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There is nothing to match
this incredible projector
Absolute reliability coupled with incredible performance
are yours with the new Leitz Pradovit-Colour projector.
The precision of Leitz quality—famous all over the world
for more than 100 years—now comes to you with even
more, big features.
Razor sharp images right to the edges. Pure, brilliant
colour reproduction with the latest 24 volt, 150 watt
halogen lamp. Two-path blower cooling. Automatic
interval timer between slides (3-30 seconds). Forward
and reverse magazine movement with remote control.
Two-way remote focussing control operates slide stage;
does not move lens. Wide range of interchangeable
projection lenses. Continuous projection and tape synchronisation accessories available.
See this Incredible projector and the rest of the superb
Leitz range at all leading photo, stores today.

PR A D O V I T COLOR
Leitz projectors available from $54,80 to $232.20
Sole Australian aaents—PYROX LTD.—all capital cities
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T. A. G. Hungerford

FINAL ROUND

When I got home at lunchtime that Saturday the house was quiet. Not that it was
ever like a three-ring circus—anything but. But there was usually some sort of
noise, maybe the hoover going, the hi-fi belting out some go-go Beatle rubbish.
Like that. Today—nothing.
I went in and there was Lulu with one of her blasted bones on the carpet right
inside the door. You could see the greasemarks, not just from this time, but every
time you gave her a bone: every time Rosemary gave her a bone, for heck's sake
—I wouldn't give her one if she was starving. She made just for that spot and
stretched out with it between her front paws and then looked up with those big,
luminous intelligent black eyes as if to say: Now do something about it, dad! All
I was ever about to do was to put a meat cleaver between those big, luminous
intelligent black eyes, and she knew it—but, anyway, we didn't have a meat
cleaver. What, buy a meat cleaver, when you could get the meat already cleaved
at the supermart for only about 10 cents a pound more, the big fat family size?
You get the idea how it was in our house.
I jerked the bone off Lulu and heaved it as far as I could down the yard. I
went into the kitchen, but Rosemary wasn't there. I thought: Damn! She might
have had something hot for me. It was a freezing afternoon, and I had to leave
for the footie, pronto, and I didn't want to be tooling around while she hashed
up welsh rabbit or something she could lay her hands onto without too much
effort.
Maybe, I thought, she's gone up to the fish-and-chip shop. That wouldn't be
too bad. I'd just got around to the point of hoping she had, and wondering if
she'd get cobbler or jewie, and hoping that the Greek wouldn't make up most of
the weight with flaming great hunks of rock salt, hke he usually does, when she
called out to me from the bedroom.
"Don!"
Her voice sounded funny, and I wondered if she was sick, or something. She
hadn't got up when I left for work—she hardly ever did, Saturdays: reckoned it
was only half-a-day for me anyway and I could have weeties and milk. I went into
the bedroom, and she was in bed, alright. She hadn't got up at all. It had been
pretty dark when I left, raining and overcast, and I hadn't really seen her. Now
I did. She looked tired and sour and scruffy, and her bottom lip was bruised, as
if she'd been . . . well, bitten.
I said, joking, touching my own lip: "You been mugging up with the postie,
or something?" She really snapped. "Don't you say that!" she said, and she gave
me a look my grandchildren'll feel. If I have any grandchildren, for heck's sake
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—we never seemed to get anywhere, after eight years, trying to put one kid
together, even. "Don't you dare talk Uke that!"
I said: "Oh, for heck's sake. I was only joking. What's up with you?"
"I've got a cold. My lip always puffs up when I run a temperature," she said.
"You know that."
I didn't, but I let it pass. There was no point in making her worse. She'd been
crying, I could see, and I knew it wouldn't take much to start her off again. I
sat down on the side of the bed and put my arm around her. She's a funny Uttle
beggar. Even when she looked hke death, she looked better than most girls—and
after eight years of marriage, that's something.
I said: "I'm sorry, pet. I didn't know you were crook." I kissed her on the side
of the neck, and then on the ear, and I felt her relax against me. I said: "You
want to go to the loo, or anything? Why don't you pop up and let me straighten
up the cot? Then you can kip in again, and I'll bring you a cup of tea or something before I go to the footie."
She didn't really move, but I felt her stiffen against me, like one of those floppy
wooden dolls, you pull a string and they go rigid. She said, in a sort of voice I
admit I hadn't ever heard before, even about footie: flat and vinegary and tired
—she usually screamed. She said: "Until death do us part . . . or the bloody
footie season opens."
I said: "Oh, for heck's sake, Ro. One blasted afternoon a week . . ."
"You were down the club last night," she said, in the same voice. "I'm sick,
Don. And I'm . . . lonely. I don't want you to go to the football today."
"Well, I'm going," I said. "I'll call your Mother to come over and be with
you. What the hell can I do she can't do?"
She didn't say anything. Lulu had come in again, you could hear her damn
claws clicking on the vinyl tiles in the kitchen. She stopped at the bedroom door
and looked at me, and I said: "Go to buggery!" to her, but she just jumped up
onto the bed and started snifSng behind Ro's ear.
I went out into the kitchen to knock myself up a bite, but I'd only just put
the kettle on when the front door clicked open and someone walked in. I craned
around the partition. It was Ro's mother. I said: "Hi, mum," and she said:
"Hello, Don—I didn't expect you'd be in—thought you'd be at the football.
Otherwise I wouldn't have walked straight in." She was a good old judy—never
interfered, and only came over when she was asked, as a rule.
I said: "Just in time for a brew. What brings you by?"
"Ro." She sat down at the table and slipped her shoes off. She took a pair
of fleecy-lined boots out of her bag and put them on. "Cold, isn't it? Ro called
me this morning and said she wasn't well. How is she?"
"In bed." I got a couple of sausages out of the fridge and flopped them into a
pan and put it on the gas, then got some milk out and took the tea caddy down
off the shelf, and put out three cups. All the time she didn't speak, so I said:
"Sulking."
"Football?" she said, and when I just shrugged: "You going this afternoon?"
"Shouldn't I?" I fiddled with the sausages for a while, waiting for her to say
something, but when she didn't, I looked over my shoulder and said: "Well . . .
shouldn't I?"
"Are you asking my advice?" she said. "Dinkum?"
"Yes."
"Well . . . I think you're a fool and a selfish cow. You want your bloody head
read." I nearly dropped the caddy. She never swore. She must be really steamed
up. "She's not well, and I know she'd like you to stay home. Has she asked you
not to go?"
"She asks me not to go every blasted Saturday."
6
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"And a lot of good it does her!" She looked at me a moment, closely. "There's
more to it than a cold, you know?" She laid her hand on her heart, as if it
expressed something she couldn't, or maybe didn't want to say. "There's something inside."
"She's selfish," I said. "I work my ass oft all the week, and I Uke to go to the
footie Saturdays. So what? Am I a bloody great monster for that?"
She shrugged. I was surprised to see that she was almost crying. She never
swore and, as far as I knew, she never cried. She said: "Can't you . . .", but
stopped; and then went on, in a funny way: "Keep her safe, Don. Cuddle her.
Love her."
I was a bit embarrassed, and I said, jokingly: "Go on . . . you only want
some grandchildren . . ."
She said: "Turn your sausages," and no joke ever fell flatter. She wasn't crying
out loud, but a couple of tears were rolUng down her face. "Maybe I do want
some grandchildren," she said.
I turned the sausages and then went and put my arms around her shoulders.
"Come on, mum," I said. "It's not all that bad. I won't go to the flaming football
if it means so much to you. OK?"
"To her," she said. She leaned her head against my ribs a moment, and said:
"I am relieved. Oh, Don. I am relieved." I thought: Big deal! but I didn't say
anything. I liked the old girl. She stood up and blew her nose.
"You finish cooking your lunch," she said. "I'll pop in and see her. Look to
your sausages." She kissed me on the side of the face and went into the bedroom.
As she went in. Lulu came out, and lay down on the floor with her puss along her
paws, looking at me. "Bugger off," I said again, but only for practise. She just
stayed there.
After I'd finished my snags I went into our room, and Ro's mother came out
into the kitchen and began tidying up. Ro was lying on her side, her eyes open,
staring at the door, and I stopped right there and felt how much I loved her hit
me like a good hard punch over the heart. I went straight to her and lay down
beside her, shoes and all, and put my arms around her and loved her. I thought:
Blasted football! and didn't care if I never saw another match.
After a while she said, sort of shyly: "You'll get a cold," and then clamped
onto my chest again like a suction pump, and said: "Oh, Don. I'll be better.
I swear. I'll never . . ."
"Never nag me again about the footie?" I said—always the joker; and I was
about to tell her she'd never have to nag me again, when she began to cry these
terrible sobs, as if her heart would break. I just held her, and after a while she
quietened down, and after another while I could tell she had gone to sleep. I was
getting a hell of a crick in my back, so I eased myself away from her and off
the bed. I went into the kitchen and sat down at the table.
"Asleep," I said, and the old girl nodded.
We chewed the fat for a while, whispering, and then blow me if that flaming
Lulu didn't come in with her lead and drop it at my feet. Ro's mother laughed.
"No flies on Lulu! Ro told me they go for a walk, Saturday afternoons. To
pass the time." She picked up the lead and fastened the collar around Lulu's neck.
"Why don't you take her?" She peered out the kitchen window. "It's cleared up.
I'll stay until you come back, in case Ro wakes up . . ."
It was getting my goat, sitting around—I'd started to think about the football
again. So I said OK, and—for the first time in my hfe—I set off up our street at
the end of a dog's lead. I felt pretty bloody silly, and I didn't feel any better when
I saw my mate Len Kelly's wife resting her bubbles on their front gate, peering
up and down the road like she always did. When I was still two houses away,
she called out: "Now I've seen everything!"
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I said to myself: "I bet you have, you nosey bitch. The thing you haven't seen,
around here, anyway, either hasn't been born or was buried before you moved
in!" As I came abreast of her she said: "No footie?", and I said: "No footie."
She said: "Len went—oh, fifteen minutes ago—expected to meet you at the
station." I usually went with Len. We never took our cars to this ground, it was
right alongside the station, and by the time you unparked your car after the
match and got away in the crush, you could be home half-a-dozen times by
train. "He won't wait," I said.
She nodded at Lulu, who was sniffing around the gatepost to see what boys had
been by. She's a sexy little bitch. "Mrs Lacy usually walks the dog. Saturdays,
that is . . . when you're not home."
"She's a bit off-colour."
"So that's why no footie," she said, as pleased as if she'd rediscovered Lasseter's
reef. Her expression changed, and she got that shoofty look they get when they
think they're onto something. "She goes by every Saturday with the dog—heading
in the same direction." She glanced at her watch. "Oh—about half-an-hour after
this. When you're safe at the footie."
"Yes, I know," I said. I didn't let on that I'd only known since Ro's mother
told me in the kitchen, fifteen minutes before. "I'll be seeing you."
At the end of the street. Lulu turned right into the Crescent, so I followed her.
She was bouncing along the way poodles do, seeming about a quarter of an inch
off the ground all the time, and keeping up a steady strain on the leash as if she
knew where she was going—which she probably did, if Ro took her out every
afternoon I was at the footie.
We hved in a part of town that used to be fashionable. The toffs moved out
to the beaches and the bush, and the tramps moved in. The tramps partly wrecked
the old joints, put up fibro rooms on the verandahs, buggered the gardens and so
on, and then moved out themselves. The upswing came when people began to
realise it was only five minutes' walk from town, and we moved in early before
prices rocketed. We'd got a nice old ruin that kept me dog-poor renovating it
bit by bit, but they reckoned that if we could hang on we'd have something in
about ten years' time.
I was really enjoying the walk. You drive and it whizzes by in a blur, but as
I walked around the long curve of the Crescent, I could see it all. A lot of the
older places had been tizzied up and turned into self-contained flats to get the
most out of them before the wreckers roared in, with cars parked all over the
place and neon signs saying Shangri-la or Casablanca or Miami Mansions. But
there were nice bits of old lace iron on some of the balconies still, and big cameUa
bushes that must have been there when Eyre crossed the Nullarbor. In one old
joint, even, there was a fountain in a nice stone basin—dry, of course—with those
flaming great clam shells they used to sit kids in, naked, to take their pictures.
I was just dawdhng past this place with the clam shells, thinking: / suppose some
old pastoralist with a station up on the north coast built it, when Lulu jerked the
lead out of my hand and took off like a rocket.
She only went two houses, and then turned in on a driveway. I took off after
her. I thought she'd seen a cat, or something. When I got to the gateway—^it was
a smaller place, with a well-kept garden, and seemed not to have been turned into
flats or anything—she was standing up at the front door yapping her head off. It
was ajar, and I thought it would be lovely if she got in somehow, and wrecked
the joint, or killed the cat, or fanged the baby, so I pelted up the grass strip in
the middle of the driveway to nab her. As I got to the edge of the verandah,
someone inside—a bloke—sang out: "Come in, darl.": someone expecting his wife
or kids or gulfriend—that's why the door would be ajar.
You'd have thought the invitation was for that blasted Lulu, the way she nosed
g
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the door open and took off down the hallway. There wasn't much I could do but
follow, and explain. It was a nice joint, akight. The room at the end of the hall
was a big one, with long windows leading out into the garden again on the other
side, and a fire in the grate and dirty big chairs and real oil paintings—none of
those terrible bunches of roses and white herons in pools someone's grandma did
at school ,and no-one dared to dump them for fear the old girl would change
her will.
There was nobody in the room, but the bloke—the same bloke, by his voice—
said from another room, somewhere close by: "Won't be a moment, love. I didn't
expect you, yet. Big daddy bugger off to the footie early today?"
I swear that in that split second it was like when you're drowning, they reckon
you see all your life go by. I saw the first time I met Ro, playing tennis at the
Zoo, and the first time we went to bed together, and when we were married, and
her in the bath, and at a dance, and in a swimming pool up the hills, looking up
at me and laughing: and in her bed, only an hour ago, crying as if her heart
would break. Then there was the sound of a drawer being closed, and the bloke
laughed.
"You get home before him last night?" he sang out, and then: "What the hell
we going to do when his goddam footie folds? It's the final round, you know!"
He opened the door and stepped into the room, and stared at me as if he'd
been pole-axed. He stared at me, and I stared at him, and the dog lay on the
carpet between us.
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Rosslyn Smith

MINIATURE

the girl walked out of the rented rooms across the road and among the mounds
of kelp washed up on the beach, it was summer and she was about twelve, and the
rented rooms had her mother in the kitchen and a stiff cactus garden in front, and
the cactus leaves bled green water if she made httle crescent wounds on them with
her fingernail, and healed up again, though she was quite alone standing on the
square of grass in the cactus garden which was a cactus garden on account of the
weather and not enough space, but there was space to hide in the seaweed banks
and find smelly sea-eggs and seahorse skeletons and watch the waves and the seaweed, the birds the shadow rocks, the absence that quivered in the windy froth on
the waterhne and was gone next morning with the dark, downcast eyes at the
yellow froth trembling, the sound of a car in the afternoon, a rough voice somewhere behind, she looked up and saw down the beach, the town half a mile away,
big old buildings arms folded in the sun, red roofs and icecream shops, the grey
salted wood of the breakwater fence was spiky under her fingers, the gate of the
cactus garden clicked to, the mother was wringing dishmops in the kitchen, and it
was two o'clock thereabouts, the mother said, I am taking the rug and my knitting.
I'm going to sit on the beach for a while, I'll find a sheltered spot out of the wind,
then I'll read a magazine, the mother had put on a pair of oldfashioned sunglasses
that were too round and she looked all wrong, the girl looked at her mother who
stood with the rug over her arm.
then they both passed through the cactus garden and the gate chcked to, and the
seaweed smelt strongly of ozone.
there were many noises, ugly and grating, but they all seemed very far away and
they didn't mean anything as the girl walked along the shore road to the town,
her fair salt-dry hair hung in wisps about her shoulders and she wore shorts and
kept her hands in her pockets, on the windows of the icecream shops were stuck
the same cigarette and chocolate advertisements as last year, bare-footed children
slammed the wire door as they went in and out, and the girl bought a strawberry
icecream, she walked under the norfolk pines across the road and there by the
jetty the merry-go-round wasn't going and the old man and the boy weren't anywhere in sight, the girl watched a few fishing boats chug in to the jetty, and saw
the brown trolleys of empty craypots. then she went slowly down the beach again
toward the rented rooms and found her mother behind a mound of kelp and sat
beside her mother for a moment, seeing the mother chew toffees and knit knit knit
through her big sunglasses, till a wind blew up the mother said, it's getting late.
I'm going to pack up now. and rolled up her knitting, folded her rug, and the girl
didn't care why she was glad, she was just hopeful.
10
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they both passed through the cactus garden and the clouds blew up over the sea
that was dark green and blue and blackly streaky lurking.
in the morning the merry-go-round was still under the trees where the ground
was dry grass and dust, it hadn't packed up and gone away, the girl approached
the Uttle red ticket box where the old man stood, in the whole town there was just
the merry-go-round seeing out the summer vacation, that's all there was when the
sea made everything else absent, the dark boy sat on a rickety packing case and
he threw his cigarette in the dust as the girl came near with her shilling ticket, the
dark boy had olive skin and very curly hair and surly eyes of boredom, he looked
like a half gipsy and wore an open shirt the colour of geraniums, the horses on the
merry-go-round were painted in circus colours, curling white manes, black arching
necks, feather plumes on their heads, cream vicious teeth, gilded saddles, flared
nostrils, wild eyes, the stirrups of the horses were too high off the ground so the
boy had to help the girl up, and the old man started the engine and the waltz
music played.
the girl was carried round faster and faster till the long jetty was a wheel and the
sea was all about tumbling turquoise and the norfolk pines green spindles and the
boy was not there.
slower, and the boy was still there, sitting on the packing case smoking a cigarette
and watching the masts of fishing boats, he never stopped looking surly and his
hair fell about his eyes, the girl stared at him as she walked slowly away and
leaned over the rails of the jetty for a while, then the girl went home, along the
secret beach splashing in the shallowest water, all alone, her pillow at night was
secret Uke the beach, the dark was full of spangles.
every morning the girl paid for her ride on the merry-go-round and all the time
watched the surly boy. day after day.
one morning the merry-go-round was packed up and gone away, the town
spread all about flexing with its icecream shops and the vacation was nearly over,
they would go home from the sea and the dark surly boy would go away somewhere too from where the seagrass lay dead and bubbly on the sand, the winter
would come, and the surly boy and the old man might return next summer—but it
was a deep year away.
the mother was in the kitchen of the rented rooms and she was putting lunch on
the table—fried tomatoes on toast, she said, after lunch she would go and find a
nice sheltered spot behind the kelp banks and knit or read all the afternoon.
the girl and a man walked on the concrete sunday wharves, other people walked
there too, in shoes and coats, and said things to one another and lagged back while
their children bolted ahead, and stared up ship gangways, and smelt oil and saw it
in big soaked blots on the concrete, they never for a moment forgot it was their
Sunday outing, that they had a right to it, to come and see the ships in port, and
buy icecreams in paper wrappers and drinks in bottles, they walked along ever so
slowly and cordially, seeing the ships, the big steel bodies of the ships that breathed
and muttered and flew flags, denied and beckoned, there were too many people on
outings, they weren't real, or they were real, and the girl and the man had made
some irreversible mistake about where they were, and if it was winter, and sunday,
and something had been lost.
there were strange languages, as strange as jungle birds crying and as strange as
warm gentle winds at cliff tops, gentle white birds like pigeons, but not to be told
to the Sunday people, where the ships soUdified in the grey afternoon, and smoke
came from funnels, the girl wore a suede belted coat and the man had a scarf
flung round his neck, they stopped at a raiUng of salted wood and put theu" hands
on it. the girl said, one man leads to another, and the man twisted his hands on the
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railing and said nothing, and akeady things went swirUng down the long convolvulus of memory, in the transparent water strands of seagrass Uke tossed thoughts
snaked against the concrete and were swept back again, long borne, the man
kicked fragments of gravel into the water and then they both turned away and
walked past the ships again, the ships were grimy and the girl saw oriental sailors
catwalking the decks as though they were things in a dream, but behind was the
crammed up suburb of South Melbourne where straight lines led to railway
stations, letterboxes, telephone boxes, and the sunday men of gingerbread driving
frail cars, men with skewer-pricked eyes, and sunday youths still on the mattress
of Saturday night, the girl said again, more frozen, oh well, one man leads to
another, and the man said nothing, the girl said, I don't care, and saw the black
floppy hair of the oriental sailors, what you do now. do what you Uke, and the man
said, it's not that, he couldn't help his feehngs, and the girl said nothing,
because here nothing was real, and it couldn't matter here, for this was their
Sunday outing, like the gingerbread parents and children, and the world was flat
today.
at the end of the wharf on a boarded ramp a few sunday people sat with
fishing Unes, and they waUced very carefully on the ebbtide ramp that was sUmy
green and sUppery, and had brainless mussels clamming to its belly, waterwashed
mussels feeding in green scum, and old men and children sat down over where the
mussels were and baited their hooks and caught little creatures that were nothing
to speak of and put them to drain in little bags, and took them home, the man and
the girl couldn't believe that these were the common people on a sunday. they
were just very far away indeed and they didn't mean anything but themselves to
themselves.
the girl and the man wandered away towards a ship called Estrella, and both saw
the hard thick ropes that held it to the wharf and the two black anchors hanging
too big for their Uttle gills in the prow of the ship, and the man said feebly, you'll
be all right, and the girl repUed frozen, oh yes, there is a whole world waiting, a
whole elusive world, and way down below the anchors were two men in a flatbottomed tub, and the tub had spUntered wood and was splashed with red undercoat paint, the two men sat in it as though they had been sitting there for hours,
a shaggy old man with his knees apart sat smoking a cigarette, a shaggy boy
dipped his paintbrush in a tin of black paint, he stood up in the tub and painted
33 on the plimsoll Une. he painted 33 very carefully while the old man sat smoking,
saying nothing, and when 33 was finished the boy sat down again beside the man.
they sat together smoking and sometimes spoke to each other, and the boy occasionally looked up to see how 33 was going, they didn't seem to notice that the girl
and the man were watching them. 34, 35, 36, and 37 just waited on. it seemed
impossible to the girl that anyone could paint 33 on a plimsoll Une on a sunday
like this, but it happened, 33 in the whole long afternoon.
the girl and the man went away to their car, and the girl was not thinking about
times when she had hesitated by a knitting mother in the mounds of kelp, and
rushed on past the spangled rides on the day after day merry-go-round.
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Daphne Hillman

