






















































































































































































each represented by a greater number of
poems. Judith Wright deservedly has four, but
A. D. Hope and R. D. FitzGerald have only
one each, while Douglas Stewart’s two hardly
do justice to certain important aspects of his
verse. However, it is good to see comparative
newcomers like Gwen Harwood and Bruce
Dawe included, although the latter’s “Prayer
for Those in Coma”, while a good piece of
reflective writing, does not give the true flavour
of his work as a whole. It would no doubt
be impossible to achieve this for any poet
in an anthology covering such vast territory
as this one does, without making a much more
bulky book.

In his Introduction, the editor points out
that “in the culture of every nation, two ele-
ments can be clearly distinguished, the indig-
enous (or regional) and the cosmopolitan™. It
is clear from this book that his own bias is
towards the cosmopolitan. Except for some
examples from the newly emerged nations,
there is little poetry showing truly indigenous
influences. As far as the older Dominions are
concerned he sees four broad phases in the
development of their poetic traditions: —

1. The initial stage, dominated by a sense
of exile, with its concomitant moods of
nostalgia and melancholy;

2. The gradual recognition of the new coun-
try, marked by an increasing attention to
its landscape and prominent characteris-
tics;

3. The growth of a national outlook, often
aggressively self-conscious and insistent
upon exploitation of local colour and
the use of stock symbols of a superficial
nature;

4. Finally, the emergence of an indigenous
tradition capable of assimilating what
was still imported.

“Not until the fourth stage was reached,” he
explains, “was it possible to abandon the
colonial outlook altogether.” The poets repre-
senting the three older Dominions—Canada,
Australia, New Zealand—have all reached this
fourth stage, and it may be assumed that the
poetic tradition behind the contemporary poets
listed under “British Isles” did not have to go
through these four phases—at least, not in
comparatively recent times.

The poets of the new African States are
closer to their indigenous backgrounds or, as
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Mr Sergeant puts it, “are to a large extent
dependent upon their own oral and folk tra-
ditions, whatever language they choose for the
purpose”, so we do find here something less
than cosmopolitanism. Much of their poetry
reflects their new political awareness and is
expressed in “the traditional rhythms and lan-
guage of the African drums”. Were it not for
these and if the poems had not been grouped
under “national” headings, the reader could
often be pardoned for wondering about their
source. Where, for instance, would you imagine
the following belonged?

I lost the scroll of instructions you gave

To guide me to the door of your home;

I sat in distress on life’s crossroads

And asked the wayfarers and the caravans

To show me the way to my destination.

Some said the way was long and tortuous,

You had said it is short and delectable;

Others opined it was narrow, winding and
uphill,

They shouted it is the dream of bigoted
fanatics—

You said it is the ultimate reality

In a world that is worth but a moment.

Then you came and handed me a chart.

I found I was sitting at the very gate,

Not knowing I had reached your doorstep.

Words like “wayfarers™ and “caravans” could
perhaps be claimed as having an indigenous
significance, but they could equally as well be
taken as figures of speech. Actually, this is the
first poem in the “Pakistan”™ section, and in-
deed, as we read we are constantly aware of
what is happening in Commonwealth poetry
today. The poets, using a common language
and deriving to a greater or lesser degree from
common literary sources, are producing a
common poetry. Whether this is a good thing
or a bad thing could be a fruitful source of
argument, and I do not propose to pursue it
here.

The impression one gets from this collec-
tion of poems—all of them of undoubtedly
high standard and chosen with the greatest of
care—is that the conventions of modern poetry
have invaded all countries where English is
spoken, irrespective of their historical or de-
velopmental backgrounds. The editor’'s own
preferences seem to have excluded the pure
lyric, just as, with rare exceptions like “The
Lament of the Banana Man” by Evan Jones
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of the West Indies, it excludes anything with
the quality of folk poetry. The long-distance
value of this book is that it may lead those
interested to take a closer look at the entire
poetic output of some of these countries. And
such a closer look could perhaps discover that
there are poets elsewhere like our own Judith
Wright who can, by some subtle alchemy,
transmute the indigenous into the cosmopolitan
and yet retain something of the original
flavour. The immediate value of Common-
wealth Poems of Today is that it opens, al-
though in most cases only to a slight degree,
several doors hitherto closed to most of us.
It certainly does draw our attention to what
the editor describes as the cultural upheaval
that has taken place in many of the new Afri-
can States. As he puts it, “Quite suddenly, it
seems, and almost without warning, we have
been confronted by writers of the stature of
Chinua Achebe, Ezekiel Mphahlele, Christo-
pher Okigbo, Abioseh Nicol, David Rubadiri,
Wole Soyinka, Kwesi Brew, Cyprian Ekwensi,
Gabriel Okara, and George Awoonor-Williams,
to name but a few of the poets, playwrights
and novelists whose work has been brought to
our attention during the last few years”.

