cathedrals of
France. His taste was austere, and although we
should say that none of his art was derivative,
he himself came to admit that his muse owed
much to classical Hellenic influence—"Age of
Brass”, his first imaginative study, shows a per-
fectly proportioned youth, conceived in the
classical manner, with arms outstretched, eager
to embrace life and experience—and much to
Gothic influences: “the Cathedral”, “the Hand
of God” are redolent of that love for the de-
votional art of the early church.

A simple and quiet man, then, one whose
life was characterised by earnest devotion to a
craft and to an art; but what supreme insight
he brought to bear on the human condition,
and how versatile and catholic was his taste
and feeling! In quiet moods he notes the essen-
tial, the sometimes incredible beauty of the
human form, the cast of a chin, the angle of a
nose, the noble recession of the forehead, the
firm and fruitful shape of a female torso, the
tapering shape of fingers: how these simple
aspects of beauty can be used to convey the
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added dimension of individual human person-
ality—the head we see of Baudelaire with its
falling lock could be none other than that of a
symbolist poet. In this insistence on naturalism
he seems to remind us that in the act of crea-
tion God had beauty in mind. His sensuality
is characteristically Gallic: the act of love is
depicted with infinitely graceful and tender
gestures. No man has been able to convey the
beauty of human movement so well: athletes,
bathers, dancers have always attracted artists,
and particularly the imaginations of many of
the painters who were Rodin’s contemporaries,
but Rodin gives an unexcelled dimension of
vitality to his studies of motion. And in his
great tableaux he found inspiration to depict
the infinite range of human emotion; in the
attitudes and the miens of the “Burghers of
Calais”, and the multiplicity of figures and
figurines to be seen in the “Gate of Hell” are
reflected sorrow, despair, joy, anguish, hope,
tenderness, such as in a lifetime Corneille and
Shakespeare were together not able in poetry
to portray with such comprehension.

In short, Rodin refreshes, enriches, and en-
lightens us; like all very great artists he opens
our eyes to new perspectives, interpretations
and dimensions of experience; and he reminds
us that our business, in art and taste and in
science, is to be satisfied with nothing less than
the first rate, and that we can never be done
with striving to achieve possible perfection.

“Property is the fruit of labour.
Property is desirable,
It is a positive good in the world.”

Abraham Lincoln,
25 March 1864.

KEMPTON, MORRILL & (0.

REAL ESTATE AGENTS

31 HAMPDEN ROAD, HOLLYWOQOD
86 4819

who are happy to extend their best
wishes for the continuing success of
"Westerly'’.
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PORTRAITS OF PLACES

Perth Sketchbook: Text by Kirwan Ward,
drawings by Paul Rigby, Rigby $1.95.

The Rocks Sydney: Drawings by Unk White,
text by Olaf Ruhen, Rigby $1.95.

Paul Rigby’s nervous line is happiest with the
incredible gingerbread and fairy floss of the
facade of His Majesty’s Theatre and with the
shadows and capitals of the front of St
George’s Hall, even so, he catches beautifully
not merely the style but also the feel of Perth’s
—too few—interesting old buildings, plain and
fancy alike. And though his view of St
George’s Cathedral does less than justice to its
excellent proportions and attractive siting, most
of his pictures will serve not merely as records,
but as images; images which will make local
people look again, and more perceptively, at
the agreeable old buildings they have about
them. And they had better look, while there is
still time.

Kirwan Ward’s text is, like his column, full
of fact and opinion neatly spliced, and he
spares neither the planners nor the Parliamen-
tarians, the licenced vandals of the twentieth
century their hot little hands always on their
hammers. Buy a copy of the Skerchbook for
your grandchildren, it may be all the old Perth
they’ll have to look at; the score so far is only
‘one down, twenty-one to go’, but one wonders
how many of the survivors are really safe: the
Fremantle Asylum is, and the University no
doubt: the rest . .. ?

One is glad to note that Perth’s biggest bit
of pure bogus is not recorded in the Skerch-
book: there is no view of London Court; nor
for that matter of Parliament House facade.