LANTANA

Mavis sat, enamelled in her makeup, giving with the movement of the train which
sped through the inner suburbs where the shadowed slivers of backyards pointed
their thin grubby fingers right to the railway line.
"Poor thing," she noticed, detached, as a young woman stretched arms as
leafless as winter boughs to hang a row of washing . . . and was gone.
Mavis circled into the padded seat of the first class carriage, glimpsed the new
leather luggage high on the rack and felt to the smooth pages of the magazines.
Last week when Mr Henderson had called her to the plush of the inner office
she had almost danced to the door with pleasure, confident of her image which
she glimpsed reflected in the glass partition.
"Come in Miss Mudie."
She'd dropped the Mrs when the divorce was finally through.
"Come in Miss Mudie and sit down." Mr Henderson had a worn charm which
once, conceivably might have been a sharp spell of joy. "I'd like to tell you
personally that you've been chosen for the big country demonstrations." He
paused to absorb both her surprise and gratitude. "Although you've only been
with us twelve months we feel that you have the necessary, err . . . qualifications.
It will mean a lot of travelling, interstate as well as regional, but I must be certain
that you're quite free to move about at short notice."
"Quite free, Mr Henderson."
"Good," he rubbed his hands conclusively. "Well . . ."
She rose bright-eyed. "Thank you Mr Henderson."
"You'll get details from Mr Wiley: Bathurst first, a new store opens there next
week, no expense spared I'm told—everything of the best."
Bathurst!
Her stomach filled with jumping springs which slowly jangled to a stop but left
a strange echo ringing on her ears. During the next week she often found her
fingers in her mouth, the nails scraping up and down, up and down, on the surface
of her two front teeth. Nervously.
Buildings, houses gave way to open spaces: a goat tethered by a shack which
tottered drunkenly towards a supporting tree, a ribbon of water winding silver
between cows who cropped mechanically at lush, green grass, a smoking stump in
a raw new-cleared paddock.
Mavis closed her eyes, but did not sleep. Had she been able to retreat into
milk white dreams she would have been glad to slip from wakefulness, but she
preferred the security of the first class carriage and her thirty-year self to any
haunting memories that drowsiness might bring.
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The glass door was shadowed by a portly matron, straight in her corsets, who
pushed a suitcase before her, apologising with no apology as she asked,
"Am I disturbing you? These seats are vacant?"
Mavis unfolded her legs, smiling faintly answered, "No", and "Yes", then
deUberately bent to the glossy pages of New York and London fashion.
The woman opposite settled noisily, eased her shoes, straightened her hat on
precisely waved grey hair, then waited for Mavis to Uft her head. She snapped
at the opportunity Uke a crocodile in shallow water. "Travelling far?"
"To Bathurst."
"Ah, a lovely town, no I must correct myself, city. Such old families, such nice
people. Know it well?" She didn't pause for an answer. "You must see the begonia
house, blooms should be at their best this time of year, and the surrounding
countryside . . . very pretty."
Mavis recognised her straight away: the large verandahed house in town with
property connections, the keen gardener exhibiting at the annual show, her bottled
fruit scooping certificates of merit, sponge cakes legend in their lightness. Bridge
parties, grandchildren boarding at private city schools, effusive with the doctor's
wife, the solicitor's wife, the bankmanager's wife . . . even the dentist's wife, but
snappy or unnaturally polite with the daily help and ironing woman, stagily asking
after their families if not caught up in other activities, taking her cup of morning
tea and scones from the kitchen if a caller was likely.
Mavis smiled wanly, but the woman was not discouraged.
"I've been to town to farewell such a dear friend. Mrs Hamilton will be on the
high seas now; she does a lot of travelling—her fourth trip abroad. Of course
when I was last in London . . ." she drew breath significantly, "she was there too.
What a time we had, the garden party at The Palace, the Edinburgh Festival,
Scotland is lovely, but I must say things aren't what they used to be."
"They're not." Mavis's tone was flat. Wearily she laid the "Vogue" aside.
"No, young people take too much for granted. Why," the woman belled into a
chuckle, eyeing the expensive cut of the suit Mavis seemed to wear so easily, "you
young folk know so Uttle about Struggle."
Elaborating, after several minutes her expression plainly indicated that this was
a poor travelUng companion. Mavis would not be drawn into the rippUng pool of
her generaUsations which must have sustained her day and night for all her waking
Ufe. "Oh, well don't let me disturb your reading" and closed eyes to wonder if the
Italian shoes she'd ordered for her daughter would be too narrow, if the big
heating unit would be delivered next week as promised. After all she was a good
customer, so they should get it installed before the first chill of winter.
Mavis was glad it was dark when she stepped from the train. Refusing to look
about the station she hurried to a waiting taxi: Half in half out she held her
breath tight in her chest as she heard the train sUde out into the night, sUcing her
ears with the knife-sharp whistle which shrieked, "Remember, remember".
It was better when she reached the bloodless shelter of the big hotel where pink
gladiola stood predictable in creamy horns of plenty. Gallons of hot water hissed
comfortingly at her touch. In the dining room she received the unsubtle interest
of the few men seated singly at snowy-clothed tables and the more guarded
glances from those whose women sat by their sides.
In a lounge where the bar gUttered with bright bottles of comfort for so many
ills, she allowed a man who introduced himself casually, skilfully, to buy her a
drink, but Mavis could evince no interest in the game he played, remarkably well,
which would only lead straight to a clean-sheeted bed.
Cossetted between the soundless footsteps of the hotel and the artificially lit
caves of plenty in the department store. Mavis felt alarm streak through her body
when, paged on Friday, she heard Mr Henderson reach out by telephone.
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"Miss Mudie, we've had the figures. Splendid. All our faith in you well rewarded."
"But you can't mean it Mr Henderson?"
"Indeed I do my dear. You're to stay on until mid-week, possibly till the 10th."
A panicky darkness groped about the confined booth and clutched. "Mr Henderson . . ."
"Yes?"
"Then I'm not to leave tonight?"
She detected a buzz of aggravation over the long wire as her palm, cupping
the bowl of the instrument, moistened and she smelt the stale breath of a hundred
conversations. "Stay here?"
"Yes Miss Mudie. You are in Bathurst until you hear from us next week." His
voice whirred like a dentist's drill. "Have a good weekend; a pretty young woman
can enjoy herself anywhere."
It was on Sunday that Mavis became a little girl again. All Saturday afternoon
and through the long night she resisted, but on Sunday morning with the stilled
traffic and the sabbath bells she heard the early train whistle and, her face pushed
deep into the cold indifference of the hotel pillow, she saw the shadows blend, then
dissolve, to the railway embankment. There stood the skimped house with its
broken front step, the cracks and patchy mould of its walls, the outhouse where
water leaked into the scarred old tub where the permanent mark of rust spread
over its mottled surface.
Mavis smelt again the mildew—dark and tufted—the clogged grease burning
on the rings of the stove; saw the oven door which would never close tight etched
with the kookaburra on a branch, worm in its sharp beak. The smell of sink fretted
the air, cups without saucers ringed the discoloured oilcloth of the table.
The few clothes she owned hung from nails set at crazy angles on the wall
above the bed where she slept with her sister, Jean, between coarse grey blankets.
Over the distance of so many years she heard the loose boards lurch again under
the shuffling steps of her drunken stepfather.
On Sunday morning Mavis faced herself, a peaky scrap of a child, hanging at
the wire-screened back door of the big house where her mother had cleaned and
polished until she stupidly stole a string of pearls. These had turned out to be not
even cultured, let alone real, when she'd attempted to sell them.
Mavis tried to remember her mother's face before it was made sullen and
glassy-eyed by poverty, but all she could conjure was lank hair cUpped behind one
ear with the long wire of a bobby pin, faded eyes in a faded face which held no
splendour from better days. Perhaps there had been none.
She heaved herself out of bed and dressed, brushing her hair straight, neglecting
the daily routine of the elaborate style she wore; not bothering to unstop the
bottles whose lotions and potions she habitually smoothed from hairline to throat.
"Where's the school from here?" she asked the doorman.
He rubbed big hands together in the cool morning.
"The school Madam? Well, there's the Grammar School down past the park,
St Catherine's over by the showground, St Joseph's alongside the School of Arts,
the Ladies' College off Black St, the High School . . ."
"No, the public school, you know State School, young kids. Infants, Primary."
"Oh that. Well there's two of them . . ."
"The one near the Railway Station."
He looked at her sharply as if she'd come out of deep shadow.
"Which way?"
He directed her against better judgement, tipped his cap absently as she thanked
him for the information.
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Pointed in the right direction Mavis found her way easily, as though it hadn't
been fifteen years after all.
Things had changed a lot, but there hadn't been many improvements beyond
the Station. She scrunched on over the gravel.
The school stood dead in its Sunday quiet and the hard, grey asphalt which
would bark a shin or shave young skin from an elbow was undangerous now.
Mavis recalled a child—shoeless in summer, soles needled by the heat, wearing
cracked dirty-white sandshoes in winter which had always leaked with the rain.
She had been small for her age and the tired clothes had hung from bony
shoulders to stop short above scabby knees.
Further on a few of the shacks had tumbled right away and a tangle of weeds
and stunted scrub bedded into the lantana which covered old, curling shoes, rusty
corrugated iron and tins, scarred fencing posts, cane chairs once tied together
with string, broken bottles, dreams and old quarrels.
"Lantana," Mavis half muttered and with a smooth hand reached into the
thicket for the small stiff leaves, the baubles of mauve and yellowish flowers. She
crushed, crushing it hard, extracting the acrid tart smell of it and extracting more.
"Lantana" her voice was now singsong.
Once she had tried to make a nest in it as it spread noxious, though not
unsightly, in the overgrown bit of land at the back of the house. She had wanted
a secret place to make a secret garden and only in the lantana bush could she be
concealed from view. The garden had not flourished, the few plants had dried
then withered in the scalding haze of heat, despite the jam tins of water she had
faithfully filled and carried to the sour soil.
After Jeannie ran away she had been taken from school. Put to work in a cafe
frequented by truck drivers on long interstate hauls, she, too, had seen the
enchanted road to some cloudy freedom . . . but it had only curved for a hundred
miles to confront her again with living, and the city had swallowed her Uke a
glacier relentlessly following a preordained path.
Sunday morning passed into midday. A half terror caked on her Ups as Mavis
shrugged off those years which had sawed into her marrow with serrated teeth.
"What the hell am I doing here?"
Then she began to dread something she might be incapable of understanding.
She kicked savagely into the niched rubber of an old tyre, then suddenly threw
back her head and laughed. She fairly shrieked, then gradually the bubbling
sounds from her throat quietened.
As still as a statue, a small girl in a mealy-fawn dress of washed out cotton
stood pickled by the shadows thrown out carelessly by the lantana. She had pale,
banana-coloured skin and sooty patches darkened the knowing eyes. Held wet in
her mouth was a strand of sucked hair.
Mavis spread one hand to her mouth and smelt the cloying ugliness of the
crushed weed.
Frightened, a blown leaf in a high wind, the child began to rock solemnly on
one ankle then darted, a shimmer of fair hair and mottled limbs, out of sight.
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Natalie Scott

RETURN

The room smelled of dust, dust that had been brushed, beaten and swept from the
floor and the furniture and the walls, so that the room was left hollow and the
walls leaned in towards, and the curtains billowed inwards, reaching for her
hands. "You must do something about it," said her ridiculous shoes, and they
carried her, pattering, through the narrowing doorway to the landing.
The bannister curved and coiled below her, Uke the writhing strands of a
python in summer, flowing and rippling smoothly from hands that caressed, and
tapped and slid down its length. The deep pile of the treads clung to her ankles,
seeking for their lost dust, dust that had been beaten, swept and brushed from
them.
It was cleaner and cooler in the hallway, where the brooms had not yet invaded
and the dust could rise with each hesitant step; but the absurd shoes carried her
through the doorway, though she asserted herself enough to close the door firmly
behind her, as firmly as she had shut the door to the lower rooms of her mind.
She would live in the attic of her mind, she thought, or on the roof if they pursued
her, but she would never open the way to those lower rooms where fear and
memory waited to trap her. There was safety on the roof where floods and fires
could not reach, and where she could lie unthinking under the bold sky of day or
the secret sky of night.
Yes, the sky rejected thought, and she rejected thought.
The preposterous shoes went tittupping down the steps, stumbling down the
gravelled path to dance along the quiet path to the creek. They had been designed
for a debutante to wear and to skim over their own reflections on the mirror of
a ballroom floor; they should have answered to the pull of sturdier black shoes
that drew them whirling and dipping in conventional dance; but a gipsy had
touched them with a long, brown finger, and they danced down the creek path.
Leaves spun before her, and motes flickered past her lifted hands, till she came
to the creek bank where the sunlight fell in shifting tiger movements, and she
became as fluid as a great cat that slid between the bushes. The heat and the
chill of the day poured over her, seeping through her skin till her hands flickered
gold and brown and icy-white and black as they cupped to catch a falling leaf.
"I cannot think any more," she thought. "Only see and touch. I cannot hear
any more; sound can only reach me through my hands and my feet and my hair."
And her hair fell forward and heard the heatbeats of a butterfly, and her hands
caught the violin-ripple of the creek as it played with its stone toys; and her feet
stayed still.
Shadows sank deeply through her quiet pool that lay scooped from the hurry
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of the main stream, and she sat on a rock among the grass that grew so thickly
there. In the attic of her mind she flirted with a wonder that the grass grew
thicker there than anywhere else on the creekbank, but she pushed the thought
across the sill and closed the window. She was strong, stronger than thought; she
held the key to all power, the control of thought, the power of Ufe or death to
thoughts. She controlled the world, because the world was only a thought.
The gipsy-debutante shoes were hidden now, deep in the covering grass, and
she could not hear them if they tried to dictate to her. Her fingers led her now,
slim and glowing in the sun, thick and frightened in the shadows. They picked up
a small flat stone, juggled it so that it danced in the stripes and flecks that
made the world, then they jerked it across the smooth skin of the pool with the
remembered magic of young brothers.
The stone skipped and skipped as the shoes had done, then faltered and sank,
and rings waltzed out from its grave, rings that bounced and sank and bounced
again where they touched the bank, but where they surged to the stream of the
creek they slid smoothly into that incestuous embrace. And the creek sang. She
covered her ears so that she could not hear the song and it crept through her
fingers and her hair and her skin.
"I live with gipsies," she thought dimly. "Gipsies in the stones and the creek
and on my feet." The thought came stronger, and spread down to her curling
brown fingers, down to the twitching toes in the gipsy shoes, down to the tangUng
ends of her hair and down her throbbing frightened throat to her chest. She would
not think. But here was a thought and she could not push it out. Her throat
swelled against her straining fingers, and the thought slid through to her chest and
pushed and thumped against her ribs. "My chest wiU fly apart," she thought, and
another thought sUd along the path of the first.
"I am lost," she screamed. "Weak, not strong; weak and lost," and she turned
and retched and retched until her thoughts fell among the grass in a thin pool of
vomit, and she lay drained and empty beside them.
There was no thought in her as she returned to the house; no thought, no
feeling, no strength; she was like the dust of the house, beaten and swept and
brushed out of existence. Nothing mattered any more; nothing existed. She had
no hands to hold to the bannister, no feet to climb the regal winding stairs; there
were no stairs; there was nothing. She floated back to the room that could not
exist, because nothing existed. She sat in the brushed and dusted chair that could
not exist, and denied her own existence.
There were no waUs, now, to lean in on her, close over her; waUs did not exist
now; she had retched them out with her vomit and they lay among the grass on
the creekbank. Strange. Perhaps one day a whole house, a whole land or a whole
world would rise again out of the stench she had thrown up, and that was quite
logical when a world was a stench. She could smeU it now and tried to deny it,
because to admit the smell was to admit an existence and there was no existence.
The smallest whisper of a wind pushed a curtain against her sleeping arm, and
the whisper shouted and shrieked and screamed as existence rocked and tumbled
and fell back to its old familiar horror around her.
And with existence came thought. Thought, aU the thoughts of her life, of the
whole world, were centred in one page of a letter, in one boldly scrawled sentence
. . . "I expect to arrive home about three o'clock on Tuesday afternoon . . ." He
expected to arrive, and would arrive, and with him would arrive his own world
that she had been able to escape for a month. This house was the summit of his
world, but without him it had ahnost been aUowed to become hers. Almost, but
never quite; but there had been the wind and the trees and the skies; without her
husband, these had been hers, aU hers, and now they would become his possessions
again, as would she.
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Except the sky. The sky could never belong to this earthy man, this man of
earth. She must call to the sky to rescue her from the earth and from the man of
earth; and the sky would close in to a cloud to fold her and hide her.
She giggled as a thought went trickling through her fingers: "I can't write the
conventional note to leave on the conventional pincushion before I step into the
sky; conventions and notes and pincushions belong to his world, and he must find
them; I wiU not make them for him, concern myself with them. I have no pincushions because I have no pins, and I have no notes, no conventions because I
am nothing and nothing has nothing."
It was a taU spreading house, ornate and confident, Uke a fat and wealthy
matron complacent in her velvets and diamonds. Attic windows ranged round the
soaring roof Uke a tiara, each with its own arrogant wide sill. The sill was as
white as a cloud, a small afternoon cloud, but it was hard and bit into the calves
of her legs as she leaned out and reached back and up to choose her own cloud.
But the hard blue sky rejected her, drew away from her, leaving only the hot
sunlight that pushed at her with searing strong hands tUl she feU gasping on the
attic floor.
For a moment she lay where she fell, then standing with head averted from
her jilting lover she drew down the blind of the window, so that the driver of the
car that wound through the hills would have seen the tiara sitting askew on the
matron's head. But the driver saw only the road with its flickering patterns as the
road was a warming part of the possessions that possessed him. The car, the road,
the hill, the trees, the house that slid between the trees, aU were his and waiting
to welcome. And the woman would be there too, as beautiful as any of his other
possessions, and he would possess her, possess her entirely. Always she had eluded
complete enslavement, but no longer. He was stronger now, richer and stronger.
By God, she was his! And he'd have no more nonsense!
The car accelerated under the pressure of his vehemence and gravel scattered
to the shelter of the porch. The perfect servants of his possession opened the door
in greeting and stood in the perfection of their greeting; and the woman paused
at the top of the staircase, one golden hand on the living gleam of the bannister,
the flame of her hair piled high above her golden face and her shadowed dress
and the deep blue cold of her eyes. The woman stood at the top of the stairs, and
her perfect sheU moved slowly down and round the curve to submit her perfect
greeting.
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John McLaren

