






































































































































A Progressive Look 

at The Church 

S. A. Grave 

The Catholic Church and Fredom, Denis 
Kenny, University of Queensland Press 1967, 
$4.00. 

" . . . it is the obligation of the Church arising 
from its essential mission, to be and appear 
to be the champion of freedom in every sense 
of the word." The Church referred to is the 
Catholic Church, which claims that its teaching 
is from God. Inevitably, therefore, you think 
of authority when you think of it, and reading 
the words just quoted you would be likely to 
suppose that their writer is employing some 
subjective notion of the Church or that he 
means by freedom True Freedom. (There are 
varieties of True Freedom; what they have in 
common is that none of them is what you had 
in mind when you were talking about free­
dom.) 

Father Denis Kenny's very readable book. 
The Catholic Church and Freedom does not 
make the Church conform to some private 
notion to enable it to be a champion of free­
dom, though there are a few statements whose 
wording inadvertently suggests that the Church 
has changed more than it can. Thus, for ex­
ample, on p. 8 it is said that in "recent cen­
turies the CathoUc Church has required con­
formity" with a "system of doctrines" (my 
italics). There is a description, on p. 5 of the 
attitude towards the reunion of Christians usual 
amongst Catholics before Pope John. A 
poorly-informed reader might infer that Cath­
olics no longer necessarly believe their Church 
to be uniquely the Church. (He is protected 
against this mistake by a quotation from Pope 
John on the same page.) 

There is freedom from, and freedom of, 
and freedom for. Father Kenny says (pp. 106 
ff). The first is freedom from coercion, the 
second freedom of the will ("psychological 

freedom"). The third has a real True Freedom 
look both before and after you know what 
comes after the "for". A man can be free 
for (committed to) himself, other men, God. 
Without that last commitment, he "seems to 
be condemned to a limitation, to a slavery 
which robs freedom from coercion and psy­
chological freedom of their meaning". Father 
Kenny speaks movingly of man as giving him­
self to God in response to God's giving Him­
self to man. The argument by which the 
Church is exhibited as "the champion of free­
dom" had better be set out in its own words. 
The Church is 

"the continuation of Christ and the sacra­
ment of freedom. She is the sign of the 
free gift of communication of God which 
is the freedom of our freedom. The free 
communication of God, in the Incarnation, 
is what gives meaning and purpose to our 
freedom in all its dimensions. At the same 
time the Church must be the matrix of the 
free response of men to the communication 
of God. While it is true that the free gift 
of God is the factor that gives meaning to 
our freedom, it is also true that man's 
response to this communication of God if 
not free in every way, robs the free gift of 
God, in relation to that individual, of its 
significance and meaning. . . . Because the 
Church is the sign and the sacrament of the 
free gift of God and the minister of the 
free response of men . . . she must be the 
champion and appear to be the champion 
of freedom. . . . It should be obvious that 
in this view of the Church, a rapproche­
ment with a world moulded by the tradi­
tion of democratic-Uberalism will not be a 
poUcy of expediency. The tradition of 
democratic-liberaUsm is more or less des­
perately in need of an ultimate justifica­
tion. The Church which can provide that 
ultimate justification is in need of the struc­
tures, the forms, the processes, and the 
patterns of thought which are the fruit of 
the democratic-Hberal tradition" (pp. 112-
3). 

I am not competent to elucidate this argu­
ment and shall therefore restrict myself to a 
remark about Father Kenny's opinions that 
freedom from coercion seems to need relation 
to God in order to have meaning, and that 
liberal democracy could do with a theological 
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justification. Does anyone really want freedom 
from coercion vindicated? Well, if he does 
this will do: Nobody wants to be shoved 
around. And it will do as a short justification 
of Uberal democracy also. (I have been less 
than fair: saying, as Father Kenny does, that 
freedom from coercion and free will are with­
out meaning without God is much the same as 
saying that Ufe is meaningless without God.) 