The Rocks, Sydney, provide enough to fill
a book the same size as Perth Sketchbook, and
Unk White’s drawings, their delicate washes
coming across as soft and various greys, are
labours of love, beautifuly accurate and tre-
mendeusly atmospheric.

Iron lace and junk on wash-house roofs both
get in, and both contrive to look decorative—
here Romanticism triumphs over truth no
doubt, but one is charmed all the same. In-
deed, charm, of a Victorian or at least Ed-
wardian sort, is precisely what these pictures in
their demode style share with their subjects.
And even in a city with some real serious
Relgency, simply charming buildings have their
value,

Olaf Ruhen’s text contains a great deal of
Interesting and for all I know accurate infor-
mation; the style is beyond comment.

Patrick Hurchings
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A Joyless World: The Fiction of Peter Cowan,
by Grahame Johnston,

The publication in the last two years of a
third volume of short stories by Peter Cowan,
entitled The Empty Street, and a second novel,
Seed, increases in substance, though not mark-
edly in variety, the oeuvre of one of Australia’s
most careful writers of fiction.

We have often been told by critics that it is
time that serious novelists forsook rural themes
and concentrated on the city life of one of the
world’s most urbanised peoples. We have also
been told that it is a want of art, or at least
craft, which has derogated from the power of
much of our prose. These charges weigh less
heavily than they once did, not least because
of the recent writings of Patrick White, what-
ever valuation one places upon them.

And yet it is principally in relation to de-
mands of this sort that one assesses the work
of Peter Cowan: for here in his stories is mun-
dane Australia (especially Perth and Western
Australia) with its ordinary people and quo-
tidian doings shaped into tidy, spare narratives.
The locales are recognisable, even at times
evocative; the people credible if not always
comprehensible; the stories equally credible if
at times violent. Peter Cowan’s world exists.

It is a curiously joyless world; and in con-
sidering why this is so one perhaps finds a
method of determining why, despite all that
there is to be grateful for in his fiction, it
remains strangely and persistently unsatisfying.
The plain monotone of Mr Cowan’s under-
stated prose often fits very well the characters
and actions of his stories, and it is clearly
intended to accord with what the author per-
ceives as the dullpess, monotony, and even
the despair of their lives. Peter Cowan thinks
well of Nature and the unspoilt beauty of the
bush, he admires the natural impulse and the
youthful, unforced response; by contrast he
hates cities, the spoliation wrought by *devel-
opers’, and the artificial, compromised life of
the adult. On this simple opposition nearly all
of his stories and novels are structured; and
the end of all, or at least the burden of all,
is that we are all finally defeated.

A message of this kind—and occasionally
the tone of the preacher is so evident in Mr
Cowan’s work that the language of evangelism
is all too apt—needs to be conveyed with
power if it is to dent the traditional Australian
optimism, and needs to draw out of common
events their essential tragedy. Mr Cowan, in
my judgment, rarely manages this, and the
reason—or one of the reasons—is that he too
rarely quickens our sympathies. To see a great
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sorrow, there must be joyfulness nearby, or at
least remembered; to feel tragedy, we must be
convinced of waste or grief. But Mr Cowan,
for all his careful craftsmanship, cannot engage
us to suffer or weep.

On the dust-cover of The Empty Street the
publishers have reproduced Robert Dickerson’s
painting, ‘Boy in a Street’; and the association
of story and picture holds good for most of
Peter Cowan’s work: the true analogy to his
tales is the painting of Drysdale, Dickerson,
and the other delineators of a dry and sombre
land. Somehow, though, the stories lack the
force of the paintings, and seem contrived in
comparison. To use the word ‘contrived’ is
again to make what seems to be a necessarily
limiting judgment about Peter Cowan’s writ-
ings.

Reading his short stories, in particular, one
is conscious that he is working in the spare
modern style, and reminded of figures like
Hemingway behind him. The sentences are
usually short, declarative, uncomplicated; the
descriptions are bare, orderly, functional. Much
skill goes into writing of this sort, and to be
fair one must say that Mr Cowan has done
well to follow these masters. But there is about
his prose a deadness (on the one hand) and
a novelettish quality (on the other) which often
betray him.

