




































































































MY LOVE AND MOLLY 

Things are not so jolly Between my love and MoUy, 
Between my love and Molly and me. 

I should be frantic. If there was no possibiUty 
Of a reconciliation Between my love and Molly and me. 

No, it is not so joUy, The skies are grey, I'm blue today 
'Cos things are not so joUy—Things are not so joUy— 

Things are not so joUy 'twixt Molly and Me! 

MARGUERITE JEAN GORDON 
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EPISTLE FROM TOM COLLINS HOUSE 

There are three old men on my mind— 
My father, my wife's grandfather (Pop), 
And Tom ColUns, in whose house I write; 
With other, minor characters. 

1. 

The fire is burning weU, 
contesting the New Winter. 
A timeless situation. 
A supper of coffee and cake. 
You pour it from the cup into the saucer, 
then slurp it up. Crumbs fly. 
Just as you did before, crouched 
by the hissing train in the night, 
the biUy over the glowing coals. 
You always know 
when the trains 
is coming 

by the light in his eyes, 
in his eyes the Past— 
just as the train caUs 
close to us now. 
The pulse of night 
is in the strong 
rhythm of trains. 

2. 

As I puU a weed, hungover, 
the effort great, I think of him 
that feU the trees, 
that buUt the house, 
that buUt on either side a house for each son, 
that heard Pop's train slow for the corner, 
the Fireman that held back the coal . . . . 
You always know when 
the trains is coming 
by the lights on the track 
as you walk at night. 

Out on the desert/the train goes fast 
Clickety clack, clickety clack. 

As my baby now 
listens in on 
his mother's heart, 
so I as baby heard 
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clickity clack 
clickity clack 
Pop's train maybe. 

3. 

Tom, Tom, I hope 
my father didn't own yr land 
you hewd with yr own hand. 
Tom, I sit here knotted, 
my best work lies in my wife's womb. 
Do I trespass at yr table, typing in yr room? 

The fire is going down. 
The wind has dropt. 
The record stopt. 
And I am more within myself. 

I try to stop myself 

listening to my own 

breathing. 

The singular breath, if counted, 
is horrific. 

My Father took so long with his last, 
unfinished breath. 
My Mother lies in the night, 
counting beads. 

Everything has to be in Numbers; 
to be in Rhythms. 

My friend, a musician, 
hears everything in Notes 
and in certain Keys. 
He says it hurts, 
acute awareness. 

Myself, I co-relate everything 
to my own intricate pattern, 
to Times unresolved, 
to evershifting Rhythms. 
O for simple clickity clack, 

WESTERLY, No. 2, JULY, 1969 51 



Pop's train or my own Hornby; 
chop-chop of treefeUing; 
or to be in the Womb, swelling. 

To be at a Beginning. 

Or simply not 

to have Happened 

at aU 

ANDREW BURKE 
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AN UNSIGNED SLADE ORIGINAL 

I feel like an obscure egyptologist 
scouring these covers for treasure 
or a body. But the body has gone, 
the pages are aU cut; I close the 
sarcophagus and look elsewhere 
for bandages and ointment. 

Mother told me, cleanliness 
is next to godliness; always a zealous 
man, I worship best when in the bath. 
This is my body and let the water out. 
Standing in my adamness, I take 
my unsigned E)uchamp original from the rack 
and scrub the taste out of my mouth. 

This is the letter that I always 
meant to write you. I won't say 
anything because you've had it 
all before. And besides, I've already 
given the game away. Dear me, 
I remain. 

LEON SLADE 
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HOMAGE TO A HOMOSEXUAL 

" rebellion against the subjugation 
under the order of procreation, and against 
the institutions which guarantee this order." 

—Marcuse. 

He was the artist who drew in chalk 
on the pavement just before it rained. He wrote 
his poems in water-colour paint on ice 
and left them to dry in the sun. 

Today, I saw him lurking in the shadows 
of Bank Place, sockless, his face shaded 
by a growth of beard and the dust of 
a city. He stepped out into the road 
not wanting or not wanting to see 
the ponderous semi-trailer, stacked 
with virgin Valiants. I ran to his side; 
and on a bed of smashed spectacles. 
Superman, in his death throes, whispered, 
"Kryptonite, bloody kryptonite". 

Tonight, I have chalked a memorial 
to him at the corner of CoUins and Queen. I've painted 
a water-colour epitaph for him on a block of ice 
which I've placed on the memorial 

to wait for the morning sun. 

LEON SLADE 
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THREE DAY GUEST 

Charismatic as always 
he made an unexpected guest appearance; 
a good lago 
with all his magic working. 
And I loved him 
even as he destroyed me. 
Now I am become 
a poor leaden-tongued OtheUo 
struggling to recapture 
the magic of a first night. 
The audience, distracted, 
is nonetheless sympathetic, 
even loving. She applauds understandingly. 
But, from the darkness of the wings 
where he watches 
I am upstaged, forever. 