Father Kenny sees the historical reasons why 
there has been less freedom in the Church than 
might have been over the last few hundred 
years. What he doesn't seem to see is the 
reason why there is always likely to be less 
freedom than there might be. He has two 
unexpected popes (Pius XI and Pius XII) en­
dorsing the principle: "as much freedom as 
possible, as few restrictions as are necessary" 
in all forms of government, including that of 
the Church (p. 129). But of course the diffi­
culty comes when it has to be decided what is 
necessary and what isn't. And that the Church 
should be cautious is not surprising, consider­
ing how momentous it takes its responsibility 
to he. For the Church believes that it is God's 
agent to bring men to everlasting happiness 
and that it has from God a teaching related to 
this end. The recent expansion of freedom, 
therefore, as shown, for instance, in the decree 
on religious Uberty, the new autonomy of bib­
lical studies, the development of philosophical 
pluralism, is remarkable. 

I have been talking mainly about the second 
essay in Father Kenny's book. Besides this 
essay, there is one on marriage and one on the 
second Vatican Council. The essay on the 
Council presents, as Father Kenny says, a "cari­
cature" of the pre-conciliar Church. (The cari­
cature is to show the direction renewal should 
take, and the good-Will is obvious.) I shall 
select for comment one remark that is interest­
ing for several reasons. 

"The liturgical forms of the New Testament 
are wonderfully simple and spontaneous. 
It is often very difficult to reconcile many 
of the liturgical forms of the Cathohc 
Church with this primitive simpUcity. Even 
more difficult to reconcile is the prolifera­
tion of private devotions and pious prac­
tices which many Catholics regard ahnost 
as the touchstone of Catholicity and there­
fore of authentic Christianity" (p. 23). 

It is not said which parts of the essay are 
caricature but some parts are this manifestly; 
for example, the last sentence in the passage 
just quoted. The comparison of CathoUc Utur-
gical forms with those in the New Testament 
is puzzUng because one would not have thought 
that there were any there, not at any rate 
sufficiently developed to allow comparison. It 
might then be supposed that this queer com­
parison really signifies a preference for ex­
tempore public prayer to liturgical worship, 
but a man ought not to have that preference 
attributed to him unless he avows it. 

As this passage indicates, Father Kenny 
shares the currently fashionable theological 
primitivism. (Being only a moderate progress­
ive he is only a moderate primitivist.) There 
is always something arbitrary about theological 
primitivism; not just in its principle—^"the 
earlier the better"—but in what you get when 
you apply the principle. For if you don't 
invent what you find, you at least select from 
what you find. He looked down the well of the 
centuries, George TyrreU (I think) said in re­
ference to Harnack's reconstruction of early 
Christianity, and saw the reflection of his own 
face. 

"Property is the fruit of labour. 
Property is desirable. 
It is a positive good in the world." 

Abraham Lincoln, 
25 March 1864. 

REMPTON, MORRILL & CO. 
R.E.I.W.A. 

REAL ESTATE AGENTS 

31 HAMPDEN ROAD, HOLLYWOOD 

86 4819 

who are happy to extend their best 
wishes for the continuing success of 

"Westerly". 
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A Literature of 

Loneliness 

Mary Durack 

On Native Grounds: Australian Writing from 
Meanjin Quarterly, selected by C. B. Chris-
tesen, Angus & Robertson, price $6.00. 

Introducing Meanjin's first anthology. On 
Native Grounds, the editor, C. B. Christesen, 
draws attention to the increased "social den­
sity" that, since the foundation of the quarterly 
in 1940, has so greatly enriched the humus on 
which creative talents thrive. Anyone wanting 
proof of this need search no further than the 
wide variety of offerings—critical and inter­
pretive essays, short stories and poems—in this 
volume. 

Meanjin emerged from a period when Aus-
traUa had come to feel about her traditional 
Uterature something of the embarrassment of 
a snobbish city adolescent for a homespun 
bush relative. It is natural, therefore, that so 
many Meanjin writers have been concerned 
with a reassessment of old attitudes and with 
the adjustment of focus on our historical and 
literary past. Authors such as Henry Lawson, 
Joseph Furphy and Henry Handel Richardson, 
all victims of the jibes of latter-day critics, 
have been taken from their cupboards, dusted 
down and, with a thoughtful eye to perspec­
tive, re-estabUshed in the places of honour that 
are their due. Experts called in on this in­
tricate task of restoration include A. D. Hope, 
A. A. Phillips, John Barnes and F. H. Mares, 
with the result that we have a lively and varied 
number of approaches to the problem of 
assessing the standard of literary works within 
the context of their times. 