END OF THE LESSON

Jane paused a moment as she reached the end of the trees. The sun beat down
on the road ahead, and on the town spreading below her. Behind aU was cool,
and the great trunks soared up to hold an umbrella against the heat. The path
winding amongst them was brown and comfortable to her feet, and she wanted to
coUect her breath before she went down to the hard grey path that led into the
town.
She remembered how she had shrunk from the bush when she had first come
with her family to the mill three years before. Cold and forbidding, it had
clustered around the Uttle clearing with its unpainted huts, and the puffing and
whining monster in the centre which spewed out the frail white planks into the
hands of the stackers.
She liked to hide behind the piles of timber and v/atch her father working at
his bench, guiding the raw logs along the whirring blade, tugging them back,
turning them for another cut, bending and hauling without stop until the great
log had vanished. But if he saw Jane there he would shout at her to go home,
and the other men would turn and look at her, and no more work would be
done until they saw her scampering across the fields to her house, where her
mother would be out looking for her, ready to scold her for running away with
aU the work stiU to do.
So she had made up stories of her own, and she would still go off to the edge
of the bush to act them over to herself. The other people at the mill were older,
and had no children, or were young men who drank and sang and frightened her
on Saturday nights. Once one of them, a tall gentle boy, younger than the rest,
who came from northern Europe and spoke little with the others, asked her to
come for a walk with him one evening, but she had shrunk away and then run.
For nights she dreamt of his hard hands reaching for her, and woke without
knowing whether the sweat was from fear or curiosity.
GraduaUy she had come to know the bush, to see the variety of colours behind
its sombre grey, to know where to look for the nodding orchids or the frail wild
peas, to track the wombat to its hole and foUow the yellow robin to its nest. But
these things she kept to herself, not liking to get up with the others who Uked to
impress teachers with their knowledge of the wild things around them.
Other things, too, she kept to herself, when the girls gathered in Uttle knots
in the playground, and the little ones listened with widened eyes while the older
ones held forth with affected bravado about the doings behind the picture theatre
on Samrday nights. Jane listened, but she kept to herself her knowledge of the
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rippling muscles on men's backs as they worked, and her memory of two deep
eyes gazing at her with loneliness and longing.
These thoughts cleared as she saw the school in front of her. She could see
Mr SouthweU bending about his work in the garden, and she burst into a run.
But as she reached the gate, she paused again, uncertain whether to go on.
Roy Southwell had just straightened up from trimming a rosebush when he
saw Jane at the gate. "Hello, I thought you'd be down at the swimming pool
today. You don't want to waste your weekends at school, you know."
Jane coloured. "Oh, I was just passing, and I thought I'd have a look at what
you're doing. You've got the garden looking real beaut since you've come."
Roy looked criticaUy at the bush he was trimming, wondering whether it
needed to be cut back hard or whether it should be let go for another year.
"Do you think so? I think it stiU looks a bit bare."
"WeU," Jane thought for a moment, "it could do with more colour in it. Why
don't you plant stocks and zinnias and things?"
"And who do you think's going to water them during the holidays?"
"Oh, I would, Mr SouthweU."
Roy looked up. Yes, she probably would. She was a funny kid. Never said
much in class, but her work was streets ahead of anyone else. She had imagination, too.
"Oh, weU, that's enough for today. It's too hot for any more, anyway. I think
I'U go down the river for a dip."
"Can I come too? I've got my togs," Jane asked.
"If you like. But don't expect me to look after you if you decide to drown
yourself. Just remember, I'm off duty."
Roy felt very self-conscious with Jane beside him. He hadn't noticed before,
but she was already a young adult. At the school she had been bubbling over
with schoolgirl enthusiasm and charm, but now she was drawn into herself,
assured, almost possessive. She bowed gracefuly to passers-by, and chattered
lightly with him of the inadequacy of the shops they passed. By the time they
reached the swimming pool, he was almost exhausted.
Then the schoolgirl reasserted herself. Roy was already in the water when
Jane came out of the dressing shed, and paused a moment to search for him from
the bank. Then, with a whoop, she was in beside him, bobbing and tossing and
splashing Uke a small paddle steamer.
By and by she wore out her energy, and floated lazily beside him.
"Golly, it's nice and cool, isn't it?" She was drifting lazily with the stream,
while above her the gum leaves brushed the clouds, and the sun filtering through
fiUed her body with warmth against the clean wash of the river. She rolled over
and fell through the brown depths to the bottom, then she thrust upwards again,
bringing back a piece of quartz to the surface with her.
"What is it? Look at those lines of red on it. They looked much more shiny
under water."
Roy turned the stone over in his hand. It was white quartz, with a limestone
intrusion, worn smooth by the years in the bed of the river. "That was one kind
of stone they used to find gold in. But I'm afraid that was aU finished years ago."
"I'U take it home and put it in my coUection. It might be a good luck omen."
When they had finished their swim, Roy wandered off down stream, and Jane
came with him. He didn't like the crowded park at the swimming spot, where he
felt that everyone was watching him. Usually he brought a book with him, and
found some shady tree where he could read undisturbed, until drowsiness overcame him, and he dozed off to the background of cries and laughter from the
swimmers up the bank.
Jane sat by while Roy read. She had a sketch book with her and she started
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to sketch his head. Her pencU traced the curl of brown hair, tinged with red by the
sun, lifting back from his forehead. She let the pencil faU, and dreamed with her
eyes over the neck slumped between angular shoulder blades, the thin, smooth
side, the long legs carelessly flung over the sand. A drop of water ran down his
neck and out onto his shoulder, where it stopped a moment, ran on, and dried up.
She raised her eyes to find him gazing into them. They both coloured, and Roy
shuffled up into a sitting position.
"What are you doing next year, Jane?" The question seemed awkward, irrelevant, but he pressed on with it, anything to fiU the blank of thoughts that ran
away with themselves. "You're coming back?"
"I don't know yet. Mum wants me to get a job, but I'd like to come back and
get my Inter at least."
"You ought to stay on to Leaving and become a teacher. You've got the
abiUty."
"Perhaps." Jane scratched a hole in the sand with her big toe. "I'd Uke to.
But we need the money to keep the little ones at school."
The conversation paused again. Roy looked up. Jane was hunched forward,
hugging her knees. Her hair feU down over her face, and she pushed it away with
a quick toss of her head. Her bathers curved forward in the soft shape of young
womanhood, and Roy found his eyes foUowing the shadow down behind the loose
bodice. But still, she looked very young, very fragUe. The future beauty already
showing through the leaves of the young flower. He couldn't bear the thought of
her hiding it away in one of the local shops, learning to use it with the other
young things on street corners at night.
He stirred uneasily. Mustn't get thoughts like that, or I'U be getting myself
into trouble. But his eyes again returned to where she sat, to the white shapely
legs, the proud lift of her neck as she now gazed out over the quiet river.
"Do you think you could speak to Mum? You could make her understand."
Roy quailed at the thought. He knew Mrs Munro, a big bustling woman who
knew her own business and expected everybody else to leave her alone to mind
it, and theirs as weU. Not the woman to cross with suggestions about her
daughter's future.
"If you think it would make any difference, I'U see what I can do. But let's
change the subject. Your mother frightens me."
They talked inconsequentially of the town, the past, the future, everything
except what they were thinking. Words flowed easily on, like the lazy river,
covering the rocks and whirlpools beneath. Roy felt completely relaxed in Jane's
company. He forgot of her as a schoolgirl, saw her only as a person he could
talk to, on whom he could release his pent up feeUngs of frustration and boredom,
his irritation with the town and his hopes of the future.
Jane lived her dreams in Roy's company. As she talked, she saw the town
disappear, and found herself amid great shops and beautiful clothes. She told
him her dreams of dances and balls, and days spent in the dedicated task of
teaching the poor in a little slum school she would make beautiful just by her
will power. Roy smiled at her innocence, and believed in her power. The details
might change but the transformation must occur.
In aU these dreams, Roy was by her. She thought of him as the protector who
would sweep the obstacles from her path and take her to her life's work. She
would never be on his plane, but she would worship him from below, and from
her little slum school she would foUow his high example. As token of her devotion,
she offered her poems to him.
Beneath the great spreading gums, the poems Uved as little sparks of the youth
and eagerness which had produced them. Roy Ustened as Jane read them slowly
aloud, and the words took fire and danced through his brain. They talked of other
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poets, of Burns and Keats, and of his favourite, SheUey, who had burned with
the same zeal to rebuUd the world which Roy had thought dead in him until he
saw it mirrored in Jane. For a moment he thought that he did have it in him to
make something of life. Suddenly, he drew her to him in a long embrace and a
clean kiss.
"You're so good, so aUve. I'm sorry, I couldn't help myself." The words
stumbled out in embarrassed incoherence, but underneath his body felt drained,
contented.
Jane woke to a life she had only seen vaguely in her greatest dreams. The
rough warmth of his lips and his body close to her sent her heart racing madly
to the skies. She lay back in the late sun, eyes closed, too happy to move, while
aU sounds retreated to a great distance.
Roy stood looking at her a moment, then suddenly remembered who he was.
Grabbing his towel and book, he was off. Jane let him go, then foUowed at a
distance. Her bare toes scrabbled joyfully in the sand, and her body sang in
answer to the sun.
The unpainted house by the mill looked warm and homely as she bounded up
the steps, flinging her towel over the line as she passed. She had a sleepout on
the verandah, and as she changed her eyes ran over her Uttle shelf of books. Some
day she would have a great library, and all the wealth of its learning would be
hers. On the desk was the book Roy had lent her, the poems of Shelley. She
opened it, but she didn't read. Some day, she would see Shelley's woods and
meadows for herself. But today she knew what made his spirit live, even on this
strange foreign shore. Today she understood him.
Her mother was waiting for her in the kitchen. "Where have you been all the
morning? Out again with that young no-hoper of a school teacher?"
"What do you mean, out again? I just saw him down swimming."
"Just saw him! And what do you mean by just seeing him? I don't know
what's got into you, gallivanting all over the countryside while I'm slaving here
over keeping you fed and clothed. What do you think we send you to school
for—to drag our name into the mud? Well you've had your chance and lost it.
We gave you the chance to get your proficiency and get yourself a good job, and
this is all the return we get. I'm ashamed to walk down the street. My own
daughter, and everyone in town knows about it before I do."
"Knows about what?"
"Knows about your goings on, that's what. A schoolteacher—just because we're
not good enough for him, he reckons he can do what he likes with our girls. Well,
you're not going near him again."
Jane wanted to rush out and hide in the deepest guUy in the bush, but she was
going to tell her mother first.
"What do you mean, not go near him? He's the only one who can help me get
through my work—he makes it all seem so easy, and so . . . so real. What's wrong
with him?" Jane broke into sobs, but still kept to her point. "Why don't you want
me to get on? Just because you're going to spend your life here, is that any reason
why I should?"
"Now don't you try to answer me back. I'm teUing you now, you're finished,
and on Monday you can go down and start in that job Blakes have been advertising in their sewing room."
"The sewing room—Blakes?" Jane stood up slowly and walked out of the
room, not hearing her mother running on, not thinking of the dinner she was
missing, just seeing the sewing room at Blakes, and aU the cheeky faced girls
sitting there, giggling at the great brain who had to learn from them now. She
thought of some of the stories they used to tell about after the pictures, while even
they were stiU at school, and then she thought again of Roy. He would be able to
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teU her what to do. He was the only one who understood why she had to get
away from this place.
Roy was out when she caUed at his boarding house, and his landlady indicated
that it was a good thing that he was out, and that she didn't mind much if he
stayed out forever. "If you asked me, he won't want to stay around here much
longer, for the good of his own health. And I know where you'd be staymg, young
lady, if you were mine. Right over my knee." She slammed the door, leaving Jane
lost on the doorstep.
She had to see him. She couldn't understand why her mother had suddenly
turned on her. She knew that she was always busy, but why did she want to make
her go to Blakes, among aU those horrible girls. Anyway, she had agreed to let
her have this year at school—what had made her change her mind? But Mr Southwell would be able to explain. Roy—she wished she could use his proper name.
It had such a nice sound, but manly at the same time.
Then she saw him by the bridge. He was standing with his back to her, looking
down at the river.
"Excuse me, Mr SouthweU."
Roy swung around as if the dead had spoken to him.
"Mr SouthweU, I hear you're leaving." Her restraint broke, and her words
poured out in a rush. "Oh, sir, couldn't you take me with you? I'd do anything,
but I've got to get away from here . . . ."
"You stupid little bitch." Roy was livid. "Isn't it enough that you've ruined
my career with your tales? Now you have to stop me in the middle of the main
street and finish things properly. Get back to the huts you belong in, and don't
try to mess me up any more with your pretty schemes."
Jane watched him go. She watched the broad shoulders, and the steady swing
of the arms. She remembered the deep resonance of his voice, and the brown
eyes which seemed to hold the wisdom of the world.
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OLD MAN WITH FLOWERS
Four years ago he fences this aUotment, his fingers were wire.
Now, from the window he makes jokes about the neighbours,
and looks away from his body, it is past mentioning.
The sinews of his inheritance, and the white paddocks
that he claimed and cultivated, opening them like flowers
under the light of his sun, have all been found
and followed over. He is suffused with afterwards.
Watching the news, in his corner, he sees the deUberate petals
unfold the corolla at the centre of each day's surprise
and is reassured: he can see through change, through to the
everywhere he himself defined. His skin is rough with sunlight.
His hands are furrows and dried waterways; and when he speaks
he knows he has the cadence of all the seasons.
But his voice is his own stranger; and no one is listening.
THOMAS W. SHAPCOTT
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FANTASY OF VERSES FROM I KINGS, 18
And Elijah said unto Ahab, Get thee up, eat and drink; for there
is a sound of abundance of rain . . . Go up now, look toward the sea . . .
I hear the gentle music
sinuous as rain,
my waiting senses burn,
though has anything but us
remained alive
for God to save?
Yet when it drifts about us
and combs the hair of sand,
although so long confined,
a whole new generation
of our growth
shaU turn beneath.

Now, O Lord Almighty,
simple hope should not
—I earnestly submit—
be disappointed. Send,
if you please,
floods like disease;
rake the seeds of patience
with savage rains to claw
through that fuU placenta,
drag the world from hiding
into a new
more painful flow.

Secretly I hear a sound;
in myself I struggle up
taU on the taUest scarp
of this my exaltation;
let nerves interpret
the singing spirit.
My voice breaks through rapture
Look to the sea. Listen;
the winds already moisten.
I hear the gentle music,
this is divine
to speak the rain.

RODNEY
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HALL

I understand my function,
dead of thirst, obey
and look toward the sea,
climb the track and laugh
/ was right was right
it rasps my throat
We're dead up here, we two;
Uke eggs, the rocks have cracked
at eternity's neglect
there's nothing here. Such wit
in Him, that God
creates the void.
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THE SINGLE CRY
If we lived here all summer
with the river under our windows
and the swaUows from Hang Chow
looping across the water . . .
would we write poems, would novels
stream from our pens, would the puppets
from our plays jerk on the front lawn
under the wattle pods, cracking and splitting open
Or, sometimes, at first light,
would we climb from our iron bedstead
in dressing gowns, and sit at the windows
feeling the river, rising and dark,
at the end of the garden,
hear the fuchsias open in the dew
under the leaking tank stand,
the leaves move on the walls,
the clock without hands
tick under the blue convolvulus . . .
Our arms wrapped round each other,
trembling at the open windows
Uke ancient shadows . . .
the batteries run down,
the typewriters silent,
would we go to our unremembered graves
in the Pinjarra churchyard,
under the muUioned windows,
without a single cry . . . .
DOROTHY HEWETT
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THE GREEN PARK BENCH
I
A week ago I lay on a grey plank bridge
dropping brown breadcrumbs
into a pool of white swans wings
that bobbed on breathes of water round the poles.
Under a brilUance of autumn fire
I saw four people on a green park bench,
two laughing boys and a dark Italian girl
with eyes as warm as the molten brown
waves of whispering leaves beneath my feet
and hair that dripped with gold
from the evening squashed across the white wash sky,
and seated at the end a long thin youth
whose deep and brooding eyes burned with the stain
of sun and moonUght through the cluttered leaves,
carving from a piece of broken bough
the figure of a woman
and, as he shaped it gently in his hands,
chipped and cut into the clean white wood
he sometimes glanced up quickly at the girl,
the dark ItaUan girl with glowing hair.
She turned towards the boy
and took the bough,
laughed as she held it to the Ught
and turned it slowly in her long fine hands
and the others,
laughing,
joined her in her laughter
until the evening echoed with their careless voices.
While the lean youth
sat and watched them
and smUed
an inward secret smile
in which the silence slowly rippled out
across the laughter.
And all the park went still.
A squirrel, coughing, clasped his nervous claws,
disturbed the tranquil shadows in the trees,
chattered at the four, who stood and stretched
and walked together down beneath the ebns
along the peaceful tracks that intertwined
untU I lost their laughter and the night
drifted with the wind across the lake.
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Today, again, I lay upon the bridge,
listening to the lapping catspaw winds
murmur through the gaps between the planks,
leant with my shoulder propped against the rail
and shook the breadcrumbs from the open paper
to the seaguUs as they strutted on the bank
and saw the headlines stark across the page.
The dark Italian girl who laughed last week,
talked and flirted on the green park bench,
no longer laughed around the glinting blade
that pierced her throat
more lovingly than wood,
nor would her black hair sheen in autumn Ught
since water had fondled the tresses
in its hands and stretched
the fine threads dankly from her flesh.
And suddenly the night froze into crystal,
the water petrified to uncut stone.
Beyond the moonlight frosted on the pool
the green park bench lurked empty.
Overhead a giant moreton fig
etched its outline darker than the sky
and, as I thought of that tranquil day last week,
the icy shadows seemed in that deserted park
to tremor the carefree banter of the boys,
the youthful laughter of the brown fleshed girl,
and a silence, cold as the silence
the long haired youth kept secret in his heart
congealed and chilled around the green park bench.
PETER G. WOOLCOCK