BILL WARNOCK 
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IT'S A FREE COUNTRY! 

So the weeds are at it again, 
campaigning aU over the garden, 
waving their green flags 
and their baimers of blossom, 
untU pageants and processions 
seem drab by comparison. 

I seize the spade from the shed, 
and advance upon them. 
Then I think: 
a weed is a weed, 
just as a man is a man, 
and if a man has rights 
what about weeds? 

Then I laugh and laugh, 
because I remember: 
man is the boss-cocky, 
he holds the money-bags, 
he has the big battaUons 
of motor-mowers and mattocks, 
he controls the stock market, 
he sounds the starting siren 
and the knock-off whistle, 
he sits in the union secretary's chair, 
and the chair of the managing director too, 
he holds the monopoly of weed poison, 
he wears the policeman's helmet, 
and he and the garden tools 
have a mutual defence treaty. 

How then could have a weed have rights! 
Hand me the fUe 
that I may sharpen the shovel. 

IAN MUDIE 
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REVIEWS 

Mountford, Charles P. Winbaraku and the 
Myth of Jarapiri. Adelaide, Rigby, 1968. xix, 
116p. $6.50 

Wannan, Bill. My kind of Country. Adelaide, 
Rigby, 1967. 199p. $3.75 

Linklater, William and Tapp, Lynda. Gather 
No Moss. Melbourne, Macmillan, 1968. 222p. 
$3.50 

What kind of response to their environment do 
Australians have? I never cease to be puzzled 
by this question, and although I haven't come 
up with the answer I'm pretty sure that the 
Australian's response to his country is totally 
different from that of the Englishman, or at 
any rate of the English woman. This image of 
one's country has absolutely nothing to do with 
patriotism or my country right or wrong and 
nothing much to do with loyalty in any pubUc 
sense. It is a relationship between a person and 
a place which has about it the same quality as 
a relationship between two people. For the 
English exile at least it has some of the attri­
butes of a love affair, the loved one is not per­
fect, but is known, real and beautiful. 

If you are an Australian who has read as far 
as this you may wonder what I'm talking 
about, which will only go to prove my point. 
That Australians get homesick I know, there is 
a plaintive queue of them in the Botanical 
Gardens at Oxford waiting to smell the eucal-
ypts, but their longing is for a generalised 
concept: gum trees, beaches, wide open spaces, 
above all sunshine, and bright hot sunshine is 
a great destroyer of personality in places. The 
very words used to describe the non-urban 
environment in AustraUa are vast, impersonal 
and harsh; the bush, the outback, in the sticks, 
the mulga, back o' Bourke. How they contrast 
with the loving rather secret words of the 
English countryside, hedgerow, woodland, lane, 
footpath. These words suggest intimate know­
ledge and closeness. It is my contention that 
despite the large population and the diminish­
ing countryside the EngUsh have a more 
immediate and responsive relationship with 
their environment than the Austrahans. Partly 
of course this is a matter of changing seasons, 
Spring and Fall are so obvious that even in 
London or Liverpool you can't miss the fall of 

old leaves or the budding of the new. In most 
cities pubUc transport brings the countryside 
within the reach of all but the most deprived 
child; Epping Forest is only a bus ride from 
Bethnall Green and excursions for things like 
blackberrying or (alas) bluebell picking bring 
a consiousness of country things to many town 
children. Thus even in urban England a child 
can grow up with the consciousness of parti­
cular idiosyncratic landscapes both urban and 
rural to which he has a personal sense of 
belonging The great diversity of English land­
scape plays a part in this, Bournemouth is not 
like Bath, London is quite different from 
Lincoln or Jarrow on Tyne. Each new era 
offers a new personaUty to be explored and 
cherished. Most of the English, when they are 
homesick are nostalgic for one or two specific 
places, not for England as a whole. 

This intense devotion to place can be demon­
strated over and over again in English Uter-
ature; as Professor Helen Gardiner has recently 
pointed out poets as diverse as Tennyson, Eliot, 
the Beowulf poet and the writer of Sir 
Gawaine and the Green Knight all use specific 
places, recognisable landscapes, as part of the 
emotional furniture of their poems. Such use 
of a specific place seems to me much rarer in 
AustraUan hterature. There are outstanding 
exceptions, Judith Wright's poetry and The 
Fortunes of Richard Mahoney for instance. 
But then Henry Handel Richardson was an 
expatriate Australian and Judith Wright was 
brought up in the country. It is my experience 
that urban Australians do not usually feel 
strong ties with this natural environment rather 
than that. If you grew up in the Kimberley, 
or the Northern Tablelands of New South 
Wales, or the Western District of Victoria 
then you might make strong ties with your 
rural environment but if you grew up in one 
of the cities then you would be less Ukely 
to become passionately involved with a place. 
Most of the cities, after all, are more alike than 
they are different, especially in the suburbs 
where most of us live, and the very rivalry 
between cities is the product of their sameness. 
Gum trees, sunUght and his own quarter acre 
will do the average AustraUan. 