Russell Ward, in a section that has since 
become part of his book Australian Legend, 
considers the effect on our early literature and 
social outlook of the convict reaction to this 
environment. Writing in 1956, he ascribed the 
preponderance of outback Uterature to the 

need felt for creating a tradition of our own 
—a national mystique—and is concerned lest 
Australian writers continue to be more inter­
ested in such largely fictional figures as 'the 
lone hand' and 'the noble bushman' than in 
examining the real life characters of contem­
porary society. 

Vance Pahner, one of the first writers to 
take the AustraUan landscape for granted, was 
also one of the first to point out the need for 
writers to concern themselves with the search 
and interpretation of national character. 
Quoted in this volume is his observation of 
1905 that: 

"Art is really man's interpretation of the 
inner life of his surroundings, and until 
the AustraUan writer can attune his ear to 
catch the various undertones of our nation­
al Ufe our art must be false and unendur-
ing." 

In view of these remarks it is heartening that 
as discerning a critic as A. A. PhilUps (^Meanjin 
4/1950) should consider the most important 
development of recent years in AustraUan writ­
ing to be "the progress made in the art of 
being unselfconsciously ourselves". 

No longer can it be said that AustraUan 
writers are limited to themes relating to the 
bush, the landscape, mateship and narrow 
nationaUsm. None-the-less the outback con­
tinues to loom as a psychological factor in our 
literary consciousness, its exploration seen less 
as a physical challenge than as the individual's 
search for his own soul in a pitiless void. 
H. P. Heseltine observes that "Australian 
writers have deeply located in their imagina­
tion a sense of the horror of sheer existence", 
and that our Uterary heritage is based on "a 
unique combination of glances into the pit and 
the erection of safety fences to prevent any 
falUng in". 

A. A. PhilUps argues with this point but 
agrees with Heseltine that our classic Aus­
traUan writers have produced a "literature of 
loneliness", their understanding of an isolated 
environment leading naturally enough to a 
concern for the essential loneliness of the in­
dividual. In whatever other respects modern 
Australian writers may differ from their 
literary forebears this tendency would seem to 
be as strong today as it ever was; for different 
as are the approach and style of such writers 
as Vance Palmer, Patrick White, Peter Cowan, 
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Judah Waten, E. O. Schlunke and Donald 
Stuart, all their short stories, reprinted in this 
volume, are strongly expressive of loneliness 
and some of sheer desolation. There is the 
romantic yearning of the lonely country boy in 
Palmer's Mathieson's Wife, the awful alone-
ness of the closely interlocked lives in White's 
Down at the Dump. Peter Cowan creates his 
own particular shadow world of characters 
longing for companionship but fearful of its 
snares. The meeting of down-and-out workers 
in Donald Stuart's The Riches of Travel is a 
brief interlude before their tracks diverge to 
infinity. There is the pathetically solitary 
struggle of Judah Waten's exiled Jewish mother 
and of E. O. Schlunke's Bank Manager, a 
would-be-writer trapped at every turn in a stifl-
ingly hearty country town. True, Thelma Fore-
shaw strikes a lighter note with her "adaptible" 
girl who refuses to have any lover, male or 
female, hang an "albatross" of remorse around 
her neck, but even here the underlying theme 
of loneliness is not far to find. 

Apart from Donald Stuart's story the only 
one in this volume with any hint of the old 
Bulletin tradition of mateship is John Morri­
son's account of a group of men seeking entry 
to the Waterside Workers' Federation and the 
pitiless rejection of those who have betrayed 
the Union's cause. 

Even more than the prose is the poetry here 
presented a far cry from the so-called "tradi­
tionalist" AustraUan school. One wonders 
what the writers of the '90s would have made 
of it. Little, I think, with the exception of a 
few verses of the lyric quality such as is too 
rare today. Both form and thought are far 
removed from the simple, forthright fashion of 
other days, and the satire of which our early 
writers were fond enough, has penetrated be­
yond doors that the conventions of their times 
kept firmly closed. They might have apprecia-
ated (at a private reading) the sheer ribald 
ingenuity of Douglas Stewart's anthem to four 
letter words, but it would have made little 
point before the trial of Lady Chatterley. 

