



















































































































































































New Impulses in Australian Poetry gives an
encouraging account of contemporary Aus-
tralian poetry, and it will be interesting to
discover whether time will confirm the diag-
nosis 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 collect-
ing in a volume will come forth with a poem
at the right time. One would like 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, includ-
ing 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 in-
clusiveness, and to encourage newer poets as
well as representing those who have already
made their mark.

There is, nevertheless, much that is enjoy-
able. David Campbell with “The Australian
Dream” (the Royal Family coming to stay)
and Bruce Dawe with “Life-Cycle” (football
as the Australian 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 con-
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ciseness; Gwen Harwood’s “Alla 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
likes, 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 author-
ity of the verse:

Turning the leaves of this majestic book

My thoughts are with those great cosmo-

graphers,

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 at-
tractive 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 imagination 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 life:

The last brown drops of sherry

That startle the dull light

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. Muslin balloons at the bannisters.

An arm glints in the air. Below,

His cavalry boots click on the chessboard

marble;

She trembles on the edge of falling,

Falls, 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 de-
tails 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 well 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 lines
of the second stanza have broken the effect so
concretely established 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
reality:

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 T 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 “pic-
ture” 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 kill.
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 alive to the contem-
porary 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 will be Yours, My
Son”, the strongest note in this collection is
his compassion for human kind, and especially
his feeling 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 life. In a less ambitious
poem, “The Gang-Gang Boy”, he is more suc-
cessful with a similar technique:

The lad cannot sit still, I’ve christened him

the Gang-Gang Boy (after the loud-

mouthed,

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 possibilities appear to be great.

Apart from the school poems, there are
poems of personal feeling (including the tender
“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 ques-
tions 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 implies 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 all 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, wrap-
ping

Our clothes for numbered hooks, remember-
ing ours.

In such lines 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 Birney.

line 11: for rallest read larest.
between line 13 (“and . . . towers™) and line 14
(*“sit . . . ashes™) insert the following line:
where ten thousand Buddhas
next line (line 14 now):
delcte ‘‘the” before ‘‘other™
i.e. line should read:
sit forever on other boys’ ashes
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Towards Integrity

L. ]J. 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
third 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, culminating 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 Pro-
metheus and King David. The third is called
“Colony” and comprises six poems dealing
mainly with scenes reminiscent of Australia’s
early history.

There is clearly a plan behind this archi-
tecture and in general, the tendency of the
poetry is away from the purely personal to
the public or political. 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 Political Poems”, origin-
ally published in Prospect; a fair portion of
Evan Jones’s Understandings was taken up by
his long political poem, “A Dream of Barri-
cades”; while Bruce Dawe’s poetry, of course,
has always been noted for its interest in con-
temporary politics. Whether this is a peculiarly
Victorian phenomenon is impossible to assess,
but it is noteworthy that both Chris Wallace-
Crabbe and R. A. Simpson confirm the trend,
even to the titles of their volumes.

Behind this involvement in historical and
political incidents seems to be, in the case of
Wallace-Crabbe at least, an attempt at self-
definition, 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 intro-
spective section, shows in poem after poem,
the desire to erect a set of values, to be singled
out and established as constant, certain en-
during 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 establish 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 flaccid-
ity. 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 slightly to ‘the
blades/Of tempered verse’. This habit of re-
peating phrases from earlier 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 skyline, 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 ur-
gently 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 con-
flict, and so of the resolution. The impression
one carries away is of a condition of serenity
perhaps a little 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. 1 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 sug-
gestion 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 ability 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 ob-
jectivity 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 “Camelias”, 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 earlier poems. Together, they
provide a skilful range of portraits and the
poet reveals considerable virtuosity in captur-
ing the idioms of a variety of characters.