This is exciting, but what concerns me more
is the nature of the poetry which Mr Sergeant
has chosen and which sets its pattern on the
selection as a whole. This is perhaps unwit-
tingly summed up in a clever satirical poem
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by Edwin Brock of the British Isles, “Five
Ways to Kill a Man”. The first four, the re-
quirements of each briefly etched in with his-
torical details, are in chronological order: by
crucifixion, by piercing with a lance, by gas
warfare, and by bombs dropped from an aero-
plane. The poem concludes:—

These are, as I began, cumbersome ways

to kill a man. Simpler, direct, and much
more neat

Is to see that he is living somewhere in the
middle

of the twentieth century, and leave him there.

That, the cynic may say, is exactly where
this anthology leaves us. He may, with some
justification, feel that poetry has become stan-
dardized and has lost contact with the source
of wvitality which in the past came from the
indigenous rather than the cosmopolitan. More
rationally, however, we could say that this
book brings together for the first time two
new concepts: the one a Commonwealth of
Nations irrespective of colour or race, the
other the poetic output of these people speak-
ing not only one language but with almost
one mind. However you look at it, it does
contain a wealth of good things and is cer-
tainly a collection that is worth serious study.
At a different level, it could also prove a
companionable book for many years to come.
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D. E. Hutchison

THE CANNING STOCK ROUTE

Eleanor Smith, The Beckoning West: The story
of H. S. Trotman and the Canning Stock
Route, Angus & Robertson, Sydney, 1966,
$3.75.

H. S. Trotman, deputy of the great surveyor,
A. W. Canning, died soon after Mrs Smith’s
account of his reminiscences was published.
We are fortunate then that she met him when
she did, because the result of their collabora-
tion is one of the more interesting of a num-
ber of recently published reminiscences about
the pioneering days of this State. This under-
lines the need to record the reminiscences of
survivors of this period before it is too late.
Others might well take Mrs Smith’s book as a
model. She has recorded Trotman’s words skil-
fully, writing her book so that he appears to
tell his own story, laconically but fluently.

I could not review this book disinterestedly,
because twice in the last few years I have had
the good fortune to visit the lower end of the
Canning Stock Route, which Trotman helped
to survey. Having, to my surprise, succumbed
to the fascination of the desert landscape on
the first trip, I was interested to observe its
effect on a party of seventeen-year-old youths
that I accompanied on my second visit. Trot-
man told of the privations of his expeditions
but could still say, quoting a native, that he
was ‘“heartcrying alonga that country”. One
youth in our party confided, after a day spent
exploring a beautiful sandstone ridge that abuts
the edge of the Stock Route near Mt Davis,
that “he was not happy to be in that country,
but was beginning not to be happy to be
leaving it™.

I hope that Mrs Smith’s book will reawaken
interest in Canning because he deserves to be
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known as one who led a number of epic sur-
veying expeditions. It was not his fault that
his two major achievements, the surveys for
the Rabbit Proof Fence and the Stock Route,
were not crowned by the success of these un-
dertakings. The Rabbit Proof Fence turned out
to be something of a ‘folly’; the need for the
Stock Route was soon surpassed by the open-
ing of northern ports.