The verse is generally of a high literary 
standard, mainly philosophical and with the 
prevailing mood of introspection noted in the 
prose. There is a good deal of pre-occupation 
with death, while the love poems, in which 
Australian Uterature is surprisingly rich when 
one comes to think of it, are also most fre­
quently concerned with isolation and the im-

permanence of human relationships. Judith 
Wright regrets that with the approach of dawn: 

"Pain and the dark must claim you 
And passion and the day." 

A. Vintner, envying the animals their uncom-
pUcated satisfaction, asks: 

"Why then must we 
Feel in the night's passing 
Worlds falUng?" 

R. A. Simpson laments that: 

"Tonight I know 
We cannot solve or reap 
More than ourselves, perhaps in vain: 
Our hands are exiled once again." 

In contrast to this mood A. D. Hope thun­
ders a robust hymn of hate against the de­
basement of values as exemplffied by the mass 
media of our times and prays that he might, 
hght a modern Noah, set forth in search of 
"those hills in which the heart finds ease". His 
"Conquistador" tells of the terrible fate of the 
little man wedded to the gargantuan bride of 
conformist domesticity and how after his brief 
moment of triumph on their wedding night: 

"The enormous girl rolled over and squashed 
him flat 

And, since she could not send him home 
that way 

Used him thereafter as a bedside mat." 

Political comment is confined, in this volume, 
to the influence of politics on the national 
character and hence on the writer's angle. In 
this way David Martin examines the political 
incentives and fundamental intentions of John 
Morrison, Judah Waten and Frank Hardy as 
representatives of the Melbourne Realist Writ­
ers' Group which exercised considerable in­
fluence in the '50s. He penetrates close to the 
bone of all writers in his probing of the 
anatomy of literary courage: 

"Fearlessness is symbolised in choice: fear­
less men choose knowingly and bravely; 
cowards choose cravenly. No man can re­
fuse to choose because his refusal is also 
a choice. A writer's courage does not prin­
cipally lie in the choice of a controversial 
theme. . . . The writer is truly daring who 
puts his characters before difficult choices 
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which embrace their whole being, and who 
sees the conflict through to its glorious or 
bitter end." 

The pecuUar difficulty of communist writers 
is, he observes, that "they cannot bear a con­
flict which is unresolvable. They cannot face 
that part of freedom which is chaos . . . In 
their hearts of hearts they know there is a book 
they must write and which they are not writ­
ing". 

Whether particularly true of communists or 
not, this statement is worthy of serious con­
sideration by writers in general. It represents 
the quality of thought in this collection that 
has already influenced the direction of our 
literary development. 

The agonising question that haunts all 
serious writers from time to time is whether 
their efforts after all gain a hearing of any 
consequence in a community seemingly pre­
occupied with the stock exchange and the 

sporting news. They might take heart from 
the fact that most items in this anthology have 
been so often quoted and used in other collec­
tions as to be no longer novel—that in fact so 
much of their content has, consciously or 
otherwise, already been absorbed. This should 
be evidence enough that thoughtful writing is 
not wasted on the desert air. It is evidence, 
too, of the remarkable effectiveness of the 
twenty-eight year old magazine which is, in­
cidentally, the only one of its age and kind 
still edited and published by its founder. In­
deed, of Clem Christesen and all those whose 
contributions he has here assembled, it might 
be said collectively what R. D. Fitzgerald has 
written in these pages of Dame Mary Gilmore: 

"It is not only that she has expressed her 
country, her people, her times and its per­
spectives, but that in some degree . . . she 
has added to the significance of these things 
and so had a hand in their making." 
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Dorothy Hewett's 

Windmill Country 

Bruce Williams 

Windmill Country, Dorothy Hewett, Overland 
and Peter Leyden PubUshing House, Mel­
bourne, 1968, $1.95. 