The Rebel General is an accomplished
volume. If one has the feeling of a mind which
is assured, at least partly, because it has not
been prepared to explore what underlies 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 deliberation and scrupulous-
ness of the author of those two accomplished
earlier volumes, while the better poems remind
us of the high quality 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 published his third volume: After The
Assassination. Where the former in the past
has usually represented the voice of the liberal
humanist, sceptical but open-minded and with-
out 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 in-
volvement. 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 lone-
liness 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 urban-
ity 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 pre-
cariously close to banality. But Simpson’s
most impressive quality is his complete avoid-
ance of any sort of falsity or clichéd ex-
pression in favour of the simple and matter
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of fact delineation of conditions of suffering
and anxiety. Most of these early poems show
a fine and delicate sympathy, which only rarely
seems in danger of becoming obtrusive. Gen-
erally, 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 quality 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 note-
worthy how often Simson employs short,
almost truncated verse forms in which the
meaning of the line seems to extend beyond
their end. He seems to feel that more extended
forms would dissipate the concentration and
sharpness of feeling and delineation and in
general I think he is right. With only rare ex-
ceptions, 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 familiar part of our experience. Wallace-
Crabbe, 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 sensa-
tion 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 over-
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deliberate or self-conscious laying of spiritual
landmarks. He is almost too sure of where
he is going and of the ground he has already
laid claim to. With Simpson, on the other
hand, the prevailing mood is a relatively static
one. There is no sense of the infinite variety
of things that is always the delight of Wallace-
Crabbe’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 “Conversa-
tion”.

The In Bookshop

Specially priced hard-cover books

Extensive paper-back range including
Penguin and Pelican titles

Children’s books
Text books
Extensive range of Art and Music Books

We also specialize in second hand hard-
cover books

Unusual collection of greeting cards and
the latest classical and hit records

For the convenience of South Perth cus-
tomers we have opened a branch at
15a Mends Street, South Perth

A. W. WILLIAMS (Prop.)

“WINDSOR HOUSE”
328 MURRAY STREET, PERTH

Telephone 21 4003
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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 Aus-
tralian National University Press 1968, p XV1I
317. $3.40.

It was fitting that the arrival at the National
Library of David Nichol Smith’s personal
library of some 8,000 volumes should be ap-
propriately celebrated. About half this collec-
tion consists of works published 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
Australian libraries. If a library acquisition
is to be celebrated there is no better celebra-
tion 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. All 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 Tris-
tram Shandy: Sterne and Dr Burton”. The
literary relevance of Mr Cash’s paper may
perhaps be questioned. That life 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 Tris-
tram Shandy. The paper does contain much of
very great interest which will be new to most
students of literature and even those who are
already acquainted with the history of obstet-
rics will get from this paper a vivid apprehen-
sion of the horrors of childbirth in the 18th
century which the rather self-satisfied pro-
fessional 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 Evi-
dence”. Other papers range all the way from
rather laboured literary exegesis to pure after
dinner speeches. Franklin L. Ford in “The
Enlightenment: Towards a Useful Redefini-
tion” 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 ad-
vantage. It can be argued that if the aris-
tocracy in England survived far more effi-
ciently 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 com-
pletely 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 particu-
lar 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 appropri-
ate 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 ob-
stinate 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 pub-
lisher 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 librarianship 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

66

published in a different form. Published 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 im-
proved by editorial pruning. It has become the
fashion for University Presses to publish in
full the papers presented at Seminars and Sym-
posia. Like most fashions it originated in the
Sciences and has now spread to the Humani-
ties. 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 pub-
lication.
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BOOKSHOP

AT THE UNIVERSITY, NEDLANDS
WESTERN AUSTRALIA

Specialists in the Service and
Supply of University Text Books
and organised for obtaining any
work of Literature published

overseas.

FOR PROMPT ATTENTION - - RING 865578

865579

westerly 1s published by the University of Western Australia Press, set
in Times type-face and printed by Alpha Print Pty Litd. Perth. W.A.



k Books for Comment

) oundings on Art
Alternate Fridays, 8.45 p.m.

Poet’'s Tongue
Sundays, 5.0 p.m.

Quality Street
Sundays, 6.30 p.m.