Nevertheless there are some Austrahans who 
are linked to a particular area by very strong 
emotional ties. In Winbaraku and the myth of 
Jarapiri, Charles Mountford says "The philo­
sophies of the aborigines are linked (intim-
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ately) with the topographical features of a 
particular locality". Just how strongly and 
intimately Unked some of us are now begin­
ning to learn, and the Weebo affair has shown 
how little we are prepared to accept and 
understand the emotional Ufe of other people. 
Charles Mountford's book was somethmg of 
a revelation to me because of what it has to 
say about the attitude of a group of desert 
aborigines to their environment and also be­
cause their attitudes enable one to see that 
environment through new eyes—their eyes 
perhaps. 

The book is about the travels of a group of 
totemic beings. These creatures of the dream-
time, giant and semi-human have an important 
place in myth, best described in Mountford's 
own words: 

The men and women of the Ngalia and 
Walbiri tribes believe that before the time 
of creation, the surface of the earth (which 
had always existed) was one vast plain, 
unbroken by hill, water course, or any other 
natural feature. Nor was it inhabited by any 
form of Ufe. 

Then at some ill-defined time in that long 
distant past —totemic creatures emerged 
from the siu-face of the level plain, and 
started to wander aimlessly over the face of 
the earth. As they did so, they carried out 
the same tasks as the aborigines of today— 
they camped, made fire, dug for water, 
performed ceremonies and other relevant 
activities. 

Then, for some reason which the abor­
igines cannot explain, the Dream-time came 
to an end, and now wherever the Totemic 
people had performed any task, the place is 
marked by a rock, hill, watercourse, or 
some other natural feature. 

Mountford has chosen to write about just 
one such group, in which Jarapiri the snake 
man is the most prominent character. Appar­
ently there are many such groups and journeys 
and knowledge of most is in danger of being 
lost along with the way of Ufe of which they 
are part. Jarapiri is connected with an area in 
the McDonnell Ranges, the start of his journey 
was at Winbaraku "A spectacular double 
peaked hUl about one and a half miles long 
and a thousand feet high." In this area live the 
Ngalia and Walbiri tribes and it is their stories 
which Mountford has recorded. The myths, he 
says, provide them with an explanation and 
philosophy of Ufe and they define relationships 

and laws. The stories, which are thus very 
important to them are kept alive in a number 
of ways. They are passed on by oral tradition 
which explains the geography of the land and 
they are remembered in totemic ceremonies 
with songs and colourful body decorations. 
There are also cave paintings and engravings 
on sacred objects. 

In this book Mountford recounts how he 
followed the path taken by the mythical crea­
tures from Winbaraku where they started their 
journey, to an area many miles to the north 
where Jarapiri and his party finally passed 
beyond the knowledge of the NgaUa and Wal­
biri people. He did the journey in a land rover 
with aboriginal guides who were able to re­
count to him the various exploits of the myth­
ical party along the way. "The long journey 
with my aboriginal companions over this tot­
emic route allowed me to see, first-hand, the 
strong emotional Unks that bound them so 
closely to their land. Everything they saw 
about them were to the aborigines, continuous 
reminders of the truth of the mythical stories 
that explained their origin," His companions 
were able to arrange for performances of sec­
ret totemic ceremonies which both explain 
elements of the totemic journey and keep its 
memory aUve, and they were able to show 
him and explain to him various paintings, some 
of them quite spectacular. 

All these things are told in an unadorned 
style whose plainness is extremely effective in 
reflecting the country and harsh conditions. 
Mountford is concerned primarily to record 
and when necessary to explain, comment occurs 
fairly rarely, most of it in the introduction and 
first chapter. Thus the account of Jarapiri's 
journey is aUowed to make its own forceful 
unpact. Every natural feature of the landscape 
has been explained by the aborigines who Uve 
in their area in terms of what was done there 
by the totemic creatures in the dreaming. So 
for them, wherever they go, there are constant 
reminders of the myths which form the basis 
of their way of Ufe. Such unity between the 
present and the past, between life as it is Uved 
and its sources is remarkable and surely envi­
able. We should certainly be doing everything 
we can to preserve and to learn from such 
imaginative unity with an environment. 