In 1945, Dorothy Hewett joined the Com­
munist Party. By 1950, according to Frank 
Hardy, she had given up writing poetry in 
favour of politics. But in 1956 

she joined the Sydney Realist Writers and 
began to write verse again . . . After read­
ing one of her political narrative verses 
about the Rosenberg trial, I suggested she 
could, without sacrificing one iota of her 
political and social standpoint, draw more 
on her own emotional and personal ex­
periences for inspiration.1 

Her new collection has a Foreword by David 
Martin, in which he says: 

No doubt some people will charge Dorothy 
Hewett with being too political a poet, an 
accusation which in my view can have no 
vaUdity if she is a poet, that is, if she 
fashions her material with convincing ar­
tistic integrity.2 

The reader of Windmill Country might well 
be puzzled by these comments. Out of 33 
poems, only three are on political subjects. 
/ Am Spain is an evocation of the spirit of 
the Republicans. 

They will tell you we are only a handful 
of bones 

Harmless and weather-stained, do not be­
lieve them 

My brother; the blood will not run out of 
the stones 

Or the flesh from the white walls of Spain. 
From this poem, one can infer the poet's 
political sympathies, but the inference is an 
afterthought, irrelevant to criticism. In Clancy 
and Dooley and Don McLeod, Dorothy 

Hewett's sympathies are decidedly with the 
workers in that 1945 Port Hedland strike. But 
the energy of the verse, and the half-amused 
tone are what sustain the poem. 

Don McLeod beat at a mulga bush, 
And a lot of quer things came out in a 

rush. 
Like mangy dogs with their flattened tail. 
They've sneaked him off to the Hedland jail. 

Both these poems belong to 1945. Finally, in 
one of the last-written poems to be included, 
Dorothy Hewett writes genuine political 
poetry. Hidden Journey is a fine, tortured 
montage, reflecting over two visits she took 
to Moscow, in 1952 and 1965. In between 
these dates, of course, are Hungary and the 
XXth Congress, the Pasternak affair and the 
trials of Sinyavsky and Daniel. Even in 1952 

A doubt surfaced, bumping like a stone, 
and would not be pushed under 

The poem explores the growth of this doubt 
through a summoning of images, both public 
and private, swirling together to compose a 
threatening inner landscape, only just tract­
able to the discipline of words. At the end, 
the poem offers to break apart. 

The voices cry out under the red stars Uke 
untended graves . . . 

"We Russians have soul. Have you a soul 
in your country?" 

Which country is mine? I dare not be 
dumb, but must speak 

With the voice of men who dream to be 
angels. 

A fumbling at the door, short-sighted, blink­
ing like owls— 

"Is that you my friend? Come in and 
speak to me now. 

Have you called to lend me an extra pair 
of your spectacles? 

Look! there is nothing, nothing at all be­
hind those monstrous roses 

In the gilded frame, nothing . . . Isaac 
Babel, come in." 

Not only does this poem meet Mr Martin's 
requirements; it also exposes as a mechanical 
gesture Mr Hardy's confident assertion about 
the compatibility of Dorothy Hewett's poetry 
and her politics. Dorothy Hewett is not a 
'political poet', nor do her political affiliations 
—she is still a Party member—need to be con­
sidered by her readers. She is too intelligent to 
be an ideologue, and too much concerned with 
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the truth of the imagination to cripple herself 
by versifying Soviet press hand-outs. It seems 
to me that her status as a writer on the Left 
has considerably distorted her reputation as a 
writer. 

Overland have not helped by issuing her new 
book without dating the poems. Supplying the 
dates, besides correcting one's initial impression 
of wild unevenness, leads to the interesting 
reflection that between 1945, the year she 
joined the Party, and 1959, when she met her 
husband, Merv Lilley, Dorothy Hewett seems 
to have written no poetry of any merit. This 
fourteen years silence coincides with her most 
innocently committed years in politics. After 
1959, however, there were still a few bursts of 
versified protest, and the glass is clouded 
further by the publication in 1964 of a joint 
volume (with Merv Lilley), What About the 
People? To do her justice, this volume repre­
sents an attempt to reach an audience outside 
the coteries. Many of her contributions were 
intended as lyrics for songs, and some of these 
are good: 

For dole bread is bitter bread. 
Black bread and sour, 
There's grief in the taste of it. 
There's weevils in the flour. 