There should be no conflict of interests if
the Stock Route were declared a National
Park. A completely surveyed and pegged strip
following one of the major feats of explora-
tion, would be a unique kind of National Park.
It stretches about 900 miles, from Wiluna to
Hall’s Creek, cutting across a major desert but
including isolated areas of considerable beauty.
It is doubtful if anyone would ever wish to run
cattle between about No 10 Well and Hall's
Creek, and there do not appear to be any
major mineral deposits, If there were any
minerals their extraction need not seriously
interfere with conservation. Although it would
not be a normal ‘tourist attraction’—except at
the Wiluna end—it is surprising how frequently
small parties of naturalists or Museum parties
work in the area.

At No 9 Well (using Canning’s original
numbering) there are the remains of the fort
that the Forrest brothers built in 1874 when
attacked by natives. This ought to be preserved.
Near it is a ring of stones of aboriginal origin.
It is possible that the small party of white
men blundered into an important corroboree.
The small stone fort that they built may have
protected them by appearing more ‘powerful’
than the smaller aboriginal stone circle. It is
a moving experience to stand on the rise over-
looking Weld Springs, site of the well. From
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this ridge the natives attacked, and one can
imagine the shock that they must have suffered
when men, riding horses and appearing there-
fore like strange half-human beasts, blundered
amongst them. The Forrest Fort should be
preserved, even if the only danger to it at the
moment is blundering cattle.

Not far to the north east, in the terracotta
sandhills, Gibson perished and Giles barely
survived. The Stock Route could serve as a
memorial to the explorations of Giles and of
the Forrests as well as of Canning. It is not
inappropriate that only the Forrests’ expedi-
tion could be considered to have fulfilled all
expectations. So many of the major explora-
tions in Australia began as great visions and
ended in disappointment or tragedy. 1 believe
that this may have worked into the national
mystique, contributing to the growth of that
element of the Australian temperament appear-
ing as a refusal to take anything very seriously
for fear that hopes prove hollow. At its worst
this appears as philistinism or apathy, but it
can have its positive side, giving a sardonic
edge to intelligence, helping to avoid extrava-
gance of enthusiasm.

Although The Beckoning West is Trotman’s
story, it is clear that Canning is the real hero.
Trotman does not conceal that the expedition
parties did not run smoothly when Canning
was absent. He was obviously a natural leader,
gifted and stoic. During the Rabbit Proof
Fence survey the camels ate poison and a
number died. To obtain more camels, Canning
set out to ride to Wallal on the coast. Two
camels died, so he continued on foot and then
walked back to his party when he had sent
his messages to Perth. He had walked 210
miles in 5 days, alone, through unmapped,
arid land. How many of our children, steeped
in the Hollywood and television legends of
the American West know anything of the epic
feats of their own State? Mrs Smith’s book
could help to overcome this ignorance of one
at least of the great—even heroic—figures of
the past century. The laconic quality of Trot-
man’s narration shows up, rather than dimin-
ishes the quality of Canning’s exploits.

If the book is re-issued, as is likely, there
are two things that might be amended. Mrs
Smith’s Appendix 1V numbers all the Stock
Route Watering Places from Wiluna. This
appears to be a later system of numbering
than that originally used by Canning. The
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original numbers survive on some wells (e.g.
the sign-post to the No 5), on some maps and
in local usage. In the area Pierre Springs is
still known as No 6 (not No 9) and Weld
Spring is known as No 9. Perhaps the alter-
native numbers could be shown as well. Also
Trotman refers to the magnificent desert oak
(casuarina decaisneana). He believed that the
handsome casuarina overhanging the steps of
the University Sunken Garden was a desert
oak. Fine as it is, it happens to be another
species from the Pacific Islands.

F. W. CHESHIRE

THE LANDSCAPE OF
AUSTRALIAN POETRY

Brian Elliott

The landscape of Australia posed
immense problems to the colonial
poets striving to create a poetic
tradition in what was, to them, a
strange new cnvironment.

The author of this new book, who is
Reader in Australian Literature at
the University of Adelaide, examines
in detail Australian poetry and
discovers that even modern poets have
been affected by their environment.