ON HOLIDAY
If they should leap beneath the waves
With wUd child laughter
And become mermaids
Where we gather the beautiful stones of Augusta,
Will they come back once when lonely
And embrace us with such love
That we will cease to pace the sands forever.
And be immortal too?
MERV LILLEY
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ON VISITING THE WAR CEMETERYKRANGE
We stopped the car when passing-by
There was shade, the way was hot
The green hiUside sleeps now under a tropic sky
No bird wakes nor stridulous insect caUs
The buried dead from self-forgetful inattention
Others absent from the grave parade
Like names below a photograph
recaU the unremembered
Their characters are deeply graved
In monumental cenotaphs
Gilding the glory of their name
A word—a wasted breath
Unheard the silent syUables intone
Eternal rest undying fame
For petrified heads of spectral stone
Engraved forget-me-nots
DAVID

AMBROSE

WRECKED SCHOONER
SpUt ends of timbers.
Huge rusty nails, and a few barnacles, clinging dead.
Are aU the data
The sand has not aboUshed.
Last year the sand was lower.
The garboard strakes exposed. Sea swirled
Among them, and barnacles and seaweed
Glistening green and black
Covered the wet timber
(Like stubble and sores
On the face of a tramp).
Now, eroded bones. Assimilation
Is well advanced.
The passage of time
Has ceased to be relevant.
HAL COLEBATCH
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KIMBERLEY CHILD
When I watch the mob move slowly through a gap that's a gate in the range,
I see them fan out, circUng round to find where the picking's best—
It's like pictures of crowds I've seen in a book, filling a circus tent.
There's never a circus in the far far North, though I've made up one for myself.
At night in bed with a kneed-up tent, I can see it aU over again.
Especially played when it's still and black, and the land's expecting its Wet.
The lightning leaps Uke an acrobat, foUowed by tumbling clowns
With roaring bumbling rumbling voices, loose in their open mouths.
Then it's quiet again tUl a crack like a whip begins another act—
In the rushing wind you can feel the sweep of circus horses pass.
Rocking around to a swinging tune, making the audience gasp
To see beautiful girls standing up, swishing their silver skirts.
Acrobat leap—enormous crash! The lions are almost here!!
Snapping and yowling, with lumbering elephants rolling the cage along.
And soon the crowd begins to howl—and bite off its breath in its mouth.
Watching a man put in his head and dare the lion to crunch.
It's all too much—so dangerous and mad—I have to shut my eyes.
They're hurting with colour and flickering shapes in the tent above my knees.
Terrific! Terrific!! The acrobat's leap has dazzled them aU, and the clowns
Are clashed together in one last fling, before I close my eyes
And hear the people begin to clap—and clap, with a rising cheer
That runs together like thrashing rain washing me into sleep.
Leaving the circus, my knee-high dream—^my circus up in the sky.
DORRIT

HUNT

THE BARBER
(For Ian Mudie)

If he had snipped a lock from Bradman's brow.
Or trimmed the eyebrows of a footbaU star
He might have placed a plaque. There's nothing now;
Not even the faint reek of your cigar.
Nor laudatory leaf from gum-tree bough.
Perhaps he didn't know, so let's be fair.
How could he hang a plaque unless he knew
A nation's spokesman occupied his chair
That sunny morning in Dalwallinu
He flicked his scissors through a poet's hair?
O. D.
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V^ATCHING SIR HENRY BOLTE
HE VICTORIAN PREMIER
APPEARING ON TELEVISION
^FTER THE PREMIERS' CONFERENCE

I lubricated face—Uke a sly farmer's—moon-luminous, blue-grey,
:vitating, fiUing the convex rectangle: its own narrowed eyes
eer sideways at my darkened bookshelf. The shrewd, duU words
irn finally to the thin, broken whir of a faulty air-conditioner,
n iU wind carried fitfuUy a body's width to where both my feet
ounce on the carpet.

lis head (or has the head changed now?) swims on a choppy sea, out of focus,
'ashed by the waves of my wavering vision to a fearful anonymity—
five-cent, faceless coin enlarged and shining in a subsea Ught!

ibove the carpet's shaded, haystack texture, above the hard, nailed boards of the floor
-helped by the brick piers and by the concrete footings—^the brick waUs, the wood, the glass,
the whole weight
f the house with its furniture, the set that joins the jowls and the voice
ere in my living-room, aU hover imperceptibly on a long cushion of air,
isulated from the bUndfolded, seeking earth.

leUy-down, I crawled under the floorline today and saw
le faUow ground, minutely grooved,
tiU sent up ghostly shoots!
ALEXANDER

CRAIG
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LOST CHILD
I touch the thought of a chUd
as I would her face;
then, less than a thought, she is gone
from my landscape.
Just as she vanishes,
an image forms:
Ught moving on water
and wind over sand.
Elusive as Ught and wind,
her presence drifts
out of lost time towards
a far eclipse.
She is gone, and still I leave
a door unlatched
and a window open should
she come as I slept.
Over my sleep a desolate
darkness blows;
over each day's meridian
a cold, ecliptic shadow.
MARGARET
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Hal Colebatch

OUT OF THE GHETTO
Some thoughts on the position of science-fiction in relation to the total body of contemporary fictional writing.
Kingsley Amis notwithstanding, science-fiction since its recognition has been
generally regarded by detached critics as "ghetto" literature, on a par with such
other sub-cultural growths as the mystery, the western or the light romance.
It is popularly regarded by the body of critics who, when they mention it at
all, display a self-confident ignorance they could hardly be imagined parading in
any other field, as something easUy recognised, and from a Uterary point of view,
as something wholly disreputable.
Ray Bradbury is occasionaUy mentioned as being "gifted" (they have dimly
heard of Ray Bradbury), and in a recent issue of a famous British news magazine
I read a reviewer's surprise and delight at discovering a novel by the brilUant new
science-fiction writer C. M. Kombluth. C. M. Kornbluth has now been dead quite
a few years.
ActuaUy, the walls of science-fiction's ghetto have been considerably lower in
Britain than in its true homeland, the United States, and in both countries have
been largely erected from within. From Britain have come a number of books of
major importance which are dependent for their plots, and in some cases their
themes, on fantasy or science-fiction situations. The most obvious examples are
Huxley's "Brave New World", OrweU's "1984" and "Animal Farm" and Golding's
"Lord Of The Flies", "The Inheritors" and "Pincher Martin". An even more
obviously science-fictional book is Golding's lesser-known play "The Brass Butterfly".
Do these books lie in some no-man's-land between science-fiction and "mainstream" literature? And anyway, what IS science-fiction, exactly?
To answer both these questions I think it is important to take a necessarily
brief and impressionistic look at science-fiction's twisted pedigree, and its split,
whether real or fancied, from the mainstream of creative writing.
The forerunners of modern science-fiction are generaUy held to be Jules Verne
and H. G. WeUs. Verne, at least in translation, wrote in a shockingly bad style,
his science, even by the standards of his day, was rubbish and his characterisation
not much better. Somehow he was puUed through by the sheer vigour of his
imagination and by the exceUent construction and pace of his plots. WeUs wrote
most of his science-fiction (or "scientific romances") in the early years of his
career, but his stories even then were concerned with the Human Condition, if
only by implication. Though a scientist by training, he sidestepped scientific and
technological problems in his stories, and like Verne, though for different reasons,
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his characters remained completely undeveloped. A notable feature of these early
Wells stories is their taste for the gruesome, and at least one, "The Cone", might
turn a few stomachs queasy even today.
Haggard and Doyle should also be mentioned here. Haggard at least, as Henry
Miller has pointed out, achieving in "She" an imaginative romance of heroic
proportions. But the next major development in the field came from America in
the Twenties. Its mover was Hugo Gernsback, who is generally credited with
inventing the term science-fiction, and with publishing the first regular science
fiction magazine. The chief readership seems to have been schoolboys, coUege
students and technicians. The overriding interest was with scientific gadgetry, and
the literary level was generally very low. American science-fiction readers buUt
the walls of their ghetto with gusto, forming a myriad of clubs and conventions,
and filling letters columns in the commercial magazines and the whole space
of privately produced review magazines with a jargon almost incomprehensible
to the newcomer. Some of this flavour can be detected in the most important
Australian review at present being published: "The Australian Science Fiction
Review", as well as in others of rather spasmodic existence.
During the thirties, forties and fifties the situation remained fairly stable, though
some writers steadily improved, and the volume published waxed and waned.
Criticism from within was certainly merciless. From Theodore Sturgeon, one of
the best of these Americans, came Sturgeon's law, a bowdlerised version of which
runs: "Ninety Per Cent Of Everything Written Is Rubbish." Popular scientists,
such as Isaac Asimov, achieved considerable literacy, though within the ghetto
anyone with notable talent for writing stood out so far above the run of hacks
and technicians that he was likely to be vastly overpraised by followers. Even a
little execrable verse appeared.
The latest stage of development has come from Britain, where the waUs of the
ghetto have never been so well built (note the widespread popularity of John
Wyndham, Arthur C. Clarke and Nigel Kneale). Its prophet was the locallybanned William Burroughs ("Nova Express", "Naked Lunch", "The Ticket that
Exploded"), its most brilliant son the psychological surrealist J. G. Ballard.
Ballard is well-known for his remark that "inner-space" should be the true province of science-fiction, and for the aphorism "The Only Truly Alien Planet Is
Earth".
Both Ballard and Burroughs have renounced the science-fiction conventions.
I have not seen enough of Burroughs's writing to be able to comment on it, but
most of BaUard's earlier work is now available in Perth. His collection of short
stories "The Terminal Beach" and his three main novels "The Drowned World",
"The Drought", and "The Crystal World" are evidence of an amazingly versatUe
and gifted mind, coupled with an extraordinary ability to write. The literary
ancestors (though tracing the influences acting on so original a writer is fraught
with danger) appear to be not Verne, Wells or Doyle, but Conrad, Kafka, Graham
Greene and T. S. Eliot.
With Ballard the space-flight story, once science-fiction's staple, has almost
vanished except for its psychological implications. A recent collection of reviews
by him in The Times Literary Supplement was entitled "Where Have All The
Spaceships Gone?" A large number of other writers, many very young indeed, are
now foUowing his path in Michael Moorecock's courageous magazine "New
Worlds", which calls itself not "Science Fiction" but "Speculative Fiction". The
new "New Worlds" (it has undergone some changes in format) is an extremely
intellectually up-to-date publication, existing in the millieu of mind-expanding
drugs and sensations, electronic music and "Total Experience". It looks to the
existentialists, to Brecht and the absurdists, and to meaningful comment of social
problems and human relations. It attempts to fulfil a genuinely predictive function,
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but its predictions confined more to sociology than to gadgets. Often it takes itself
much too seriously. There are signs of a new set of conventions appearing in its
poUtical and philosophical attitudes, though this may be fortuitous. It falters
frequently, when too intense an inteUectual effort is needed to interpret a piece of
work, or when it lapses into the frankly incomprehensible. Nevertheless, Britain's
Arts CouncU has seen fit to subsidise it, and it seems determined to place itself
at the forefront of the London cultural and intellectual scene.
The closest American equivalent to "New Worlds" is probably "The Magazine
of Fantasy and Science Fiction", but compared to "New Worlds", "F.&S.F." is
stuck in fairly well-worn grooves.
Strangely, one of the most vivid, original and sincere of the newer American
writers, David Bunch, seems to appear mostly in "Amazing", a magazine derided
by many committed S.F. fans for purveying purely low-brow commercial trash, of
the ray-guns and Uttle-green-men-menacing-voluptuous-blondes variety.
It is also worth remembering that two of the most important writers to emerge
in Britain purely post war—Kingsley Amis and Anthony Burgess—have strong
connections with science-fiction and have written a good deal of it. Amis's book
"New Maps Of HeU" is the first, and as far as I know, only, documentation to
science-fiction to emerge in the academic field, outside the ghetto-orientated
American review magazines. Burgess's "A Clockwork Orange" is one of the best
social-satire pieces of science-fiction ever written.
But though these two write science fiction, they, and Orwell, Huxley and
Golding, are not OF science-fiction. The ghetto does not reaUy know how to
regard them, and some of its reviewers (the ghetto has some extremely inteUigent
reviewers, such as James Blish) have made fools of themselves by trying to review
them in terms of the science-fiction conventions. BaUard has suffered a similar fate,
because whUe science-fiction was probably the only outlet avaUable to him at the
beginning of his writing career, he is not really a science-fiction writer at aU, but
a surreaUst.
There have been endless attempts to define science-fiction, and a whole methodology, probably quite useless, has been set up to determine its relationship to
"Fantasy", to "Mainstream Uterature" etc. But at least in Britain these artificial
compartmentalizations seem to be rapidly disappearing.
Another factor which has contributed to the blurring of the lines between what
is science fiction and what is not, is, of course, the fact that its old King-piece,
space flight, is no longer purely a matter of prophecy. I recently saw a hard-cover
novel, "Marooned", dealing with the rescue of an astronaut from a derelict
Mercury space capsule, moved from the science-fiction shelves in a City bookshop
to the section for general fiction. A sign of the times . . . .
Yet it StiU appears that science-fiction is read, at least in Perth, far less by
writers than by say. University philosophy students, or art students at the Perth
technical school. The number of young "intellectuals" (for want of a better word)
who read science-fiction seems comparatively very large, while the number in the
same group addicted to such other types of ghetto literature as spy stories would
be much smaUer, and those addicted to thrUlers and westerns near vanishing point.
Science fiction will probably not, as some of its more enthusiastic prophets
have predicted, become the dominating Uterary form of the immediate future, but
a breakdown of the artificial barriers between it and the "mainstream" as the
final third of the twentieth century advances would doubtless be to the benefit
of the trial body of writing. It appears to be the best, indeed the only existing
source of equipment suitable for dealing fictionaUy with the coming events of
space flight and the continuing technological explosion in a way that will communicate meaningfully to a fairly wide audience.
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Chris Wallace-Crabbe