But most reveal the hapless dishonesty of one 
who writes in a foreign language. (Merv 
Lilley's lyrics in the same volume provide the 
clinching comparison: his roughness is part of 
the message; hers, an adopted literary conven­
tion.) 

Dorothy Hewett began writing seriously 
while an undergraduate at the University of 
Western Australia. The earliest poems in the 
new collection, dating from 1941/42, are both 
love poems {Sarah and Dream of Old Love). 
At that time, predictably, it was words that 
took her fancy. The languid gestures are tire­
some, but the promise is unmistakable. 

You are my evil prince, and I, the evil 
princess. 

Bent and wrung and haggard as a lacquer 
stick 

Sit in the highest tower of the temple, and 
v/atch 

You with the young mouths of the cour­
tesans. 

Love is one of her principal themes through­
out the volume. Another is a preoccupation, 
rather like Judith Wright's, with her ancestors. 

and with the wheatbelt country where she grew 
up. Testament, which won the A.B.C. Poetry 
Prize in 1945, is, in places, very Uke Judith 
Wright. 

And I have loved 
An old house lying silent in the summer. 
Haunted by children, flowers and or­

chards . . . 
. . . . Then all the years 

Moved in a liquid sunUght on the grass. 
We never knew that time went swiftly, only 
The moving shadow on the orchard plough 
Was a kind of timepiece, and the dande­

lions. 
Ragged and hardy, came out in the spring, 
The wattles were like daubs of orange 

chalk 
Against the clouds. 

Testament, Uke the later, longer poems of the 
same kind, shifts from present time to past, 
to dwell on the relationship between the poet 
and the heritage she can imagine. As yet, the 
relationship is unfocussed. The poet searches 
for identity in the past, and in the character of 
her lover, as though by naming their ancestors 
she could reach what is between them. But 
vagueness is felt in the overall structure, a 
vagueness defined by the derivative line that 
opens and closes the poem ('All these have 
I lost, being too much beloved'). Separate 
images are rich and evocative, but they do 
not as yet clarify experience for the poet or 
her readers. 

Twenty years later, she again won the A.B.C. 
Poetry Prize for legend of the Green Coun­
try. Those who heard this broadcast (or better 
still, heard the reading the poet and her hus­
band gave at the Fellowship of AustraUan 
writers) will agree that the verse is brilliantly 
devised for the medium. The uneasy blank 
verse of Testament has been replaced by a 
longer line, capturing the expansive, leisured 
quality of Australian speech without repro­
ducing its flatness and monotony. The poem 
is a series of portraits of her parents and 
grandparents, flanked by two sections of direct 
address. The legend itself is ironical, a legend 
of failure and disillusionment, and there is a 
new toughness and precision in the poet's view 
of her past. But she leaves the lines open, 
unfixed, using a loose syntax that keeps her 
from making too blindly exact a judgement. 
This is only an interim report on the search 
for identity that began twenty years previ­
ously. 
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Only the apples, little and hard, bitten 
green and bitter as salt. 

They come up in the Spring, in the dead 
orchard they are the fruit 

Of our knowledge, and I am Eve, spitting 
the pips in the eye of the myth-makers. 

There is a new sense of comedy, and a gather­
ing of specific details. Of her grandmother, 
she writes: 

She had her miracles and quoted them . . . 
"Science and Health" by Mary Baker Eddy, 
She read The Monitor while the dust storms 

whirled. 
And marvelled that God was love; it was 

all clear profit. 

At times, control lapses. Section V is spoilt by 
the inflated rhetoric supposed to come from 
the bankers who scoffed at her father's dreams 
of reviving the salt-ridden country. But Sec­
tions VII and VIII are for me amongst the 
most moving poetry written by an AustraUan. 
Here, her method of cyclical assemblage— 
which makes quoting from her rather mis­
leading—receives its justification. The whole 
poem has an intense, brooding quality of 
realism and honesty. The poet is revealing to 
us, as directly as she can, the 'holy places of 
the imagination'. 