$7.50 from all good bookshops

F. W. CHESHIRE

Melbourne Canberra Sydney
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John Barnes

AUSTRALIAN BOOKS IN PRINT
FILLING SOME GAPS

In the past ten years or so, there has been a
remarkable increase in the number of Aus-
tralian books reprinted, including some that
now have very little interest—if any—for the
common reader. The long-established publish-
ing firm of Angus and Robertson, which must
hold the copyright of more Australian authors
than any other publisher, has been particu-
larly active, and has not confined its efforts
to reprinting its own authors. Among the
reprints in recent years have been novels by
Christina Stead and Miles Franklin, and stories
by Barbara Baynton, all originally published
abroad. It is a welcome development, and a
cheering reflection of the changes that have
been occurring in Australian publishing.

Christina Stead’s novels have been very diffi-
cult to obtain, even in university libraries; but,
as R. G. Geering remarks, in his fine introduc-
tion to Seven Poor Men of Sydney, there is
“no other contemporary writer of ours who
deserves to be more widely read”. Seven Poor
Men of Sydney was first published in 1934,
and when reprinted in this edition in 1965, it
was the first of Christina Stead’s novels ever
to be published in Australia. (Since its appear-
ance, Sun Books has published The Salzburg
Tales, and Angus and Robertson For Love
Alone.) Mr Geering rightly stresses her in-
dividuality of style, reminding us how strongly
she differs from the conventionally realistic
fiction that we have taken as characteristic of
Australia in the thirties. Why, then, has a
writer with qualities hitherto rare in Australian
fiction been so little read and known in Aus-
tralia?

I haven’t seen any of the Australian reviews
of the first edition of Seven Poor Men of
Sydney, but I note that those literary historians
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who have noticed her work have praised her
highly. H. M. Green thought her “among the
leading Australian novelists of the day”, and
found “‘affinities with genius”. Colin Roderick
called her “the most gifted of living Australian
novelists” (in 1950), and Cecil Hadgraft saw
her as “one of the few novelists from this
country with a style”. These are tributes from
specialists who have had the chance to read her
published oeuwvre. Walter Stone, long an ad-
mirer of her work, devoted an issue of
Southerly to her in 1962, but apart from that
there has been little discussion of her, as one
can see by consulting the Pelican volume, The
Literature of Australia. Whatever the reviewers
may have said at the time, she was not ac-
cepted as part of the Australian literary scene
and did not become a presence in the lives
and work of Australian writers as much less
original local writers did. She was neglected,
and the significance of her work—pioneering
work, as it now seems—went unrecognized.
One reason for this was probably that she
lived abroad; but there must have been other
reasons. If Miles Franklin’s comments in
Laughter, Not for a Cage are in any way
representative of local reaction, it would seem
that her work was resisted. Miles Franklin
wrote disparagingly in her lectures on the
Australian novel:

Then, too, like a very big toad into our
backyard puddle plumped Christina Stead’s
Seven Poor Men of Svydney, or Seven Poor
Men of Bloomsbury, as the wags insisted,
because of Sydney being presented in terms
of the Bloomsbury coteries, then in full cry.
The word genius was lavished on this writer.
Her work had Teutonic massivity, often
graded highly as intellectual weightiness.
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The sneer at Bloomsbury is expressive of the
provincial hostility towards experiment in
writing that the nationalistic local writers seem
to have felt at that time.

Looking at the fiction of the ’thirties from
the perspective of the present, one can now see
that some important beginnings were made. It
seems to me that the novels of Christina Stead
(Seven Poor Men of Sydney, 1934), Kenneth
Mackenzie (The Young Desire It, 1937), and
Patrick White (Happy Valley, 1939) are the
real foundations of the modern novel in Aus-
tralia. There may be other novelists (like
Chester Cobb, an early adherent of the stream
of consciousness technique) who ought to be
mentioned here, whose work I have not yet
read. At least, one can say of the three I have
named that they were responsive to twentieth
century developments in the novel—especially
the work of Lawrence and Joyce—in a way
that was not common in Australian fiction.
Their work parallels, to some extent, the be-
ginnings of modern poetry in Australia with
Slessor and FitzGerald.