In the stories of Hemingway, even the in-
ferior ones, we are aware that the apparently
simple prose is in fact a very sophisticated
instrument capable of a wide range of effects:
of his style one might say, with Mies van der
Rohe, ‘Less is more’. This is especially true
when Hemingway is evoking the feel, sound
and smell of objects—the cold trout streams
up in Michigan, the poplars in Lombardy, the
fogged-up windows of the bistros—and gratify-
ing our senses. The firm, straightforward sen-
tences give order to a series of sensations.

In Peter Cowan’s stories there is no such
variety. True, in the dry, level landscapes in
which many of them are set, it is doubtless
authentic that heat, dust, haze, shadow and
extreme light are our dominant impressions,
but his evocation of these settings is not as
effective as (for instance) Randolph Stow’s.
The shrieking cockatoos of The Bystander re-
main in the memory; not so the birds of ‘The
House’ (the first story in The Empty Street).
The life of his characters, Mr Cowan often
suggests, is only an existence, a dull following
of routine; they are, in truth, dead. This dead-
ness is all too prevalent, for it extends to the
prose in which the stories are narrated.

And yet at times Mr Cowan attempts a
larger flight, a deeper analysis of the motives
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and feelings of his people or of the meaning
of our modern life. With respect, I have to
say that these excursions often remind one of
the novelette. Consider this passage from Seed:

Valerie was aware, as she had been at times
before, of the fear she felt Marlene had of
her own nature, as if she saw herself driven
and destroyed by what she desired and could
not compromise. For Valerie it was no more
than a glimpse into a complexity she did not
wholly understand and was glad to feel
absent from her own make-up. Almost she
might have disbelieved the girl’s statement
of need, dismissing it as some dramatisation,
it seemed so far from her own experience.
But the intensity of Marlene’s feeling, the
strange agony that she had seen possess her,
the sense of fear, ali of which could some-
times force her to complete rejection of con-
sequence, were real enough, though she did
not understand them. (p.255)

Reading this, an analysis of one schoolgirl’s
reactions to another, one feels the women’s
magazine not far away.

When Mr Cowan mounts his hobby horse—
the spoliation of our natural environment by
the ugly mass of cities and city-dwellers—the
prose is even more self-conscious, so that one
finds oneself (after encountering these ideas
more than once) saying, ‘Ah, here comes the
Lewis Mumford-Rachel Carson bit’. This is
doubtless unfair, but it records the extent to
which the author has not worked his ideas into
the fabric of his narratives or attributed them
convincingly to his characters.

This last criticism has a wider application,
because it explains why the author often un-
wittingly undercuts his carefully contrived real-
ism. The range of characters in Peter Cowan’s
stories and novels is not large—indeed, his
range is in all respects narrow, so that over
many years his work remains remarkably un-
varied—and then tend to exist as recurrent
types. In each tale there is usually one con-
sctousness which is closest to the author’s, un-
derstandably enough, but it often happens that
the thoughts and expressions attributed to this
character are implausible. We know them to be
characteristic of Mr Cowan; they are hardly
credible as typical of the figures in the stories.

The chief index to this disparity between a
character and his putative thoughts and feel-
ings is the way he or she talks. Mr Cowan’s
sense of language is not strong, and so he
has, for instance, a habit of intruding into a
passage of flat but credible dialogue a word or
phrase which strikes one as highly unlikely for
the character speaking it. In ‘Film’, a woman
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who otherwise uses expressions like ‘quite a
nice room’, ‘a special night’, ‘the magic wears
off’, says of herself at the films that she Is
‘iving vicariously’. In ‘Party’ a young farmer
who has studied accountancy but never reads
books says he is ‘just literate’. In Seed, a
schoolboy, Nigel, is put in possession of an im-
plausible range of sensations and the vocabu-
lary to express them, at Jeast to himself.