ROBERT LOWELL'S VERSIONS OF HISTORY

In relating the course of his third voyage, Lemuel Gulliver was moved to remark
that "I was chiefly disgusted with modern History". If we can say that Eliot and
Pound have been the most influential exemplars of modern poetry in English, we
may also note another striking thing about them: Americans both, emigres both,
they brought to English poetry a peculiar kind of concern with history. In the
poetry Eliot and Pound were writing in the second decade of this century, we
find various kinds of poetic shorthand used to establish, even if only in abrupt
flashes, historical contrasts and perspectives. As visitors from the New World
easily might do, they saw in vivid contrast the residual glow of older European
civilizations and the tawdry or lifeless forms of modern culture; their perspectives
were nostalgic, ironical, critical, reactionary, juxtaposing the pianola and Sappho's
lyre, Propertius and the newspapers, Shakespeare and ragtime. The past was, of
course, lost, but it could be felt to have been full, rich, vital, even in its ghostly
echoes and fragments; the present, represented by Europe or America before,
during, after the First World War, could be heard to make its demands, but its
voice was scrannel and reedy, just as its value-systems were eroded away ("My
house is a decayed house"). Pound and Eliot, in their play of contrast, echo and
montage, passed sentence on what they judged to be a modern barrenness of
spirit, and at the same time recalled the values which they might seek to revive.
This American hyperconsciousness of cultural history had indeed been recorded
weU before the rise of modernist poetry. We find it, for example, in Henry Adams.
It is observed, satirized, and manifested in Henry James' early stories. And a
primitive, grassroots form of it comes in for humorous treatment in Edward
ArUngton Robinson's poem, "Miniver Cheevy":
Miniver sighed for what was not.
And dreamed, and rested from his labours;
He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot
And Priam's neighbours.
Miniver mourned the ripe renown
That made so many a name so fragrant;
He mourned Romance, now on the town.
And Art, a vagrant.
Miniver loved the Medici,
Albeit he had never seen one;
He would have sinned incessantly
Could he have been one.
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Miniver cursed the commonplace
And eyed a khaki suit with loathing;
He missed the medieval grace
Of iron clothing.
Miniver Cheevy, born too late.
Scratched his head and kept on thinking;
Miniver coughed, and called it fate.
And kept on drinking.
With the First World War period, however, the Miniver Cheevys became
articulate. The poets did more than yearn for a lost Europe: they constructed
poems which showed, or purported to show, the relation between past and
present culture; indeed, they made the cultural history of Europe a central theme
of their poetry, at the same time as EUot in his prose looked to the relation
between "Tradition" and "the individual talent", between historical process and
individual creativity. American energy examined itself in the light of European
continuity.
Among younger modern poets, Robert LoweU is plainly one who has learned
a great deal from this strain of American poetry: from EUot, from Allen Tate,
and later from Pound. Especially in his jam-packed early poems, Lowell builds
on the assumption that cultural and historical critique is a central concern for
poetry. Thus, a cluster of three short lyrics from his first book (Land of Unlikeness, 1944) look at facets of contemporary New England in terms of its Puritan
and mercantile heritage. These three poems, "Salem", "Concord" and "Children
of Light", are bitterly critical of spiritual sterility and of the gross power of
"Mammon's unbridled industry". The character of the poetry shows that Lowell
has already learned from his seniors how to work through the concentrated,
arresting image and the sudden juxtaposition of different frames of reference.
Moral judgements are eUcited through the tight wit of
Our fathers wrung their bread from stocks and stones
And fenced their gardens with the Redman's bones;
and through the rapid transitions of
And here the pivoting searchlights probe to shock
The riotous glass houses built on rock.
Oddly, this trio of lyrics gives us three different (or three graduated?) accounts
of the history of New England. In the ironically titled "Children of Light" we
look on a land doomed from the start by the "Serpent's seeds" of Galvanism.
In "Concord" the modern world vainly seeks a tradition: the poem records a
loss of true vitality since the days of Thoreau's Walden or, taking a longer view,
since the fierce rebeUion of the Indian sachem. King Philip. In "Salem" there is
a simple deterioration displayed in the gap between the robust Yankee sailors of
yesteryear and today's old salt, knitting and woolgathering by the polluted harbour.
Temporal perspectives provide the occasion for many of these early poems
"Christmas Eve under Hooker's Statue" opens in twentieth century Boston, in a
wartime blackout, but the statue immediately intrudes, insisting on how modern
America incapsulates the America of the mid-nineteenth century. As it impinges
on the poet's consciousness, this war is no new monstrosity, only a re-enactment
of what the Civil War represented in basic human impulses. "Fighting Joe"
Hooker vaingloriously rides again, for he is not an individual bound to a unique
historical occasion, but a bronze embodiment of Mars:
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Now storm-clouds shelter Christmas, once again
Mars meets the fruitless star with open arms.
His heavy sabre flashes with the rime,
The war-god's bronzed and empty forehead forms
Anonymous machinery from raw men;
The cannon on the Common cannot stun
The blundering butcher as he rides on Time—
The barrel clinks with holly. I am cold:
I ask for bread, my father gives me mould;
The perspective is historical, but there is no such thing here as historical process.
Time is frozen like the bronze effigy of "the blundering butcher", and a voice
from the past is caUed up to bear witness to man's repetitive stupidity: "When
Chancellorsville mowed down the volunteer,/'AU wars are boyish,' Herman
MelvUle said." The poem ends with a plea for regeneration through Christ, but
the plea has a weary rhetorical air, born of nothing but desperation. The world
seems both old and perpetually childish at once. The CivU War and World
War II share a coexistence of damnation.
Randall Jarrell wrote of this early poetry,
Mr Lowell has a completely unscientific but thoroughly historical mind. It
is literary and traditional as weU; he can use the past so effectively because
he thinks so much as it did. He seems to be condemned both to read history
and to repeat it. His present contains the past—especially Rome, the late
Middle Ages, and a couple of centuries of New England—as an operative
skeleton just under the skin. (This is rare among contemporary poets, who
look at the past more as Blucher is supposed to have looked at London:
"What a city to sack!") War, trade and Jehovah march side by side through
all Mr Lowell's ages: it is the fundamental likeness of the past and present,
and not their disparity, which is insisted upon.
(Poetry and the Age, pp. 193-94)
Here, I suggest, we have the paradox. Lowell is absorbed by history, soaked in
history, fascinated by the past, but he is also walking a treadmill because his
sense of human nature is of an unchanging condition of conflict and violence.
His Rome, his France, his Massachusetts, are all vividly re-created, but they are
all in a sense the same. (I think, by the way, that Lowell is not altogether
innocent in the matter of plundering the past, grabbing what he can use.) The
natural law of the Lowell-world operates equally in all of them. Napoleon,
Aeneas, Jonathan Edwards, the Quaker sailors, all are finally emanations of the
poet, and all act out their divisions of spirit in his fierce, clangorous rhythms.
In "Mr Edwards and the Spider", for example, Edwards' hellfire preaching
looks like a ripe occasion for historical judgement from the vantage point of two
centuries later. But Lowell's voice and Edwards' flow together in their meditation
on death and torment: the apparent irony of the title is not borne out. The one
cadence serves both preacher and poet as they ask, "What are we in the hands of
the great God?" Instead of the imagination making for a retrospective distinction,
it asserts identity, fusing the present situation with that in the past. In Jarrell's
words, the speaking voice of "Mr Edwards and the Spider" works to enforce "the
fundamental likeness of the past and present".
It would be an exaggeration, however, to claim that Lowell altogether lacks a
sense of temporal process. Some kinds of social change have wrought their effect
on his imagination. In "Salem" and "In Memory of Arthur Winslow" he looks
at the way in which the Puritan ethic gave rise to powerful mercantile energies
and to the rapaciousness of capitalism. The irony which plays about Arthur
Winslow's "craft" testifies to this preoccupation,
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This Easter, Arthur Winslow, five years gone
I came to mourn you, not to praise the craft
That netted you a miUion doUars, late
Hosing out gold in Colorado's waste.
Then lost it all in Boston real estate.
for Winslow's drives are seen in context as the historical product of that resolute
craftsmanship which the Puritans brought to the service of their God:
and the faith
That made the Pilgrim Makers take a lathe
And point their wooden steeples lest the Word be dumb.
Again, in "Crossing the Alps" LoweU makes comedy out of the historical secularization of divine authority; the Pope plays out his public role, but his figure
is dwindled, anachronistic, ridiculous, against the forces that went into the making
of Rome.
But far more often, as in "The Quaker Graveyard in Nantucket", the energies
of the poetry derive from cultural paradoxes and conflicts of values, and yet the
resulting vision claims for itself universality, timelessness. "The Quaker Graveyard" brings together the Nantucket whalers and the Atlantic fleet of World
War II, an elegy for the death of a cousin and a violent rhapsody on MelviUe's
Captain Ahab, a particular cemetery on the island and the ocean as universal
graveyard and image of eternity, violence against man and violence against
nature. Much is made of the Quakers' maritime heritage, but the poem is, finaUy,
of Satire against Mankind, a horrified contemplation of man's violence and restlessness, his blank inability to read the signs of God's providence. The meaning
of Nantucket is the poem's occasion, but not its theme.
Everyone agrees that Life Studies (1959) makes a sudden break with LoweU's
earlier poetry, that his style, his forms, his central concerns change together in
these new poems. Alfred Kazin sees the development as an escape from poetic
habits which had been, at root, evasive,
. . . shaken as I was by Lord Weary's Castle, I felt that Lowell had not only
learned (or intuited) a style from reading many books, but that this same
rapid and mountainous eloquence had kept him chaste before Ufe, had saved
him from some more necessary and desperate encounter with himself.
(Contemporaries, p. 226)
and A. Alvarez defines the transition in these terms:
In Life Studies and the subsequent volume of free translations. Imitations,
both the Catholicism and the mannerism have largely disappeared. Instead
of contorting his conflicts into a kind of savage, baroque theology, he seems
now intent on expressing them more or less directly. The turning point was
Life Studies, and in that the crucial poems were a series of autobiographical
reminiscences of the figures who loomed through his childhood.
(The Shaping Spirit, new edition, 1963, p. 186)
The claim I want to make here is that in turning to "autobiography" Lowell has
come into a truer concern with historical fact and historical process than he ever
displayed in the wide-ranging panoramas of his earlier poetry. The laconic,
observant verse of Life Studies escapes from the cage of self and sees other
human beings as existing in their own right. By looking more frankly at other
people Lowell has come to see the conditions which shape them more truly.
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Rarely enough is it given to someone to write a book of poetry which is not
only good, not only influential, but which radically modifies the current sense of
what poetry can be: a book which lays open nev/ areas of territory. In the past
thirty years three books of poetry which have had such an effect come readily to
mind: EUot's Four Quartets, Roethke's Words for the Wind and Lowell's Life
Studies.
The problem for a man who writes such a book is, where to go next? Four
Quartets was the culmination of a career; there was nothing to follow it, except
for some flabby plays. Roethke's poetry went straight ahead for the remaining
years of his Ufe, working in the directions he had estabUshed in Words for the
Wind. Lowell's work since 1959, free translations, original poetry, and plays
adapted from existing works of Uterature, has consoUdated his reputation (it has
even placed his image on the cover of Time) without showing a clear sense of
new or continuing direction. The main feature of his writing over the past nine
years has been, to my mind, a fierce restlessness, a casting about not only for
verities but also for forms, themes and models.
As we have seen, LoweU's imagination is filled with the stuff of history. He
shares with, or has learned from, Tate, Pound and Eliot that peculiarly American
desire to survey the whole vast museum of European culture and to draw upon
the museum for whatever materials the poet may be able to put to his own uses.
Born and bred in New England, that heavily Catholic region with three centuries
of Protestant tradition, Lowell seems early to have become aware of the contradictions and conflicts which lie, coiled like a sleeping serpent but always ready
to strike, at the heart of a culture. His America is a country of contradiction or,
to borrow one of his titles, a "Land of Unlikeness". The American tradition
spawned paradoxes: the pacifist Quakers of Nantucket had found their livelihood
in killing whales; Puritan theocracy produced affluent capitalism; Boston Common
conceals an "underworld garage"; democracy engendered alienation; and a war
against tyranny was supposed to justify the saturation bombing of Dresden. Even
in his own person (or especially in his own person) Robert Lowell embodied this
sense of conflict. Member of a Protestant Boston famUy with a tradition of
distinguished public service, he left Harvard for Kenyon College, became "a firebreathing Catholic C O . " (conscientious objector), and has continued an articulate
rebel against those institutions which embody authority in America.
It was this concentration of historical processes in his own person and
immediate family that gave Lowell the imaginative occasion and dramatic tactic
of Life Studies. To regard that book merely as "confessional" poetry is to miss
a major dimension of the poetry altogether. Three generations of LoweUs,
Winslows and Starks appear in the "Life Studies" sequence, which is the core
of the book, but their role is not essentially to guide the poet in his search for
the shaping memories of childhood; they stand, like the Brangwyn family in
The Rainbow, for three successive generations of consciousness, viewed in the
frame of modern history:
Like my Grandfather, the decor
was manly, comfortable,
overbearing, disproportioned.
("My Last Afternoon with Uncle Devereux Winslow")
Mother, you smile
as if you saw your Father
inches away yet hidden, as when he groused behind a screen
over a National Geographic Magazine,
whenever young men came to court
back in those setded days of World War One.
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Terrible that old life of decency
without unseemly intimacy
or quarrels, when the unemancipated woman
stUl had her Freudian papa and maids!
("During Fever")
One dark night
my Tudor Ford clunbed the hill's skuU;
I watched for love-cars. Lights turned down,
they lay together, huU to huU,
where the graveyard shelves on the town . . . .
My mind's not right.
("Skunk Hour")
In the progression registered by these three passages we follow the movement from
a generation which, in an already stiffening fashion, held to its sense of manliness
and authority into a new generation wtiich kept up the familial pieties with an
element of mockery, of staginess, and from this to a modern consciousness,
floating free of aU support from famUy or community. In this last stage of the
process, man walks alone at night, a voyeur of relationships; love is enjoyed
by others, in parked cars by a cemetery; even the act of love seems transferred
to mechanical objects in that the cars "lay together, hull to hull". And at this
final stage of the process, consciousness turns reflexively inward to doubt its own
observations: we have come a long way from late nineteenth-century energies
and "the works of my Grandfather's hands", even from the screens and poUte
evasions of a middle generation. At the same time, the self-conscious spirit has
its own forcefulness: the son's rejection of war and subsequent prison sentence
looks very robust indeed against the figures of father and uncle, nervously operatic
in their military or naval uniforms.
In these poems history is more ready to hand, closely documented, unemphatic,
than in Lowell's grander treatments of European themes. The speaker of Life
Studies is caught up in, and damaged by events; his voice continues to record
all sorts of activity with a humour which includes humUity. He rehearses the
falling apart of his family and "disloyal stUl,/! doodle handlebar/mustaches on
the last Russian Czar". He moves through a succession of houses and habitations
noting that they progressively offer him less and less shelter; and yet he survives,
relaxed, observant, quietly humorous, watching the last actor in the book: a
confident skunk who is hard at work raiding the rubbish bin.
I compared this picture of generations with Lawrence's account of the
Brangwyn family, but the differences are most instructive. Lawrence shows how
a rural and traditional way of life gives way to the rootless condition of urban
living, with its double-edged emotional and intellectual freedom. Lowell's three
generations are recognizably more modern, and more American. Even his grandfather is not shown as having had access to the rural pieties: he has been a
wanderer, a bit of a pioneer, and has retired into conspicuous suburban wealth;
his roots are Boston and New Hampshire, but he has something of the swagger
of the open West. The problems of Commander Lowell have also a characteristically American ring to them: he lives with inherited comfort and status, but without
any code of manners or sense of vocation to give meaningful support to them.
"Smiling on aU,/Father was once successful enough to be lost/in the mob of
ruling-class Bostonians", but he is unable to make sense of his place in society,
drifts down and out of the picture, and finaUy disappears, smiling anxiously.
Yankee wealth and prestige have no longer any guidance to offer in the wilderness of Boston. By comparison with his father's confusion, Robert LoweU's own
pain and distraction seem downright purposeful.
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In reducing his large prospects to this little plot of coUoquial and personal
exploration, Lowell plainly ran the risk of leaving himself with nowhere to go.
After Life Studies, now whither? Intelligent enough to see the dangers of repetition (though not, perhaps, sufficiently aware of the dangers of dispersion), he
has in his succeeding books attempted a series of new starts. Aside from three
disparate collections of poetry, he has written a turbulent adaptation of Racine's
Phedre, a new version of Aeschylus' Prometheus Bound (published in the New
York Review, July 13, 1967) and a group of three Unked plays on American
themes from Melville and Hawthorne, entitled The Old Glory; significantly, in
"Benito Cereno", the final and strongest section of The Old Glory, Lowell moves
on to dramatize a source of American tension which he had hitherto neglected—
racial conflict.
Even without the plays, Lowell's writing over the past decade has been a quest
for fresh encounters with history. His first book of poems after Life Studies
turned clean away from the autobiographical speaker, looking for a new, perhaps
a more Poundian, impersonality—but the air of impersonality was only apparent.
Imitations is a collection of free translations of European poets from Homer and
Sappho to Pasternak and Montale; it is an anthology of those poets. Romantics
and Symbolists above all, whose poetry can most readily be assimilated to
Lowell's own preoccupations and sensibility. Like Lowell's translation of Racine,
the book is uneven, mannered and rather disconcerting: the poems produce no
coherent effect, "keep no rank nor station".
For the Union Dead (1965) contains the poetry which goes on most profitably
from the vantage points established in Life Studies. A miscellaneous collection
and not a livre compose, the book begins with a handful of poems which use the
materials of autobiography and family memoir, but goes on to poems of environment and occasion, evocations of historical figures (Caligula, Ralegh, Hawthorne,
Jonathan Edwards), painful love poems, and rewrites of a couple of poems from
earlier books. All that these poems for the most part share is a spareness and
unemphatic movement, Uke that of the "Life Studies" poems, as opposed to the
straining iambic measures of Lowell's earUer work.
The title poem of For the Union Dead neatly complements the early "Christmas Eve under Hooker's Statue". Here again we have Boston Common taken as
a stage on which memorials of the CivU War are thrust against the evidence of
present violence. On the one hand Colonel Shaw and his Negro infantry and, on
the other, this:
When I crouch to my television set,
the drained faces of Negro school-children rise like balloons.
The personal military virtues of Colonel Shaw, the archaic world of ruined
aquarium, "frayed flags" and "stone statues", have yielded to a commercial photograph of Hiroshima and to the chiU of "giant finned cars" or the distortion of a
television screen. But there is no rhetorical insistence on a single vision, no subordination of distinct facts to verbal force: the poem is unlike early LoweU in that
it is full of things and perceptions recorded separately and clearly. LoweU's moral
judgements receive support from the accurate variety of his seeing and rendering;
he is finally able to persuade us that "a savage servility/slides by on grease"
because he has lovingly shown us how
A girdle of orange, Puritan-pumpkin colored girders
braces the tingling Statehouse,
shaking over the excavations, . . .
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LoweU has spoken of his attempts to move in the direction of "a Tolstoyan
fullness", and I beUeve we can see here what he means. In "For the Union Dead"
he sacrifices much of the rhythmical urgency which ran through his early poems,
but gains in being able to represent a remarlcably wide range of phenomena: now
he is wiUing to get rid of expUcit rhetoric, to let the facts speak for themselves as
far as is possible within the discipline of poetry. In this kind of writing the
surfaces are clearer and the syntax is more open to experience, but the linkages
of meaning emerge more slowly. It goes without saying that I find this more
convincing than the forceful manner of "Christmas Eve under Hooker's Statue":
LoweU's early taste (or need) for brute assertion has been considerably modified.
It is not the case, however, that LoweU's development has been straight along
a track from subjectivity to objective detachment, from the personal to the cooUy
impersonal. Rather, the cleaning of his lens has made it possible for him to give
a more truly personal, more inward account of the pressures exerted by pubUc
events and historical forces. The best example of this is the poem caUed "FaU
1961", a poem arising from a period of brinkmanship and nuclear bluff over
Cuba. The strange, intense movement of the verse dramatizes the way individual
consciousness reacts to a horrible play of unknown and intangible forces: the
sensibUity is at once heightened and hypnotized, abstracted from the so-caUed
realities of the daily news and fiercely focussed on local, concrete details, which
grow halfway into being symbols for events in the pubUc world. And through
the whole poem run images of separateness and insulation, and of time's lunatic
progression:
Back and forth, back and forth
goes the tock, tock, tock
of the orange, bland, ambassadorial
face of the moon
on the grandfather clock.
All autumn, the chafe and jar
of nuclear war;
we have talked our extinction to death.
I swim like a minnow
behind my studio window.
Our end drifts nearer,
the moon lifts,
radiant with terror.
The state
is a diver under a glass beU.
Back and forth!
Back and forth, back and forth—
my one point of rest
is the orange and black
oriole's swinging nest!
This, it seems to me, is the kind of historical reality to which poetry can testify
most acutely: not the large-scale prospect, diagnosis and interpretation, and not the
facts of the world crumpled together under the burden of an apocalyptic vision.
It can record, delicately and sharply, the way impersonal forces play upon one
man's consciousness at a particular point of time.
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E. A. M. Colman

A MODEST RADIANCE:
THE POETRY OF CHRIS WALLACE-CRABBE

The idea of Australia as a country whose poets are late-developers is now so weU
entrenched that there is danger of the younger writers being underrated until their
hair turns grey or untU they occupy Chairs of English, whichever the later. If one
imagines some newly-landed overseas visitor scanning the shelves of Perth bookshops for the verse of a post-Slessor, -Hope or -Stewart age-group, he would,
happUy, find slim volumes in reasonable numbers: Wallace-Crabbe, Jones, Dawe,
Shapcott. . . . But these poets would not be there in cheap or coUected editions.
And if, for guidance, our imaginary visitor turned to the criticism section, he
would find a good deal of very faint praise indeed. This, for instance, in Judith
Wright's 1965 Preoccupations in Australian Poetry:
in the Australia of the sixties . . . Hope's polish and McAuIey's plaintive
grace, and the sUghtly academic and suburban poems of Jones, Simpson and
Wallace-Crabbe, are at present the strongest influence.
Such a view, admittedly, is far from universal, as Professor Alec King has shown
in a recent Meanjin Quarterly.^ But the weight of distrust—if not outright opposition—is still heavy elsewhere, and it prompts me to attempt a survey of the
work of just one of these "younger" poets. To make such an attempt is not
necessarily to claim that he typifies something-or-other, or that he is representative
of an identifiable group or school. It will be enough for the time being if it can
be shown that his poems are worth more than the patronising glance they have
sometimes been accorded.

At thirty-five, Chris Wallace-Crabbe is no tyro. Readers of the little magazines
have been seeing his poems in print since the early 1950s, and The Music of
Division, the first of his three books, appeared ten years ago. Its title comes from
a song by Ralegh:
What is our life? a play of passion,
Our mirth the musicke of diuision.
That quibbling Elizabethan phrase, with its built-in paradox of harmony in
disunity, neatly captures the irony that plays round most of the poems Uke
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summer lightning. From it come vivid flickers of Ulumination. Like his own
"Ancient Historian", the poet often seems "caught in sudden vision", and the
vision simultaneously takes in the limitations and the excitements of people's
living. The Historian, a frustrate scholar, sits in his library reading Herodotus and
sighing for the life of action that has passed hhn by. This ancient mariner somehow missed the boat, and can only read about the fabulous voyages of others.
Yet at the same time, his knowledge also embraces the vulnerabUity of the men
of action:
Vitality, he muses, is the stair
By which we climb to join the armoured great.
The toll exacted by our family gods,
The virtue proper to both man and state.
But, caught in sudden vision, he recalls
A town once founded on vitality,
Rome, sprawling and gone rotten at the core.
And the lean Goths encroaching sUently.
That poem moves cunningly towards its flash of revelation, which arrives only
in the last Une. It is important that the Goths should be lean: the word's association with Cassius, jealous conspiratorial killer, helps to complete the historical
circuit in which the men of action are acted against, the hunters hunted.
In another poem, "The Kelly Paintings", the same sense of the complexity of
even the more extrovert-seeming human activities is brought to bear on an
Australian tradition.
This image of a brutal Irishman
With lean and shifty face is glorified,
And facts are shadowed by
His armour of bravado and the tide
V/hich thrust his figure upwards and began
A legend to be cherished by the heart
When drought came or the traps were on the job.
And so, despite the man.
His image stirs these canvases, to throb
Deep in the mind where anger plays its part.
The combination, here, of a limpid clarity in the manner and an unremitting
discrimination in the matter is, I think, the key to the poem's success. One might
guess from it, even if the fact were not apparent elsewhere, that Chris WallaceCrabbe admires Yeats. He shows exactly Yeats's kind of restraint—not a withholding of emotion, but the skill of not clouding the verse verbally when plain
words wUl best expose the fuU quality of a particular emotional situation. This art
also directs "Love Poem", a ballade whose unadorned title seems to announce
the flat rejection of artifice.
Written under Capricorn, a land
Two centuries and half a globe away
From pastoral conventions at their end.
The shepherds and the nymphs have had their day
And merciless beauty will no longer make
The stuff of formal poems. So I take
This plainer speech to say what I must say.
Love breaks upon my cold hiUs like the sun.
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All language fails me in the trembling dark.
And I would give my body to you entire
To show a love my poor words cannot mark
The bounds of. Yet, although consumed by fire,
I do not give again this shape of flesh
Which you, already, always hold in mesh;
And so I build these phrases for love's choir.
Love sings upon my cold hills like the sun.
The lover, the " I " of the poem, at first makes it sound as if he is going to discard
altogether "the stuff of formal poems". Observing his rhythm, rhymes and refrain,
we may weU suspect trickery. But when he goes on to acknowledge, explicitly,
that he is now expressing his love through that tradition-bound artefact, a poem,
"phrases for love's choir", the trickery is converted into a new kind of openness.
By contrasting the inarticulacy of lovemaking and the articulacy of verse, the
poet convinces us that he is speaking the whole truth; yet at the same time he is
steering carefully round that dubious substance that people used to call "sincerity". His art is highly conscious. It rejects the pastoral only to indulge the
metaphysical instead—
should hemispheres.
As well they may, divide us for a space.