The neglect of a writer like Christina Stead
is, unfortunately, not as rare in Australia as
one would hope. There is the history of
Furphy’s Such is Life, and the lack of interest
in Henry Handel Richardson until the final
volume of her trilogy received glowing notices
in London in 1929. Even such a well-read and
perceptive critic as Nettie Palmer, who became
Henry Handel Richardson’s leading interpreter
in Australia, did not appear to know of her as
late as 1924, when she published a survey en-
titled Modern Australian Literature. The lack
of authoritative literary criticism in the past
may be part of the explanation for such
neglect; but I wonder how often it is a result
of the lack of disinterested concern for litera-
ture among local writers?

Miles Franklin’s My Brilliant Career is now
largely of historical interest. In 1901 A. G.
Stephens hailed it as *“the very first Australian
novel to be published”; that is, the first that
was wholly indigenous in outlook and idiom.
Its success may well have contributed to Miles
Franklin’s failure to develop as a writer. It
has been out of print since she “firmly with-
drew it because the stupid literalness with
which it was taken to be her own autobiog-
raphy startled and disillusioned then con-
strained her”, as she said in Laughter, Not for
a Cage. How disturbed she was by this reaction
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is apparent from the sequel, My Career Goes
Bung, not published until many years after-
wards, and from her re-working of her own
experience as a young authoress in Cockatoos,
one of the “Brent of Bin Bin™ series. An un-
stated reason for the suppression of the book
may have been Havelock Ellis’s use of the epi-
sode where the heroine lashes her handsome
admirer with a stockwhip when he tries to
kiss her. Ellis quoted it in The Psychology of
Sex when discussing the relationship between
love and pain.

The recent reprint gives no details of the
book’s history, except for the statement that
it was banned from republication by Miles
Franklin herself until ten years after her death.
An unprepared reader is likely to wonder what
all the fuss was about. Tts naive and passionate
nationalism and feminism, once so fresh and
new, now seem dated, and the main interest
lies in the psychology of the complex and frus-
trated girl, who revealed herself perhaps more
fully than she knew in her attempt at a fic-
tional autobiography. Miles Franklin is one of
those writers more interesting for their per-
sonality than for their performance, and should
this novel ever be republished, I hope that the
publishers will see that it is properly intro-
duced.

The publishers have included a photograph
of Miles Franklin on the jacket of My Brilliant
Career: 1 wish that they had done the same
for Barbara Baynton, whose Bush Studies have
been attractively republished, together with a
memoir by her grandson, H. B. Gullett, and a
critical study by A. A. Phillips. Mr Gullett’s
memoir is lively and often amusing, and is
able to suggest to the reader the robust person-
ality behind the stories. It makes one hope that
he or someone with an equally agreeable style
will attempt a full biography of Barbara Bayn-
ton, whose life would make a good novel—of
a kind very different from her own fiction!

Barbara Baynton's stories, scrupulously real-
istic in their surface details, are not so much
studies of bush life (which the title would
suggest) as exercises in farce and melodrama.
What gives them their permanent interest is
the intensity of the perceptions that are ex-
pressed through the fictional modes. Barbara
Baynton’s output was small, but these stories
show a remarkable degree of craftsmanship.
Whether farcical or macabre, her stories are
written in a firm, controlled style and with a

61



surprising detachment. Without having any
pretensions to be a literary critic, Mr Gullett
throws out some good tips for the reader who
wishes to understand her better. He tells us
that her father liked Dickens, Tolstoy, Dostoev-
sky, Turgenev, and, most significantly, Edgar
Allan Poe; and later remarks of Barbara Bayn-
ton herself:

Her powers of observation were her own,
but sharpened by Dickens. Like the Russians
she was never absorbed with trivia; the major
passions, and only they, engrossed her. She
never baulked at horror and, as de Maupass-
ant did, she knew how to use suspense. She
shows, too, the faults of her sources. . . .

She enjoys horror and suspense, but never
indulges herself in her actual writing: it is her
cool, plain style that gives her stories of bush
horrors such power, such a feeling of night-
mare. Although she presents savage details that
another writer might have preferred to avoid,
she is never crudely sensational. Mr Phillips
provides an interesting commentary on the
stories, but it is a pity that what we have here
is the text of a lecture that has been repro-
duced elsewhere, and was written before Mr
Gullett’s memoir. Mr Phillips, rather oddly,
finishes his commentary with some speculation
about “a sense of spiritual darkness emanating
from the land itself”, which finds expression in
Barbara Baynton’s stories. A consideration of
her literary sources would, I think, be more to
the point.