I said above that Peter Cowan's characters
and stories are credible. This is true of the
stories despite their recurrent violence; the
author does in fact convey to us the sense
that the end result of suburban tidiness and
urban industry may be madness, murder and
destruction. The quota of violent action is high,
and yet believable. Of the characters it might
be more accurate to say they are ‘recognisable’
than ‘credible’, for we hardly know any of
them deeply.

Insofar as we do know them, assent is poss-
ible to much of what is said of the dreariness
and peintlessness of their lives. But many of
Mr Cowan's attitudes—his automatic criticism
of suburbia, films, city life—strike me as rather
voulu; like his outcry against the developers,
one feels he first got it from a book, that he
is merely repeating modish views.

If this is so, he is not working with the thew
and sinew of Australian life but with the pre-
conceptions and misunderstandings of the ‘in-
tellectuals’. In this respect he does remind one
of Patrick White. Peter Cowan is a gentler soul
than White; his picture of Perth in Seed is
several degrees less sharp than the savage de-
piction of Sarsaparilla. But the essential incom-
prehension is similar, so that one has to say of
both novelists that they do not really know the
people they write of.

In the end, then, I believe one values Peter
Cowan for what he attempts rather than what
he succeeds in. He tries, without mystification
or pomp, to understand and render the quo-
tidian life of mid-century Australia; to recreate
in fiction the lives of his countrymen honestly
and accurately; to image forth the look of the
land, the water, the birds, the animals, the
people. If it is a dull, monotonous rendering
this is at least partly because in his vision of
Australia these are the authentic gualities of
our life: we have deserted the land with its
natural rhythms, its peace, and its wild life,
and immured ourselves in ugly cities. The price
we pay (he seems to suggest) is a withering
of the spirit.

But it is also partly, I am sure, because of
the incompleteness of his vision and of his
equipment to render it. The savour, vigour and
genuine happiness of our life he does not ade-
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quately convey, so that his characters are often
stiff, self-conscious, bookish and sombre where
they should be relaxed, good-humoured and
contented. Whether the absence from Mr
Cowans fictions of gaiety, optimism and
humour is the result of temperament or doc-
trine one cannot know; but it deprives them of
impact and veracity. We recognise but do not
inhabit his joyless world.

Wordsworth and the Artist’s Vision: An Essay
in Interpretation. Alec King, The Athlone
Press, the University of London, 1966. Pp. 181.

Professor King’s book, Wordsworth and the
Artist's Vision, 1s both novel and interesting.
Much of both the novelty and the interest lies
in Professor King’s attitude which is neither
that of the philosophic historian nor strictly
that of the literary critic. What he offers in-
stead Is a series of insights set against a back-
ground of artistic experience and religious tra-
dition.

The central insight is into the nature of
Wordsworth’s vision (and “vision” here has an
entirely proper ambiguity). There has been
some interest lately in the sort of abnormal
consciousness that Blake seems to describe,
and there have even been experiments in de-
liberate derangement, such as Aldous Huxley’s
with mescaline, but as Northrop Frye dryly
remarks, this is not precisely what Blake meant
by “cleansing the doors of perception”. Pro-
{essor King opens a much more suggestive and
important line by making clear the similarity
between Wordsworth’s description of the vision
(and its consequences) and descriptions of ar-
tistic vision by a number of major painters.
For both this vision arises out of the inter-
action of the outer world and the inner life.
“The so-called distortions of the painter’s art
are the sign that he is not describing nature
but an active relationship in which the union
of the personal and the objective is rhythmic-
ally delighted in”. True sight, in fact, is also
insight,

This comparison, of course, puts the Vision
firmly where Wordsworth himself placed it, in
the physical and mental act of seeing. Here
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Professor King quotes Matisse, “to see is itself
a creative operation, requiring an effort”. At
the same time this act by which the forms of
the outward world enrich the inner life is, for
both Wordsworth and the artists, the act of
discovering the life of the world and the divine
which is in it (Professor King rightly remarks
that in this context “God” is not the poetically
appropriate word).