In Legend of the Green Country Dorothy 
Hewett writes: 

The women were strong and they destroyed 
the men, 

Lying locked and cold in their sexless beds. 

In other poems she makes clear that the con­
flict between Puritanism and spontaneity in 
her background is matched by a division in 
her personality. The Puritans records a con­
flict between an inherited sense of guilt and 
responsibility and the impulse to gather 'the 
small blue flowers of charity'. With her an­
cestors' sense of duty she associates her own 
desire for the betterment of the world. It's 
clear from the protest verse that she turned 
to Communism as some turn to the church. 
From the later poems, especially Hidden Jour­
ney, we can gather that for her, as for so 
many others, a commitment to the party has 
been increasingly difficult to maintain. But 
the need for commitment remains. 

In 1958-63, a group of love poems displays 
a new confidence and certainty, but as well, a 
readiness to explore the dark side of love, its 

aspect as a means of revealing our fears and 
insecurities as well as its power of bringing the 
reward of communion with another. The 
poems are notable for the wide range of ex­
periences they bring into "the glare/Of that 
much-mentioned brilliance, love".^ The most 
ambitious of them. Unanswered Love Letter, 
cast in her favourite form of an address to a 
second person, juxtaposes the allegiances that 
lie beyond judgement with the 'accidental' cir­
cumstances we can't shrug off. As in most of 
her poems, the scenery has a social as well as 
an atmospheric part to play. 

Motels are built for the twenty minute 
climax: 

Cars and motels and trains, all the trap­
pings of transience . . . 

Some parts of this poem are flat and prosaic, 
as though the poet would prefer rejection to 
misunderstanding. But she retains here, as 
elsewhere, the capacity to rise in the space 
of a line to eloquence: 

That night in Sydney the wheel, coming full 
circle, broke me. 

I have been hanging ever since between the 
spokes of an old crutch. 

Broken-legged, jumping over puddles and 
contradictions. 

Lies and half-truths, contradictions and eva­
sions, this is my life. 

Whose pride was all in truth, and having 
lost it limp Uke Lazarus. 

So many deaths, do we never come to the 
end of it, shedding our skins. 

And trembling out to dry on the twig of the 
world, to sing like a Green Monday, 

On a Spring morning, whirring for twenty-
four hours in the black Manly pines. 

The ending of this poem is typical of the odd 
way in which Dorothy Hewett's faults are 
interwoven with her virtues. Fine single Unes 
and images lies around on the page, broken-
backed. It is easy enough to point to what 
goes wrong; the inflation, the undigested bor­
rowing, the way the syntax skids on corners. 
It is less easy to account for the way a promis­
ing poem like Husband of the Poet should 
droop at the end into self-pity; or why, as late 
as 1965, she can write a poem on the ancestor 
theme which is only marginally better than the 
1945 Testament. 

I think perhaps there are two main reasons 
for her unevenness. There is, to begin with, 
a luridness and a sustained ambition in the 
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imagery which recall—as do other features of 
her verse—the novels of Hardy. Like him, she 
is romantic by temperament and an ironist as 
a result of experience. Control is the a priori 
necessity for such a poet. Yet her perceptions 
won't be chastened. Her intensity and emo­
tional fullness can't be reined in by a verse-
form or a willed habit of self-deprecation. 
She needs room. So success when it comes— 
and it does, more often than not, in this collec­
tion—comes either from an intent spareness 
and solidity in the language, or from an 
opening out into freer forms, in which the 
unit is the blank verse paragraph. In other 
words, like the great Romantics, she achieves 
formal unit by doing full justice to the prompt­
ing experience. The method is hit-or-miss; 
there are no safeguards for such a poet. 

Nor, however, can she afford safeguards. 
Dorothy Hewett is really two poets. The poet 
of 1941-45 was transformed in that fourteen 
year period of virtual silence. After some 
tricky transitional years, she wrote, in 1963: 

I have Uved so long in the iron maiden of 
my thought. 

Crabbed and confined, my breath misting 
the mirrors. 

One morning I stepped out through a wide 
window 

Into the world, where the dew lay on the 
grass. 