. . . like a stretching spring, my love will grow
Ever more taut the farther out I go,
TiU all my days are haunted by your face.
But this awareness of tradition never becomes coy or precious. Being simply
another expression of the poet's self-awareness as poet, it strengthens that declaration of wholeness which is here his central concern. As the envoy puts it.
Where once was no direction, now there run
These warm and glowing bars of eastern light.
And love breaks on my cold hUls like the sun.
"Love Poem" not only presses the conviction that it emerges from life, but has
also found its own individual way of proving it. This is a good and important
poem.

The image of breaking dawn that concludes and summarises "Love Poem"
could well be seen as the dominant symbol of Wallace-Crabbe's second volume.
In Ligfit and Darkness (1963). The title-poem stresses the play of lights and
darknesses in human experience, experience so mixed as to make it certain that
"We will neither be simple nor clear till the end of our days". As if in compelled
acknowledgement of this fact, images of mixed light and darkness, tentative dawns
and lingering twilights, recur throughout the book. This has the advantage of
giving the poems a kind of imaginative unity or consistency that they could otherwise have lacked, but the blessing isn't entirely unmixed. As Schubert found in
Winterreise, the artfully pale, when present in quantity, can easly come to seem
only palUd; and some of the cool understatements of those poems have already
begun to look modishly 1950s-ish:
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Bruno hangs from the stake
And the flames lap round his shins:
Now with a wry sort of smile
The age of science begins.
("1600")
Yet to notice only the indeterminate greys of In Light and Darkness would be
to do the book less than fuU justice. Some of the lights are morning highlights.
In "Abandoned Cars", for instance, the rust-red skeletons are not presented as
what we might expect—^portents of death or decay. Instead, they are framed
with pirouetting children, and are seen as playthings, the battered toys of a
civilisation stUl in its promising infancy. Both in its choice of subject and in
hailing a beginning rather than an end, this is a very Australian poem.
Something responded; something lamented man
Whose poor creations haunt a scene renewed
By tussock and sharp briar.
Gather a dignity and hunch to earth
In morning light—the infancy of man.
A simUar image of "the world at morning" opens up in two other pieces that
seem—partly because of their strange kinship—to stand at the heart of this phase
of WaUace-Crabbe's work. These are the prose-poem "Moonrise" and the third
section of "End of Term", a longish meditation that connects loneliness, the
making of poems, and the continuity of personal experience. Dr H. P. Heseltine
has drawn my attention to the fact that the prose seems to act as a blueprint for
the verse. In "Moonrise", the narrator and a companion walk down to a dreamlike shore:
When the sands broadened, sheer space impeUed us together.
Cave-men crouched in the marram-grass, grinding knives,
praying to the imminent moon; and how many sharks slid in the
off-shore sea?
Now, at last, white light flowed over the dune and a Turk's
head in stone thrust up suddenly before us. Gazing, gazing,
over untroubled waters.
This is teasingly obscure. It is vivid enough to compel a persistent interest, and
the surrealistic touches (cave-men, Turk's head) suggest a symbolic landscape;
but symbolising what? We find at least the outline of an answer in the verse
of "End of Term", where substantially the same landscape reappears.
The jutting cape that rides above the sea
Shoulders its twisted trees and marram grass
While dawn moves quietly, impressively.
Up to the eastern skyline. Minutes pass . . .

With guUs, with coloured lights, the morning greets
A chill and passive scheme of innocence
WhUe nagging chUdhood brings forgotten feats
To mind, recaUs the scatter of events
That, taking shape, filled out experience;
Knowing what ghosts wiU dance along its track.
The heart forever falters and looks back.
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Paradoxically, this versified account of the sea-shore dawn is the more prosaic
of the two. By sacrificing the surreal images it loses vigour; but it has the
compensating virtue of making a coherent statement. And if we view the two
versions together, they not only make sense but also transcend the humdrum
in just the way described by Professor King in his Meanjin article:
It is the business of poetry to shove aside the ordinary and endless flux and
make a space for itself to declare the intensities and essences, growUng,
singing, striving, within the wash of trivia.^
One other aspect of In Light and Darkness calls for comment: the pervasive
influence of W. H. Auden. It is much more striking here, strangely enough, than
in The Music of Devotion. 1 don't know whether Wallace-Crabbe at any point
deUberately looked on Auden as a poetic mentor. If he did, it may well have
been in just that clear-eyed spirit in which Auden himself, in his early days,
chose Hardy—because Hardy was good enough to learn from, but not so good
as to be discouraging.^ Yet some of the less reputable Auden trademarks obtrude
in this middle Wallace-Crabbe volume: the chatty, would-be disarming manner^;
overused words ("terrible", "tension", "lean"); melodramatised sentiments—as
when flowers in a bowl are accorded emblematic status and "stand bowed down
with hate".
Our calculated slaughter
Has placed them glowing there.
Proud heads nourished in air
And humble stalks in water.
("Three Emblems")
StUl, assuming the surmise of influence from Auden is correct, some benefits
must be acknowledged too. The author of "Lullaby", "Trinculo's Song" and
"The Shield of AchiUes" may have helped to create that spareness which I have
suggested is a central strength of Wallace-Crabbe's best poems. Then again there
is Auden the myth-reviver, who can surely share (with A. D. Hope?) some of the
credit for the younger poet's skUl in investing traditional mythic subjects with
new life. The Music of Division put the flair to work most movingly in "Paola
to Francesca" and less concisely but with strong dramatic force in a Salome
piece, "The Unexpected". In Light and Darkness carries what is essentially the
same technique a stage further by applying it to contemporary society in such
a poem as "Delinquent", which uses the Icarus story to deepen our understanding
of a Melbourne sharpie. This kind of poem—a portrait sketched in close-up,
but with wide social implications—was destined to become a favourite with
Chris Wallace-Crabbe, as his most recent volume shows.

Appropriately, the second of the three sections of The Rebel General (1967)
carries the title "Brief Lives", while the final part, "Colony", comprises a further
set of loosely linked, quasi-historical character sketches. The result is a satisfying
gallery of portraits. Their success is partly a matter of their sheer fuUness. These
poems are economical—some as little as eight lines long—yet they are stiU complete accounts of their subjects, as distinct from the promising-ideas-for-poems
whose fragments Utter the contemporary poetry journals. The sense of completeness in such portraiture partly depends on the artist's including just those streaks
in a chosen personality that make it important to readers now, at the close of the
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1960s. Why should we want to read about Noah, for instance? Perhaps because
in a world of unending war, thermo-nuclear poker-games, insane procreation and
endemic starvation, his stubborn practicality reassures without being complacent:
Red sunset runs away.
He laid five planks today;
"I must sharpen the plane and oU the stone,"
Is all he finds to say.
It may be objected that Noah's boat-building remains faintly comic—quaint rather
than impressive, like some medieval statue whose nose has broken off. If so, a
wholly serious example would be "Abishag":
A yellow moon comes up through the cypresses
And Abishag is rapidly away.
Drifting amid the snows
Of royal sheets and lilied counterpane
To which in time the counselling king will come.
Bringing again through lilyfield and snowdrift
The yeUowed scent of death
And bony twigs fingering at her breast.
For aU its brevity, this builds up a solid concern for King David's young concubine, not least by its honest acknowledgement of what might be caUed the fringe
benefits of her employment—"royal sheets and lUied counterpane". The exact
balance of the verse is also important. Abishag wiU be dragged from sleep, back
through the cool whites amongst which she sank, to the sick-yellow fumbUngs
of the old king, a man withered by politics (the word "counseUing" reminds us)
as well as by his years.
The raw flesh of politics is exposed again in the longest and most detaUed of
these Brief Lives, "The Rebel General" itself.
What could he weave around such loneliness
But some or other fanciful cocoon?
What could he do but play a game
Tricked out with dogma, jargon, ways and means.
Lulled in procedure like an embryo?
The poem's story of previous failure and a lost army doesn't whoUy account for
the pervading disUlusion here. Like the Brutus of Roy FuUer's somewhat similar
poem "The Ides of March", Wallace-Crabbe's general is trapped in something
larger than his own shortcomings: a black determinism. His future, like his past,
offers no genuine route to "revolution and the common good", but merely the
lasting futUity of role-playing in a dusty room.
Among these second-rate conspirators.
Who bicker tUl his gavel calls a halt.
In its own, political, sphere, "The Rebel General" Ulustrates a preoccupation with
chaos, with the meaningless superfluity in the universe, that informs many of the
poems. Stated outright, it reads as not much more than truism: "Oh, the mistakes
of a creator!" But sometimes the same thought is made to emerge more obliquely,
and it then gains an imaginative cutting-edge, as in the absurdist report on a
hospital patient whom Chance has honoured with a broken limb:
. . . he who carries this
Badge of his pain is pleased
More than he ever could say—
By fate, at random, seized.
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Yet it would be perverse to think of WaUace-Crabbe as a sardonic writer.
ExhUaration, rather than melancholy, attends his keen sense of the absurd—
For the world is wonder, is profusion,
A boundless brUliant orchard of
Sun-Ucked, thunder-shaken strangeness
—and he practises as weU as preaches the amelioration of life through what he
modestly caUs "the modest radiance of art". A re-exploration of his three books
of poetry leads one back time and again to his healthily craftsmanlike quality.
Characteristically, he often writes of poetry as if it were the tangible product of
sculptor, engineer, or builder: "the sculptured permanence of rhyme", "to chisel/
The small hard statues of his poetry", "This [Yeats's] golden bird, most exquisitely
made", "I build these phrases" . . . One might well see him as an articulate version
of his own delightful Noah: well aware of the voices grumbling "Life is always
a mess", and aware too that they are right, but answering them by getting on
with the job
With hammer and putty-knife.
With his prickly belief in life.

NOTES
1 XXVII, 2 (Winter, 1968), 171-183: "The Look of Australian Poetry in 1967".
^Ibidem, 171.
3 See W. H. Auden, The Dyer's Hand (1963), p. 38. Wallace-Crabbe, in turn, has produced
.some of the best Australian critical writing on Auden: e.g., in Dissent, Winter 1%5, pp. 22-25.
4 Compare, for example, "In Light and Darkness" with Auden's "In Praise of Limestone".
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Crisis in Education?

Bruce

Bennett

Ian Cathie. The Crisis in Australian Education, Cheshire, 1967.
P. J. McKeown and B. W. Hone (eds.) The
Independent School, Papers Presented to the
Headmasters Conference, Oxford University
Press, 1967.
John McLaren. Our Troubled Schools (Investigator Books), Cheshire, 1968.
The three books under review provide quite
different perspectives on the so-called crisis in
AustraUan education. Their covers suggest the
nature of their contents: Cathie's shows an
old-fashioned manual press of the kind used
in storerooms for flattening stationery. Between its two flattening surfaces are pictured
eager smiUng faces of youngsters and ageing
impassive faces of university dons, both young
and old, teachers and taught, being levelled
out, conformed to one shape by this obsolescent instrument. The illustration is crude and
obvious like many of the arguments in the
book, and Uke them it has an immediate,
though perhaps momentary impact.
The Independent School has a cover of
sedate Oxford blue, indicating the particular
university background of the majority of contributors to this collection, as well as the conservative tone of most contributions.
McLaren's cover shows the confusion of architectural styles in a primarily Gothic-revival
school building, suggesting the confusion of
purpose and sense of appropriateness of those
who have built and are maintaining such
schools.
All three books present attitudes, either
stated or impUed, to the view that a 'crisis'
exists at the present time in AustraUan education. 'Crisis' in the Australian educational
context seems to be a verbal counter kept in
circulation mainly by opposition groups, in
particular the AustraUan Labor Party and the
teachers' unions. Its widespread and increasing
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usage is in turn opposed by the estabUshment,
in particular by the Liberal Party and state
Ministers for Education, who have the undesired effect of keeping the term fashionable
by continually refuting its meaningfulness.
Thus Mr Gorton, in his previous portfoUo
of Minister for Education and Science, was
quoted as saying that "talk of an education
crisis is nonsense" and Liberal Party spokesmen have derided "the promoters of the imaginary educational crisis campaign". Needless to
say, the original meanings of 'crisis' as they
appUed to pathology (the turning point of an
illness) and astrology (a conjunction of the
planets) have become obscured in the maelstrom of modem usage.
Ian Cathie's The Crisis in Australian Education is primarily a polemical document. The
author, a Labor Party member of the Victorian
Legislative Council, is counsel, chief witness
and judge in the case against the Liberal Party,
who are charged with gross neglect of their
duties as poUcy-makers in education.
Having answered the question 'Is there a crisis
in education?' predictably in the affirmative,
the author argues widely across such topics
as 'Tertiary Education' and 'Secondary Education' (a short chapter each), 'Private versus
State Education', 'Education and DeUnquency'
and 'The Aborigine'.
Unfortunately, the range of topics is not
matched by treatment in depth of any one. The
result is an unconvincing array of half-finished
arguments. The student of 'straight and
crooked thinking' will find plenty to keep him
occupied in this book. For example, referring
to a table which purports to show 'Pupils Gaining Leaving Certificate in Five AustraUan
States in Relation to Number of the Group
Who Entered Secondary School'^ the author
states:
"The disastrous consequences in terms of
human suffering and loss of skilled manpower cannot be measured. Behind the
statistics are individual Uves and careers,
the hopes and aspirations of parents, teachers and students aUke. There are no second
chances, and those who miss out now, miss
out forever. Another baby boom is due in
1970, and hence our standard of education,
which suits neither the bright pupil nor the
average student, will continue indefinitely."
(p. 10).
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This is blatant rhetoric of the worst kind,
which pays less than cursory attention to the
table to which the writer pretends to refer,
and then draws a series of invaUd and misleading conclusions. In addition, it begs questions about the ability and desire for a Leaving
Certificate education of the 'suffering' dropouts. Half-baked argument of this kind is
common throughout the book.

ment' leads towards a greater exactness in
calculating a country's material needs in education, so much the better. Where it becomes
the guiding principle of poUcy-makers it is
potentially dangerous, for it can lead to aims
and goals of a utiUtarian, narrowly economic
kind. Cathie's thinking does not pierce these
terms and his view of a solution is so partisan
that the reader must doubt his judgment.

Muddled thinking is compounded by mixed
metaphors and cliches like those in the foUowing:
"The former Labor leader. The Hon. A. A.
Calwell, has rightly described our constitution as suitable only for the horse and
buggy days—we need to streamline our
thinking to the patterns of the space age"
(p. 8). "Power has always rested with the
purse—but the Prime Minister and his supporters prefer barking at the States and
denying that they are beggars." (p. 8).
"Man remains alienated, and civiUzation
seems a dream of ancient Greece. Modern
western countries become increasingly
stereotyped to the common pattern of individual consumers unable to carry out a
dialogue with their next door neighbour,
and continually manipulated by the 'hidden
persuaders'." (p. 152).

It is refreshing at first to turn from a poUtician expounding his frequently ingenuous
solutions to the distilled wisdom of a group
of headmasters. The Independent School consists of extracts from nineteen papers deUvered
at the Annual Headmasters Conference of the
Independent Schools of Australia since its
inception in 1931. The papers are loosely
grouped around six topics: 'The Boy', 'The
Headmaster', 'The School', 'The School and
Society', 'Pastoral Care' and 'Towards a Christian Education'.
They represent the thoughts of fourteen headmasters.