From this the book moves to deal, in suc-
cessive chapters, with Wordsworth’s descrip-
tions of the life of the world and the mind,
with moral being, and with childhood and the
state of grace. The exposition itself is not radic-
ally new but the understanding which Pro-
fessor King draws from his experience of
visual art and from his sensitivity to the im-
plications of religious feeling make his account
very real and illuminating. He then goes on
to relate Wordsworth’s simple style to his
feeling for ‘things’ and makes an interesting
comparison between his style and the sculp-
tural style of Henry Moore. Oddly, he does
not here treat the style Wordsworth uses for
his more visionary landscapes, and earlier re-
marks that the apocalyptic vision on the Simp-
lon Pass is “‘consciously in the style of ‘The
Sublime School’ 7, though the chapter in which
this occurs brings out very powerfully the
apocalyptic quality of the Vision itself.

A further chapter relates Wordsworth’s style
to his sensitiveness to the inner life of feeling
and a final chapter, relating Wordsworth to the
changes that came before and after him in
scientific and religious thought, argues strongly
for his relevance to our own day.

The book is easily and gracefully written,
but its greatest virtue is its focus. It brings
out in Wordsworth’s poetry those things which
the poet himself placed at the centre, and its
understanding of the poet is never eccentric.
It is infinitely more successful in its attempt to
show Wordsworth as relevant today than were,
for instance, the attempts of the American
latter-day transcendentalists to revive the
Wordsworth of 1805 and after as a pro-
fessional philosopher. It clarifies Wordsworth
without distorting him and among its other
virtues, it should be a most useful book with
undergraduates, because it grounds his mean-
ing in experience. At the same time, it is per-
haps a compliment rather than a complaint
that Professor King’s comparatively short
study makes one want to go behind it and
beyond it. One thing one notices is that the
artists quoted here, and there are many of
them, range in time only from Delacroix to
Matisse and Chagall, and that the theologian
named is the Bishop of Woolwich (who can
presumably be taken as embracing the radical
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theological developments of the last hundred
years). One wonders how much we are deal-
ing with a single tradition near the beginning
of which Wordsworth stands, and what exactly
is the direction of the relationship between
belief and artistic experience. Did earlier ar-
tists and poets (and perhaps mystics) have
experiences of just this kind? The interesting
pages in Professor King’s final chapter in
which he brings out the essential scientific, and
perhaps theological, modernity of Words-
worth's concept of human and natural being
seem to beg this question.

It is also perhaps not part of Professor
King’s brief to mention any of the changes
which Wordsworth’s ideas underwent towards
the end of his golden decade, or of the prob-
lems that this can cause in a reading of his
work. This hardly matters in The Prelude
where the hints of change in some of the later
books are half-hearted and Wordsworth re-
turns in the end to “a world with light and

life informed/Actual, divine and true,” but it
does trouble one in Professor King’s otherwise
fine reading of the Immortality Ode. Whether
or not that poem can fairly be carped at, as
it sometimes is, for muddled thought, yet the
discrepancies between the statements and the
beginning and end are part of a personal
drama, caught in the contrast between the
poem’s two flowers, the pansy telling of lost
glory and that flower which brings the
thoughts that, with magnificent ambiguity, “lie
too deep for tears”. Taking the poem’s con-
solatory phrases at their face value can here
mean missing some of the tragic complexities
of feeling that found their way into the poem
as hesitations of rhythm or ambiguities of
phrase. But this is, of course, away from the
book’s main theme. Its length and depth of
treatment are fully satisfying for its purposes,
though one can hope that these cavills will
move Professor King to write further.

H. W. PIPER.

Mary.

DAME MARY GILMORE LETTERS

Professor T. Inglis Moore is preparing a selection of letters of Dame
Mary Gilmore, and will be glad if readers who hold letters from
Dame Mary would kindly forward the letters or copies of them to
him, at Department of English, Australian National University, Box
4, P.O., Canberra, A.C.T. Copies will be made of selected letters and
the originals returned as soon as practicable by registered mail. In
some cases the correspondents may wish to give any necessary ex-
planations of matters in the letters. Any information will also be
welcomed as to the whereabouts of any letters written by Dame
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Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and agourd:
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