Louis Stone’s Jonah is another Angus and
Robertson reprint of the past few years, first
as a hardback, and more recently in the new
paperback series, Pacific Books. It is a good
choice for a series designed for a mass market
—among other titles is T. A. G. Hungerford’s
The Ridge and the River, perhaps the best
Australian novel about the Second World War
—and deserves the wider circulation that
paperback publication should bring (the quality
of the book production is, however, disappoint-
ing, and this may affect its sales adversely).
Ronald McCuaig’s discursive and uncritical
introduction adds little, if anything, to the
value of the book.

These few titles that I have picked out for
comment appear to have been presented with
one eye on students of Australian literature,
who will, in time, become a factor in the book
market if the American experience is any
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guide. Looking at these titles with such students
in mind, | am struck by the inadequacy of the
editorial work, except in the case of Seven Poor
Men of Sydney. R. G. Geering knows Chris-
tina Stead’s work thoroughly, and provides a
balanced and really helpful introduction. Ron-
ald McCuaig, however, seems to regard his
function as being to write a eulogy. One could
wish that Australian publishers would learn
from the example of their American competi-
tors like Signet or Rinehart.

The editorial work has been better done, on
the whole, in the Australian Poets series, also
published by Angus and Robertson. This is an
attempt “‘to create a library of the selected
poems of leading Australian poets, past and
present”. The idea is an excellent one, and as
far as book design and printing go, it has been
well-carried out. The two most recent editions
are a selection of Hugh McCrae by Douglas
Stewart, and Christopher Brennan by Professor
A. R. Chisholm. Douglas Stewart, showing a
predictable and irritating hostility towards
McCrae’s critics, nevertheless manages to sug-
gest “paths™ to the poetry. Professor Chisholm
attempts less, but his brief introduction to
Brennan’s verse is admirable.

There is no indication from the publishers of
the poets to be added to this series in the
future. Thirteen titles are now listed; a four-
teenth, Charles Harpur, was withdrawn not
long after it appeared in 1963, and there has
been no announcement that it will be replaced.
The text of the withdrawn volume was justified
on the ground that there was a need “to pro-
vide quickly a selection for the use of stud-
ents”. If the silence of the publishers may be
taken as meaning that a fresh text is being
prepared, then no news is good news. There
is no adequate edition of Harpur's poetry—
not even a selection—though the late J. Norm-
ington Rawling wrote a detailed, rather pon-
derous biography, and Judith Wright wrote an
excellent critical study in the Australian Writers
and Their Work series. The collected poems of
Harpur will take a long time to produce: a
selection in this series would help to create a
public for the larger work when it is eventually
produced. Harpur is a poet who was unfor-
tunate in life—and, it would seem, in death
also.

Apart from Harpur, there are some other
gaps that ought to be filled soon. Kenneth
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Slessor, for some reason, has been omitted,
his poetry being available only in the com-
paratively unattractive Sirius Books series.
Kenneth Mackenzie’s poems would also be a
welcome addition. There are some difficulties
in the way of including younger poets, but the
publishers should be ready to take risks in
presenting poets of the present. None of the
poets so far included seems undeserving of a
place. Whatever one may think of the poetry

of Kendall and O’Dowd, they have historical
importance and should be known.

In making available the work of Australian
poets in this inexpensive series, and in repre-
senting important Australian books, Angus and
Robertson are doing something that is very
worthwhile, and not to be assessed in terms
of profit and loss. My general criticism of what
they are doing would be that they do not
always recognize just how worthwhile it is.

THE PATRICIA HACKETT PRIZE

The Patricia Hackett Prize for the best original creative
contribution to Westerly is awarded each year.

WESTERLY, No. 2 of 1967

63



THE
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BOOKSHOP

AT THE UNIVERSITY, NEDLANDS
WESTERN AUSTRALIA
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Supply of University Text Books
and organised for obtaining any
work of Literature published
overseas.
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