Such opinions, however correct they may be,
call for unthinking stock responses and do
nothing to sharpen the reader's awareness of
the real problems faced by teachers and students.
Neither do they strengthen one's hopes for an
improvement in the standard of parliamentary
debate, which the author feels has "contributed
largely to the apathy of the electorate".
Cathie's point of view is in the end too
simple-minded for the complex subject he
handles. This is crystalUsed in his attitude to
investment in education and his faith that
political decisions are the main answer to
problems in education. 'Investment in education' is a phrase popularised in the United
Kingdom in the 1950's by John Vaizey and
others in an attempt to apply terms of economics and national accounting to education.
Vaizey and others^ worked out sophisticated
methods for calculating the 'returns' on such
investments, thus developing an instrument for
recommending increases or decreases in national spending. In so far as the increasing
emphasis in educational thinking on 'investWESTERLY, No. 1, APRIL, 1969

These papers refresh in the first instance by
turning one's attention to the real business of
schools, headmasters and teachers: They talk
about students. It is surprising, but refreshing,
to hear a headmaster, instead of quoting IQ
figures and ability levels saying: "A boy's
happiness is in looking forward rather than
back, and for that the imagination must be
encouraged."
It is salutary too, to be reminded, particularly
in the independent school context, that "Joy
is too much in the victory, not enough in the
game". And a refreshing honesty is apparent
in the reappraisal of Dr J. R. Darling, former
headmaster of Geelong Grammar School:
"One is, after all, faced with the phenomenon in this country that public schoolboys,
as a class and on the whole, have . . .
shunned the Church, teaching, the Army
and the Civil Service, and have not been
particularly interested in politics . . . Why
is this, when we claim to be teachers of
reUgion and service?
The weakness of our present system is that
it may develop the required habit of mind,
but does not sufficiently show the way in
which to exercise the habit outside school
and after school."
At its best, this collection of papers provides challenging insights into the education
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provided by independent schools for boys in
Australia. At its worst, it shows the most culpable features of in-group thinking and a preoccupation with trivialities and truisms. For
delusions of grandeur, one couldn't go past
the headmaster who casts himself and his
colleagues in an Old Testament mould:
"The headmaster serves, and wheresoever he
speaks, he should pursue the aims and proclaim the ideals for which the schools of
this great Conference stand, and for which
—despite countless other burdens and distractions—he must ever hold himself to be
both missionary and prophet."
The opinions coUected here are most Uvely
and informative when they deal with the more
intimately known aspects of school life. One
could wish however for a wider view and more
provocative opinions about the place of boys'
independent schools in the national education
pattern. Everywhere apparent through this
collection are signs of derivation from the
Arnoldian tradition of the great EngUsh PubUc
Schools. But nowhere amongst these headmasters' opinions can be found the kind of
radical re-thinking which has informed recent
deUberations of the Public Schools Commission
in Great Britain, the kind that tackles real
problems like the social divisiveness caused and
reinforced by independent schools, their relation to other schools in the country, their entrance requirements and other such matters.
While a number of headmasters in Britain are
currently speaking out for constructive reform,
Australia's appear to be holding firmly to old
traditions.
Some headmasters may have presented papers on controversial topics at the Headmasters
Conference. If so, the editors have conservatively omitted them, thinking them unlikely to
be "of value to an audience wider than the
Conference itself".
This collection is therefore unlikely to cause
more than a ripple on the placid surface of
Australian thinking about education.
John McLaren's Our Troubled Schools provides the most considered and provocative
reading of the three books under review. His
reaction to the word 'Crisis' is an indication
of this:
"The idea of a crisis in education has become part of the mythology of our time.
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to such an extent that we are in danger of
forgetting that a crisis is a turning point
or a moment of dramatic resolution, whereas the situation in our schools can only be
one of continuing change and difficulty."
A writer who so deftly pierces the surface
glamour of the slogan is unlikely to be content with superficial or easy solutions.
McLaren's discussion ranges widely across
such diverse topics as the administration and
control of education, school curricula and
subject syllabuses, educational methods and
teacher training. Inevitably, his expertise is
more Umited in some areas than in others, but
as a practising teacher and former politician he
has a shrewd insight into the processes of
education from an intimate as well as from a
more removed standpoint. This dual focus is
apparent throughout the book and enables the
writer to consider teaching and learning and
the problems of administration and control of
education with equal confidence and ahnost
equal deftness.
As the author attempts to lay bare the aims
and origins of the present educational state of
affairs, the reader encounters the vigorous and
often angry common-sense of an informed and
involved human being:
"One of the factors commonly ignored in
considering the aims and organization of
schooUng is the child. We tend to think
instead of such problems as ilUteracy, shortage of skilled labour, immoraUty or juvenile
delinquency, or such large abstractions as
supply and demand, growth potential and
economic capabiUty.
Our education system comes to reflect the
resources available for its construction, or
the most pressing requirements of the community rather than the needs of the people
for whom it is supposedly designed . . ."
The level of discussion throughout is generally high and the author focusses on a number
of issues seldom aired in pubhc, although most
of them were broached in the mid-1950s by
the visiting American Professor of Education,
R. Freeman Butts.^
Among the issues which McLaren discusses are
the restrictive effects of pubUc examinations,
the vexed question of streamed and nonstreamed classes, the inhibiting effect of university entrance requkements on the schools,
the independent schools and the role of Australian teachers.
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On AustraUan teachers. Freeman Butts had
concluded that, by comparison with their
American counterparts they were "imbued
with the trade union tradition, over-organized
on matters of salary, security and tenure, but
under-organized with respect to professional
stimulation, exchange of ideas and mutual
criticism".
With such criticisms and his own observations in mind, McLaren lays a large share of
the blame for this situation on the teachers'
colleges, which have not moved with the tunes
and have not provided "professional stimulation, exchange of ideas and mutual criticism".
The most obvious quaUty of teachers college
students, he says, is "their docility before
authority". He reiterates the arguments of the
Martin Report* in a more forthright manner
when he says:
"The outlook and control of teacher education . . . needs to be revised. At present
most of it is conducted by the state departments which are also the employing
authorities, a situation which leads to the
perpetuation of the old apprenticeship traditions, the separation of teachers from the
rest of the professional and academic community, and a narrow indoctrination into
the departmental outlook. A separation of
teacher training institutions from the various education departments would at least
free the students from the constant surveillance of big brother and would allow
staff to be recruited by open competition
without regard for seniority."
Such autonomy, although recommended in
1964, has not yet eventuated.
The author's choice of language occasionally
betrays a petulant would-be socialist, who
allows his scorn (or his facility with words) to
dictate his point of view, but the resultant
over-statement often makes its valid point:
For example:
"Proud, aloof and privileged, the independent schools remain a series of communities for the status seekers rather than a
part of the overall system of education.
. . . At the head of the hierarchy the
principal combines the attributes of European god-professor, English milord and
American tycoon, while somewhere on the
fringes a chaplain operates the spiritual
dispensary which, Uke the best metropoUtan
hotels, combines the most elegant of traditions with the slickest of service . . ."
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If this satiric heightening in an Evelyn Waugh
manner appears a tasteless distortion of independent school Ufe, the reader might be
more provoked by McLaren's more conventional, though no less mordant criticisms of
loyalty to the school community, uniformity
of thought and attitudes, and the independent
school's reinforcement of AustraUan social
differences.
But the author's respect for facts will not aUow
the matter to close there. Although the gap is
closing, he believes, the high schools have not
been able to establish complete equaUty with
the public schools, "who have a more Uberal
staffing schedule, better equipment and grounds
and a generally broader outlook". And he
must add: "The examination complex is even
stronger in the high schools . . ." So there the
debate rests, unsolved on most fronts, open to
question and open to action by all who take
an interest in these matters.
Whether the reader agrees with McLaren's
diagnosis of the Australian educational scene
or not, his opinions deserve careful consideration. While Ian Cathie too easily assumes a
'crisis' in Australian education and too readily

"Property is the fruit of labour.
Property is desirable.
It is a positive good in the world."
Abraham Lincoln,
2 5 March 1864.

KEMPTON, MORRIll & CO.
R.E.I.W.A.

REAL ESTATE AGENTS
1 7 6 B HAMPDEN ROAD. HOLLYWOOD
86 4819

who are happy to extend their best
wishes for the continuing success of
"Westerly".
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provides solutions, and the independent school
headmasters ignore the possibility of a crisis,
John McLaren opens up discussion on the vital
issues at an informed and reasonably sophisticated level that demands a response from the
reader. He should have the last challenging
word:
"Finally, education should be accepted as
the business of the whole community. Schools
should open their doors to all comers, and noone should feel that he is too old to continue
formal education. The school in each locaUty
should be both a community centre and a
centre of learning, and the community in its
turn should be a part of the school. This development can arise only as a product of a
change of attitude on the part of teachers

themselves and of the community at large, and
not as a result of any government action.
When it does occur our schools' troubles wiU
be over, and a new lot will have begun."

1 The table shows an increase between 1950 and 1964
of about 1 per cent per annum from 9.63 per cent of
those who gained their Leaving Certificate in 1950 to
22.60 per cent in 1964.
2 See J. Vaizey. The Control of Education (1954) and
Education for Tomorrow (1966).
3 See R. Freeman Butts. Assumptions Underlying
Australian Education, A.C.E.R., 1955.
4 Tertiary Education in Australia. Report of the
Committee on the Future of Tertiary Education in
Australia to the Australian Universities Commission,
1964, Chapter 4.

NOTE TO CONTRIBUTORS
Judging by the comments we have received, our Yoimg 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 nonspeciahst articles (not more than 3000 words) on hterature, art, history
and sociology, and other topics of general interest.
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Australian Poetry:
Time of Hope
John

Barnes

New Impulses in Australian Poetry. Edited by
Rodney Hall and Thomas Shapcott; University of Queensland Press, St Lucia, 1968, $2.75.
Australian Poetry 1968. Selected by Dorothy
Auchterlonie; Angus and Robertson, Sydney,
1968, $2.25.
Citizens of Mist. By Roger McDonald; University of Queensland Press, St Lucia, 1968,
$2.75.
Behind My Eyes. By B. A. Breen; University
of Melbourne Press, Melbourne, 1968, $3.00.
Rodney Hall and Thomas Shapcott, both wellknown for their poetry, have collaborated to
edit New Impulses in Australian Poetry, an
anthology in which they have attempted to
define, by their selection, the poetic achievements of their generation. As their introduction
to the volume makes clear, they aim to distinguish the lines of growth in Australian
poetry during the 1960s. In their view, Australian poetry has been "developing in a fresh
dkection", and it is possible to sort out the
"new" from the "old" in current writing. They
exclude from their anthology poets who, in
their judgment, are continuing to write
"largely in the scope of the previous impulses"
(only J. R. Rowland and Grace Perry are
mentioned here); but they cheerfully admit
also that "editorial bias" may have kept out
"certain poems and certain poets whose work
might seem pertinent".
The resulting anthology contains the work
of twenty-two poets, most of whom were born
in the 1930s and have pubUshed one or two
volumes over the past decade. The oldest are
Gwen Harwood (born 1920; first volume 1963)
and Kath Walker (born 1920; first volume
1965): the youngest are Geoffrey Lehmann
(born 1940; first volume 1965) and Andrew
Taylor (born 1940; no volume as yet). Of the
poets included, only one seems really out of
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place; in choosing Kath Walker, an Aborigine,
the editors were perhaps swayed by nonliterary considerations. Then- remark that the
"cultural aUenation" that she deals with in her
personal poetry "offers parallels to the pUght
of contemporary poets who feel deprived of
audience and status" appears to be a specious
attempt to justify the inclusion of work below
the general level of the volume. The inclusion
of one or two others might be debated, but
with the one exception a high standard is
maintained. One poet—Evan Jones—is quite
inadequately represented by one short poem,
because he did not agree to the inclusion of
two other poems chosen by the editors. A pity,
since his robust, disciplined verse is very attractive and should have greater prominence.
By excluding the "estabUshed Peaks" (Judith
Wright, A. D. Hope, and so on), the editors
intend to stress the newness and independence
of the poetry they have collected (and suggest that there will be Established Peaks to be
found here in the future). This selection certainly du-ects one's attention to the high quaUty
of Francis Webb's poetry, and to the impressive achievements of Vincent Buckley, Bruce
Dawe, Gwen Harwood and Randolph Stow
(although I think that the full stature of
Buckley and Stow does not really emerge
here). And it does give one an impression of
a talented company of poets with their best
work still ahead of them—in which company
I should want to place the two editors, Rodney
Hall and Thomas Shapcott. But the claim of
the editors that there has been a "revolution"
—even an unspectacular revolution, as they
would say—does not seem to me to be sustained by the anthology. It's not surprising to
find the poets of one generation asserting their
difference from the preceding, and it's true
that these poets whom Hall and Shapcott have
collected are expressing a different sensibility
from that of the poets of the 1940s; but what
we have is a carrying forward of the new initiatives of those years. The editors themselves,
at one point, state justly what the anthology
demonstrates:
The more striking problems of craft and
assimilation of environment (the prizes of
the 1940s) have been absorbed by younger
writers.
The poets represented here are assured, aware
of the human community as their true subject,
and not weighed down by uneasy feeUngs
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about being Australian. Although they sometimes seem to be protesting their civiUzed
sophistication too much, they have a confidence that comes from their feeUng that they
are part of modern poetry: they do not have
to struggle with feeUngs of awkwardness or
inferiority because they happen to be AustraUan.
Hall and Shapcott refer to the poets they
have chosen as a "movement", and the term
is generally appUcable, in the sense that these
poets do not have strikingly divergent aims.
However, there does seem to me to be more
diversity, more variety, than the editorial comments may suggest. When one starts to consider the particular quaUties of each poet,
strongly individual voices make for contrasts
within the group—the fluent, colloquial, sardonic wit of Bruce Dawe, the restrained,
formal delicacy of Vivian Smith, for instance,
or the vulnerable feeUng behind Randolph
Stow's satire compared with the tough-mindedness of Gwen Harwood. Yet there is a prevaiUng tone in the volume, which is, in a way,
best expressed by taking the concluding lines
of Chris Wallace-Crabbe's "A Wintry Manifesto":
Our greatest joy to mark an outUne truly
And know the piece of earth on which we
stand.
It is poetry of restraint, firm intelligence, reflections from positions secured by irony, that
fills most of the volume. As the editors emphasize, it is poetry responsive to the realities
of our own time.
This achievement is not the result of a revolution, a new movement that began about
1957, as Hall and Shapcott incUne to suggest.
I'm sure that they are right in stressing the role
of Vincent Buckley, as critic and teacher as
well as poet, but they underestimate the influence of earUer poets (especially A. D. Hope)
in stimulating what they call "intellectual
poetry". And I wonder if it isn't too soon to
claim that the influence (a very complex
matter) of Hope, at least, has been "digested".
Oddly enough, although they are generally in
sympathy with the one university critic to
whom they make specific reference, the editors
show a marked hostUity towards "the campus
environment" and deplore "the new critics—
academics with a vengeance". Their complaint
has a famiUar ring:
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We may realize how deeply entrenched the
most sterile of critical niggardliness has become when, by contrast, we read articles by
A. A. Phillips or Judith Wright.
Certainly, criticism which is unresponsive to
the potentiaUties of the new writers does not
help to create the conditions in which they are
encouraged to develop. New Impulses in Australian Poetry appears to point to the valuable
creative effect of Professor Vincent Buckley's
criticism. One of the strongest impressions I
formed when reading the volume was that
AustraUan poets of today assume an audience,
educated and critical to a degree that was
never true in the past.
The editors provide fuUer notes on each
poet than is usual in anthologies, and these
brief introductions are most interesting, so interesting that one looks for more. Such notes,
condensing facts and opinions, are exceedingly
difficult to write, but well worth the trouble,
however much readers may want to challenge
some of the judgments. As one would expect,
Rodney Hall and Thomas Shapcott are discriminating in their choice of poems. The most
exciting poet, Francis Webb, is very well presented, with excerpts from two important
poetic sequences, "Eyre All Alone" and "Ward
Two", as well as a range of individual poems.
Vincent Buckley is represented by "Eleven
Political Poems" and one "personal" poem,
"Parents". The editors rightly note the place
of this poUtical series in Buckley's own poetic
development, but they don't seem to recognize
the power of his work since then (1962). For
my part, I should rate his intensely moving
sequence of seven poems, "Stroke", as being
more memorable than any of the poems in this
anthology. Similarly, Randolph Stow's stature
would have been more adequately represented
by the choice of a comparatively recent poetic
sequence, "Thailand Railway", in which the
distinctively emotional quaUty of his poetry
is displayed in its full integrity. It does occur
to me that the editors may be victims of delays
in publication. Although this volume appeared
in 1968, the introduction is dated "September,
1966", and their selection was presumably
completed before then. That may also explain
why neither Barry Breen nor Roger McDonald
(of the latter Thomas Shapcott has said that he
is "the most exciting poet in AustraUa for
quite a few years") is included among the
younger poets.
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New Impulses in Australian Poetry gives an
encouraging account of contemporary AustraUan poetry, and it will be interesting to
discover whether time will confirm the diagnosis that Rodney Hall and Thomas Shapcott
have made. Future readers may well decide
that the omission of Dorothy Hewett was the
greatest weakness of the volume.
The latest Australian Poetry gives a much
less exciting impression of what is happening
in Australian poetry. I haven't read the series
consistently, but I should think that this
volume is not untypical. Forty-eight poets are
represented by one poem each, and four—
Gwen Harwood, W. Hart-Smith, A. D. Hope
and James McAuley—by two poems each. Of
the poets represented in New Impulses, four
of the more important—Buckley, Shapcott,
Stow and Webb—do not appear here. On the
other hand, there are some newer poets who
do not appear in New Impulses—especially
interesting are Barry Breen, Roger McDonald,
Elizabeth Marsh and J. M. Couper—and there
are poems from the "established" poets we
would expect to find here, except Judith
Wright. Obviously, an editor of an annual
cannot arrange that all the poets worth collecting in a volume will come forth with a poem
at the right time. One would Uke to know,
however, whether the editors of this series
depend upon contributions, or whether they
approach poets as well as reading the files of
the magazines.
The 1968 editor, Dorothy Auchterlonie, has
apparently aimed at a wide coverage, including some very slight poems (Nancy Keesing's
"School Excursion", for instance) and some
poems in which there is an interesting idea
which is only partially realized (Margaret
Lewis's "Dextrous and Sinister")—poems
which a more demanding editor might have
rejected. Probably, it is better to aim at inclusiveness, and to encourage newer poets as
well as representing those who have already
made their mark.
There is, nevertheless, much that is enjoyable. David Campbell with "The Australian
Dream" (the Royal Family coming to stay)
and Bruce Dawe with "Life-Cycle" (footbaU
as the AustraUan Way of Life) stand out from
the general air of solemnity. R. D. FitzGerald
has a characteristic meditation, "Of Studies";
Rodney Hall, in "The Loss of Piety", handles
a large theme deftly and with remarkable conWESTERLY, No. 1 , APRIL, 1969