It was like a second coming, so rich, so 
dear, 

The landmarks in that familiar landscape; 
And yet so new after the long walks 
In the streets of time, richer for the sense 
Of multitudes of men moving through neon 

Ughts, 
And factory whistles casting bread on the 

harbour waters. ( ^ ^ Fourtieth Year) 

And in 1963, she also wrote her first perfect 
poem. Last Summer. 

In the little house with the sparrows, 
The heavenly dew descends. 
The wind-bells chime in the jacaranda. 
Is this how the world ends? 

The air is so thin and fragile. 
We can hear spiders spin. 
Shut up the house this summer. 
Let nobody in. 

A shadow hops in the garden. 
The small sparrow sings. 
Time spreads, the sun drops suddenly 
And clips his wings. 

A flurry and fall of sparrows. 
Dropping into the sea. 
What old man sits on the seashore 
And counts and counts for me? 

The grasshopper flicks and stumbles. 
Hesitant in the grass. 
The sea pounds and the rain pours 
On this dark house of glass. 

I Ue so still at midnight 
You cannot hear me weep. 
And who is there to tell you. 
You cry all night in your sleep.*̂  

Since 1963, her poetry has made new gains. 
It is as though she has only recently found her 
voice, so that reviewing this volume is Uke 
dealing with a Works and a first volume simul­
taneously. And so, for this second reason, we 
may expect failure to accompany success for 
some time yet. 

There is more variety in this collection than 
my isolating of her three main concerns would 
suggest. Country Idyll (1962) is perhaps the 
harbinger of more lyrical ballads (there is a 
similar poem in Australian Poets 1968). 
Hidden Journey aheady has a companion piece 
in Alice in a German Garden (Overland, No. 
39), and there is, in the volume under review, 
a splendid obUque satire on Strine Litmanship. 

Where is he running through the bush, 
TolUng his bell of billycan. 
The ballad, like a Bathurst burr. 
Sticks to his back, poor witness man. 
And when he drops, that dusty swag 
Stands up and fights him on the road. 
Where can he go? Matilda is 
An awkward archetypal load. 

(Bagman's Ballad) 

The best poem in the collection is, as one 
might expect, directly confessional. The Burial 
brings into play all her feeling and aU her 
countermarching irony. The poem is best read 
as a pendant to the longer poems about her 
family. Read against those, its references be­
come even more resonant, and its astonishing 
concentration the more impressive. The Burial, 
and River to Rider, which muses over the fate 
of Thomas Peel, show a new strength and ob­
jectivity in her work. 

It is unfortunate that Dorothy Hewett's 
faults are of an unfashionable kind. Where 
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most Australian poets in the 60s are arid, she 
is sentimental; where they are spinterish, she 
is fulsome. But gradually, and with increasing 
command, she is beginning to be able to tell 
the truth as it appears to a rich and compU-
cated personality. That, and not any political 
allegiance, is what has motivated her from the 
start. 

NOTES 
Introduction to Dorothy Hewett and Merv Lilley, 
What About the People?, National Council of the 
Realist Writers Group, Brisbane, undated (1964?). 
Dorothy Hewett, Windmill Country, Overland, in 
conjunction with Peter Leyden Publishing House 
and with assistance from the Conunonwealth 
Literary Fund, Melbourne, 1968, 75 pp., 1.95. 
Philip Larkin, Love Songs in Age. 

NOTE TO CONTRIBUTORS 

Judging by the comments we have received, our Young Writers' Issue has 
been popular with our readers and has been a welcome stimulus to young 
writers themselves. Westerly invites contributions from writers of all ages, 
but is especially interested in the work of younger and more experimental 
writers. Most of the contributors to our Young Writers' Issue were poets; 
we hope to see more of the work of young prose writers in the future. 

Apart from creative work, Westerly carries articles and reviews. While 
these are usually commissioned, we are always happy to consider non-
specialist articles (not more than 3000 words) on literature, art, history 
and sociology, and other topics of general interest. 

THE PATRICIA HACKETT PRIZE 

The Patricia Hackett Prize for the best original contribution to Westerly 
is awarded armually and the winner for 1968 will be armounced in the 
next issue. 
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