ciseness; Gwen Harwood's "Alia Siciliana" is
a beautiful poem, with a graceful conclusion:
The heart holds, as remembered music,
a landscape grown too dark to see.
One could go through the volume in this way,
offering brief notes on the poems that one
Ukes, and tactfully avoiding those that one
doesn't, but this is really A. D. Hope's volume:
he dominates it with, as the blurb says, "two
exceptionally distinguished poems", one of
which, "On an Engraving By Casserius", must
rank among his major works.
An anatomical drawing of a pregnant
woman is the focus of a meditation on the
limits of man's understanding. One stanza
must serve to illustrate the dignity and authority of the verse:
Turning the leaves of this majestic book
My thoughts are with those great cosmographers.
Surgeon adventurers who undertook
To probe and chart time's other universe.
This one engraving holds me with its theme
More than all maps made in that century
Which set true bearings for each cape and
star,
De Quiros' vision or Newton's cosmic
dream.
This reaches towards the central mystery
Of whence our being draws and what we
are.
The poem has the qualities that make Hope
such a commanding figure in Australian
poetry: erudition that is completely assimilated
into the life of the poem, a ranging, subtle and
unifying intelligence, a marvellous precision of
phrase ("questioned her with his knife"), a
sustained but flexible rhythm and, hardest of
all to describe briefly, a breadth of vision. The
conclusion of the poem did not satisfy me as
completely as the rest, but it would need a
more extensive commentary than is possible
here to do justice to the poem, let alone to
attempt any qualification of the praise that it
deserves.
And now for two new voices. First, Roger
McDonald, whose Citizens of Mist is an attractive collection of poems, showing a strong
liking for the atmospheres and images of the
past—the picturesque past of soldiers and
lovers and poets, candlelight and shadows
(nicely evoked, incidentally, in the cover
drawing by Hermia Boyd). This sort of poetry
could easily become escapist, bookish, and
sentimental, but Roger McDonald is able to
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avoid these faults. His unagination is stirred
by images of people, especially the sensitive,
who are bound to lose in the game of life. A
characteristic poem is entitled "Four Victorian
Photographs"; and noting that he earns his
living as a television producer, one is tempted
to speculate on the effect of his occupation on
his imagination. He is able to create a moment
of loss with great delicacy and economy: Emily
Dickinson watching Wadsworth leave her Ufe:
The last brown drops of sherry
That startle the dull Ught
Are in her eye;
With an ironical eye he can take a story book
situation—the soldier coming home to his lady
love—and give it a new significance:
She turns. MusUn balloons at the bannisters.
An arm glints in the air. Below,
His cavalry boots cUck on the chessboard
marble;
She trembles on the edge of falUng,
FaUs, and is helpless as a grasshopper
In the beak of his arms.
The impact of the image of a bird and its prey
is all the greater because the conventional details of the scene are so artfully used.
The title poem defines pretty well the feeling
of Roger McDonald's poetry:
Watching the rain, they find no course
beyond.
The skim and random scattering of sound;
Walking with care, they only gain
What sight one footstep gives of ground.
Later, by firesides, they cry for warmth.
In gentle company they sit alone.
Some where a blue they'll never touch
Curves over bone.
The second stanza is less successful than the
first, and it is generally true that his poems are
not weU sustained: they tend to run down, or
be forced to a conclusion because they lack an
inner dynamism. Here the concluding image of
brilliant clarity is contrived to strengthen the
sense of being in a mist, but the first two Unes
of the second stanza have broken the effect so
concretely estabUshed in the first.
One of the best poems in this collection is
"The Actor and the Child", which Dorothy
Auchterlonie included in Australian Poetry
1968. The actor, playing the part of the prince,
responds to the watching child's belief in his
reaUty:
Your eyes follow me through pressed grass.
I know with one nod of my head
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I could have the princess of my choosing.
If I raised one gloved hand to beckon the
clouds
They would descend with showers.
But what hand can I reach forth to lead
Away from this frangipani-starred garden?
My own hand is level with yours;
We are both innocents aloft on flowers.
This is genuinely unaffected, and it is part of
McDonald's strength that he can write in this
way. It is poetry in a minor key, but the final
poem in the volume, "Jack Hope", seems to
indicate that he is moving towards a tougher,
more ambitious sort of poetry. The story of
Jack the Giant-Killer provides him with an
image of man; the poem concludes with a "picture" that could come from a child's book:
And all, indeed, may yet be typical—
Jack strides, as usual.
Grasshopper-sized in the momentum of his
resolve;
Though the hill
Is revealed as the humped portion of the
giant's hand.
And the shadow creating this particular
night
Is the giant's finger hesitating for the kiU.
We shall look forward to the next episode.
Barry Breen is a poet of greater range and
vitality than Roger McDonald, and his first
collection. Behind My Eyes, shows impressive
potential. He is very much aUve to the contemporary world, and the people who hold his
attention are not figures from history and
literature but the children he teaches, the next
door neighbour who has poisoned her lawn, a
landlady going blind, a mother in a foundling
hospital. He knows himself to be an inhabitant
of a world of intolerance and suffering, in
which the future is dark, and the symbol is
the raven not the dove. Although he is bitterly
satirical about what is happening to the world,
as in "One Day all this wiU be Yours, My
Son", the strongest note in this collection is
his compassion for human kind, and especially
his feeUng for the vitality of youth.
One section of the volume is taken up with
school poems which, while giving the feel of
authentic experience, do not succeed fully in
rendering that experience as poetic statement.
In "Caught with Girls" he manages the tone
effectively, but he does not seem able to find
adequate image, any more than the boys can
tell what they felt:
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Reported on the road with girls.
The two of them now guiltily
Setting it all in writing for the Head.
How can you set it down, how tell
Under a teacher's snap-freeze eye
The berry-budding burst of adolescence?
Can fingers fumble words to say
'Exactly what occurred, in brief
At fourteen wagging school with girls?
A similar image and alliterative pattern is used
in "School Social" where he writes of
Faces bud-enclosed by boredom through the
term
and concludes with the pupils at the school
social
shivering off dry leaves of education
and opening faces to their special sun.
One can see what the poet is aiming at, but
something escapes when he tries to set down
his sense of growing Ufe. In a less ambitious
poem, "The Gang-Gang Boy", he is more successful with a similar technique:
The lad cannot sit still, I've christened him
the Gang-Gang Boy (after the loudmouthed,
clicking, clattering and ticking,
berry-breaking birds of the mountains).
It would be unfair, however, to emphasize the
technical limitations of a poet who is still
discovering the possibilities of his own voice
—and those possibiUties appear to be great.
Apart from the school poems, there are
poems of personal feeUng (including the lender
"To Wake, To Flow" which was published in
Westerly), observations of people, an amusing
series in which he adopts the persona of
O'Flaherty, a kind of anti-self, and a number
on religious and social themes. The first poem
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in the volume, "So We Keep Moving . . .",
with strong echoes of Eliot, announces the
depth of his concern with inescapable questions about the meaning of existence, which
he sees here—and in several other poems—in
terms of the traditional image of a journey. A
journey impUes a destination, and in one of his
most powerful poems, "End of a Journey", the
journey of a group of Jews to the gas chamber
dramatises the anguish of believing in the
contemporary world:
Our thoughts turn inward to the clench of
hope.
Our merest living scorns rumours of death:
Time nurtures harvests that we aU must
reap;
We hope to glean a richer yield from faith!
Even, stripped bare, we clutch the covering
Of guards' assurances we go for showers.
And play the goose-flesh masquerade, wrapping
Our clothes for numbered hooks, remembering ours.
In such Unes as these, Barry Breen shows that
he has the capacity to become a considerable
poet.

Westerly No. 3 of 1968
CORRECTIONS to Bangkok Boy by Earle Bimey.
line 11: for tallest read latest.
between line 13 ("and . . . towers") and line 14
("sit . . . ashes") insert the following line:
where ten thousand Buddhas
next line (hne 14 now):
delete "the" before "other"
i.e. line should read:
sit forever on other boys' ashes
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Towards Integrity
L. /. Clancy

The Rebel General by Chris Wallace-Crabbe
(Angus and Robertson, 1967)
After The Assassination by R. A. Simpson
(Jacaranda Press, 1968)
The Rebel General is Chris Wallace-Crabbe's
thu-d volume of verse, coming after In Light
and Darkness and The Music of Division. The
volume is divided into three sections, carefully
constructed. The first, "Ways", consists of a
number of brief, extremely personal lyrics on
a variety of subjects, cuhninating in one of the
few longer poems, "Nature, Language, the Sea:
an Essay". The second, "Brief Lives", widens
the perspective of the volume to deal with
mythical and historical figures such as Prometheus and King David. The third is called
"Colony" and comprises six poems dealing
mainly with scenes reminiscent of AustraUa's
early history.
There is clearly a plan behind this architecture and in general, the tendency of the
poetry is away from the purely personal to
the pubUc or poUtical. There has been a trend
in the last three or four years towards an
increasing preoccupation with political issues.
Vincent Buckley's Arcady and Other Places
included his "Eleven PoUtical Poems", originally published in Prospect; a fair portion of
Evan Jones's Understandings was taken up by
his long poUtical poem, "A Dream of Barricades"; while Bruce Dawe's poetry, of course,
has always been noted for its interest in contemporary politics. Whether this is a peculiarly
Victorian phenomenon is impossible to assess,
but it is noteworthy that both Chris WallaceCrabbe and R. A. Simpson confirm the trend,
even to the titles of their volumes.
Behind this involvement in historical and
poUtical incidents seems to be, in the case of
Wallace-Crabbe at least, an attempt at selfdefinition, an endeavour to come to terms with
the self and its contemporary environment by
reference to the past. In The Rebel General,
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indeed, the process is so overt as to be almost
diagrammatic. Even the first, and most introspective section, shows in poem after poem,
the desire to erect a set of values, to be singled
out and estabUshed as constant, certain enduring spiritual landmarks. The poem "In the
Rain Forest", for example, is concerned with
the intermingling of 'Reason and madness,
paint-pot colours' which
'Slop furiously together
Ruining all my sketches of
Discrimination and control:'
The images which estabUsh positive values are
all of direction and guidance: the poet calls
for a 'guide and ranger' so that he can find
a 'pathway' instead of the rotting signpost,
askew, which is all that confronts him.
The impression of a unifying or common
theme is given extra weight by the consistency
of the images. Chief among these is Reason or
the Mind which is seen very often as a blade
or cutting instrument which will excise flaccidity. In "Home from Home" the poet refers to
'the cutting edge of reason' and the phrase is
repeated in "The Other Melbourne":
Honing the razor of
A radical mistrust,
A cutting-edge of reason.
Something to have in hand.
Later, the interpretation shifts sUghtly to 'the
blades/Of tempered verse'. This habit of repeating phrases from earUer poems is a further
indication of the consistency of the whole
section. The phrase 'labour generating joy'
from "An Allegiance" is taken up again in
"Meditation: The Sleeper" while the same
poem picks up the last line from the poem
before it—'Drab skyUne, yellowing papers, a
fat land'—and uses it as its opening.
If the values that the poetry espouses are
hardly exciting, then, they are clear enough
and what follows from them is only to be
expected. The words that recur constantly are
those suggestive of the dominance of reason
—"reasonable", "moderate", "certain", "the
mind". Against this is set the turbulence for
which 'floods' provide a repeated image.
But if these values are sane and admirable
they are hardly the kind of thing we should
expect to produce very profound poetry and
in fact, for the most part, the verse gives the
impression of being just a little too much
under control. The turbulence is not felt urgently enough for there to be a very powerful
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sense of conflict or tension. A good example
would be the poem "Like Orellana". It starts
off typically enough with 'Yes, we have moved
in moderation' but although it purports to
reject tranquillity in favour of
Launching our brigs upon a mill of tide
And running in that silver turbulence
Into the rapids:
the movement of the verse is too leisurely to
be able to convey any real sense of the conflict, and so of the resolution. The impression
one carries away is of a condition of serenity
perhaps a Uttle too easily earned.
In addition, there is perhaps a more serious
charge that can be levelled against much of the
poetry. For the most part it is urbane and
highly polished, but occasionally there are
lapses of poetic decorum. I am thinking of
the rather pompous and vague personifications
into which the poetry is inclined to lapse so
that we get 'Innocence clad in brown and faded
gold', the rather incongruous 'blue god' of
"Littoral" who wears a ruffled tunic and torn
lace'; as well as of the embarrassing finish to
"Nature, Language, the Sea: an Essay", where
the poet has to resort to explicit and rather
banal statement instead of imaginative suggestion or evocation.
The second section deals with social and
political themes. 'King David" opens with the
statement 'Action is virtue' and many of the
poems devote themselves to questioning this
assumption. The title figure of "Noah", for
instance, finds his faith in his abiUty to build
the saving ark waning in the face of universal
scepticism; in "Rustum", the two warring
parties, the Partisans and the Democrats are
seen as engaging in actions that are mutually
self-destructive. Wallace-Crabbe seems more
at home in this kind of area, where personal
feelings are not involved in quite the same
intimate way. This is not to say that the poems
are impersonal, but that the nature of the
subject matter brings a welcome tone of objectivity into the poems. The verse is as
cosmopolitan as ever, ranging over a wide
spectrum of personages and references, but
these are much more easily assimilated into
the context of the poems. Like those in the
first section, these demand to be treated as a
unit. Over them all hangs the murky cloud of
conspiracy, a subtly suggested atmosphere of
physical violence and ideological dissension.
The difference between the two sections can
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most quickly be discovered by a comparison
between "Carnations", the first poem in the
first section, and "CameUas", the last poem
in the second.
Space prevents me from saying much about
"Colony", except that these poems seem yet
another way of approaching much the same
problems as the earUer poems. Together, they
provide a skilful range of portraits and the
poet reveals considerable virtuosity in capturing the idioms of a variety of characters.
The Rebel General is an accompUshed
volume. If one has the feeUng of a mind which
is assured, at least partly, because it has not
been prepared to explore what underUes that
assurance, there are compensating qualities.
The sense of formal organization—not only in
the volume but in each poem itself—suggests
something of the deUberation and scrupulousness of the author of those two accomplished
earlier volumes, while the better poems remind
us of the high quaUty of Wallace-Crabbe's
recent work, notably "A Wintry Manfiesto",
perhaps the finest poem he has so far written.
Like Chris Wallace-Crabbe, R. A. Simpson
has just pubUshed his third volume: After The
Assassination. Where the former in the past
has usually represented the voice of the Uberal
humanist, sceptical but open-minded and without recourse to cynicism, Simpson has always
had an overt pre-occupation with religious
experience. This latest volume, however, comes
much closer to The Rebel General than one
would ever have expected. For one thing, there
is the title, with its suggestion of political involvement. For another, there is the movement
from fairly personal poems, which either fix on
some humble character and with a few spare
strokes of the brush expose the essential loneliness of his life, or explore preoccupations
that remain highly personal to the poet, to the
poems suggestive of political action. Beyond
either of these, though, and despite the obvious
differences, there is a distinct similarity of tone.
Simpson lacks the sophistication and urbanity of Wallace-Crabbe but in the best poems
this can be an advantage. The first set of
poems, for instance, are short, simple and
completely lacking in any sort of semantic
sophistication. Even the best of them run precariously close to banaUty. But Simpson's
most impressive quality is his complete avoidance of any sort of falsity or cUched expression in favour of the simple and matter
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of fact deUneation of conditions of suffering
and anxiety. Most of these early poems show
a fine and deUcate sympathy, which only rarely
seems in danger of becoming obtrusive. Generally, the language is spare and restrained;
the poetry works best by what it leaves out,
by the suggestion of strains and tensions that
are barely held beneath the surface. It is for
this reason that the earlier poems in the volume
seem most successful.
"Science Fiction Story", although it moves
away from the realm of the domestic, has
something of this quaUty to evoke a great
deal despite the simplicity of its surface. One
of the strengths of the poem is in its refusal
to elaborate on the mysterious premise with
which it starts. The situation is described in
terse, sardonic language which nevertheless has
a resonance of its own. It is particularly noteworthy how often Simson employs short,
almost truncated verse forms in which the
meaning of the Une seems to extend beyond
their end. He seems to feel that more extended
forms would dissipate the concentration and
sharpness of feeling and deUneation and in
general I think he is right. With only rare exceptions, his talent is for the particular and
immediate, for poems which often are hardly
more than cameos, but perfectly executed.
Perhaps this helps to account for the relative
lack of involvement I felt in the poems in the
last section, commencing with the title poem.
It is not that they are done badly—Simpson
is never less than assured—but rather that one
feels they do not belong to anywhere, that
they are 'pieces' which are staged handsomely
rather than poems which needed urgently to
be written. Political poetry always seems too
hard to write in Australia, perhaps because
so few of the events with which it is concerned
are a famiUar part of our experience. WallaceCrabbe, like many Australian poets before him,
has attempted to solve the problem by fixing
his poetry in the early days of the colony and
to some extent this is successful but in reading
"After the Assassination" and "Napoleon at
St Helena" in particular, I had the odd sensation of feeling as if I were viewing the scenes
through the wrong end of a telescope.
Despite certain external similarities, what
separates these two volumes of verse is a
totally different sense we carry away with us
of the poet's situation. With Wallace-Crabbe,
the impression is of a poised but perhaps over64

deliberate or self-conscious laying of spiritual
landmarks. He is ahnost too sure of where
he is going and of the ground he has ah-eady
laid claim to. With Sunpson, on the other
hand, the prevaiUng mood is a relatively static
one. There is no sense of the infinite variety
of things that is always the deUght of WallaceCrabbe's best poetry but rather what amounts,
in the third section particularly, to a stoical
and determined confrontation of middle age.
The vision is rather more drab than we might
have expected, but it shows through with
greater harshness, a more ruthless self-honesty.
What could have been depressing is saved by
the modesty and lack of self-pity of the tone.
The bleakness of this volume could suggest a
drying up of the springs of the imagination
but I think it is rather more indicative of a
deeper searching, a more intensive exploration
of self than the poet has attempted before.
And that he is not incapable of humour,
however self-deprecating, is shown by poems
like "All Friends Together" and "Conversation".
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Studies in the Eighteenth
Century. Papers presented at the
David Nichol Smith Memorial
Seminar, Canberra 1966
Leonard

Jolley

Edited by R. F. Brissenden, Canberra Australian National University Press 1968, pXVII
317. $3.40.
It was fitting that the arrival at the National
Library of David Nichol Smith's personal
Ubrary of some 8,000 volumes should be appropriately celebrated. About half this collection consists of works pubUshed before 1800.
It is not so long since in Australia a book
published in the 18th century had something
approaching the rarity of incunabula in
Europe. With such acquisitions by the National
Library and parallel acquisitions such as the
Macdonald Collection by the University of
Sydney the situation has been completely
changed. There is now a very substantial
working collection of 18th century books in
AustraUan libraries. If a library acquisition
is to be celebrated there is no better celebration that a gathering of the scholars who are
to use the books. The volume under review
consists of seventeen papers delivered to the
David Nichol Smith Memorial Seminar in
18th Century Studies held at Canberra from
the 15th-19th August 1966. AU but one deal
with some aspect of the study of England in
the 18th century. J. H. Tisch contributes a
paper on Milton and the German mind in the
18th century which seems a little out of place
in this company. Of the other contributions,
the majority have a strong literary bias.
Arthur H. Cash discusses "the birth of Tristram Shandy: Sterne and Dr Burton". The
literary relevance of Mr Cash's paper may
perhaps be questioned. That Ufe should begin
with a threat of death would be evident to
anyone who read the first paragraph of
Gibbon's autobiography. It is doubtful whether
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anyone reading this paper will have a deeper
understanding or a lessened distaste for Tristram Shandy. The paper does contain much of
very great interest which will be new to most
students of Uterature and even those who are
already acquainted with the history of obstetrics will get from this paper a vivid apprehension of the horrors of childbirth in the 18th
century which the rather self-satisfied professional historians of obstetrics quite fail to
impart. Another factual paper of very great
interest is R. M. Wiles' "Middle Class literacy
in Eighteenth Century England: Fresh Evidence". Other papers range aU the way from
rather laboured Uterary exegesis to pure after
dinner speeches. Franklin L. Ford in "The
Enlightenment: Towards a Useful Redefinition" and Ian Watt in "Two Historical Aspects
of the Augustan Tradition" both concern
themselves with the difficulties as well as the
advantages of making generalisations. Watt's
paper in particular throws out many useful
ideas and provokes much reflective comment.
Is it really true that in the 18th century the
landed interest concentrated on maintaining
the status quo rather than on trying to change
it for the better? The landed interest in the
18th century certainly did not neglect any
opportunity to pursue its own economic advantage. It can be argued that if the aristocracy in England survived far more efficiently than in France it was because the
English aristocracy in the 18th century was not
a class content to rest on what it possessed but
was in fact extremely energetic as well as completely ruthless in extending its own wealth.
Perhaps the real comment on both these papers
is that no generalisation can hope to give a
picture of a society. It can do no more than
provide a viewpoint from which valid particular insights can be gained.
This is not a book which it is possible to
review. There are papers in it which deserve a
much fuller discussion than could be appropriate in a consideration of a volume of over
three hundred pages. There are others which
represent a tradition of learned chit-chat
which one hoped had disappeared long ago.
The frustrated reviewer is left with one obstinate question which naturally he puts in
the words of the principal poet of the period
under discussion. The Seminar was obviously
worth holding. Although one may envy, no-one
will begrudge the good fortune of those whose
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expenses were paid to attend it. "But why then
publish?" It would be a valuable check on the
unnecessary multiplication of books if a pubUsher were always to ask himself a simple
question: "for whom is the book I am about
to publish intended?" It is hard to imagine a
reader who would want to spend $8.40 on
acquiring this work. It may safely be assumed
that the overwhelming majority of purchasers
of this book will be libraries and in the way
in which both Ubrarianship and scholarship
are developing in the modern world libraries
will buy anything that has the right title. At
least half of the papers in this book deserve
publication but they could have been better
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published in a different form. PubUshed in a
journal all the papers would have been more
accessible to the student who might wish to
consult them. Some would unquestionably have
been rejected and others might have been improved by editorial pruning. It has become the
fashion for University Presses to publish in
full the papers presented at Seminars and Symposia. Like most fashions it originated in the
Sciences and has now spread to the Humanities. It is a bad fashion because a Symposium
—at least when it has no more precise and
narrow scope than the present Symposium—
is an inefficient and extravagant form of pubUcation.
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