This book helps one to appreciate what is the 
birthright of still tribalised aboriginal people. 
It also helps one to understand a Uttle more 
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about the country in which both they and we 
now live. There are still parts of it so remote 
and unchanging that a dead tree will Ue for 
long enough in one place to become incorpor­
ated into the myth. This has happened for 
instance in the case of one dead tree which 
represents the body of Jarapiri who rested on 
the spot where the tree now lies. Such distance 
from the world in which we live, where the 
tree would have been taken for firewood or 
defaced by vandals long since, lends us a 
valuable perspective. It offers an insight into a 
way of life which values imagination, and a 
relationship between man and his environment 
which has nothing to do with material wealth. 

The book is beautifully presented with excel­
lent photographs and diagrams. Some of the 
excitement which must be generated by the 
rock paintings is captured in the illustrations 
and the photographs are well related to the 
text. Anyone who lives in Australia and wants 
to understand the country must surely read it. 

The same cannot unfortunately be said of 
either My Kind of Country by Bill Wannan 
or Gather No Moss by William Linklater and 
Lynda Tapp. The first is a collection of "yarns, 
ballads, legends and traditions" many of wfiich 
strike me as trite and rather depressing—a typ­
ical example is the definition given by David 
Healey "I look upon him as a genuine Austra­

lian . . . A man saturated with dry humour as 
it were" Although this is the level of much of 
the humour in the book there are some good 
things—the ode to WestraUa which I'd be 
lynched if 1 quoted and of course the weU 
known but utterly delightful 

Kangaroo Kangaroo 
Thou spirit of AustraUa 
That redeems from utter failure. 
From perfect desolation. 
And warrants the creation 
Of this fifth part of the earth. 

Nevertheless while such a collection may 
amuse the Australian, it hardly presents a 
real picture of the country. 

It is odd that this is often the case with 
books about Australian life by people whose 
own response to it has obviously been whole 
hearted. Gather No Moss is the autobiography 
of William Linklater who has wandered all 
over Northern AustraUa, who knows it well 
and loves it. But he fails to communicate any 
real excitement or understanding of the country 
to his reader for whom the thing is a string of 
anecdotes. To have experienced the unusual is 
not enough, one has to understand it and to 
communicate it. Linklater's Australia seems 
trite compared with Mountford's. 

CAROL BOLTON 

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 Ar t and Music Books 

We also specialize in second hand hard­
cover books 

Unusual collection of greet ing 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 

INTELLECTUALLY ACTIVE? 

MENTALLY ALERT? 

NOT ENOUGH OUTLET? 

Ever heard of 

MENSA? 
Membership enquiries to 
BOX K821(W) G.P.O., PERTH, W.A. 6001 
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Pearson, W. H. Henry Lawson among Maoris. 
Canberra, AustraUan National University 
Press, 1968. xvi, 224p. $5.00. 

In recent years renewed attention has been 
given to both the publication and assessment 
of the works of past Australian writers, and 
every bookshop worthy of that name, has a 
special section devoted to what it terms "Aus-
traUana". In the field of AustraUan writing 
a much honoured place is given to Henry 
Lawson and Cecil Mann has attributed to 
him the unconscious role of the founder of 
a Lawsonian school of prose writing. Of late, 
much of the adulation given to Lawson as the 
writer par excellence of the nationaUst tradi­
tion in AustraUan literature and the exponent 
of a nationalist code of values, especially that 
of mateship, has given way to a more critical 
assessment of both Lawson's writings and 
Lawson himself. This tendency towards dis­
cretion and selective evaluation in the treat­
ment of Lawson and his hterature was evident 
in the publications made available to commem­
orate the centenary of Henry Lawson's birth 
in 1867 and is the keynote of W. H. Pearson's 
recently published wrok, Henry Lawson Among 
Maoris (Australian National University Press, 
Canberra, 1968). 

One of the lesser known aspects of Lawson's 
life, and probably because of this, an aspect 
considered to be relatively unimportant by 
Lawson's critics, is Lawson's third visit to New 
Zealand in 1897, during which time he was 
employed as a teacher at the Mangamaunu 
native school in the Kaikoura district of the 
South Island. Ostensibly, Lawson's reason, 
or at least his wife's reason, for taking this 
position was to provide Lawson with a steady 
income while, at the same time, giving him 
the necessary leisure to pursue his literary 
career. An additional reason given by his wife. 
Bertha, who seems to have taken the initiative 
in procuring the teaching position, was to 
isolate Henry from his Sydney drinking com­
panions and, if possible, the temptations of 
alcohol generally. One is tempted to question 
the successful fulfilment of any of the reasons 
given as the Lawsons stayed at Mangamaunu 
for only five months from 5th May to early 
October, 1897, during which time Henry found 

himself increasingly out of sympathy with the 
Maori people in the area and unable to cope 
successfully with the demands placed upon him 
as the teacher of their children. His Uterary 
output during his stay would seem to have 
been small and Uttle of it was pubUshed. 
Neither Lawson's sojourn in Mangamaunu nor 
the writing accompUshed there have been seen 
by his critics to be integral to the general 
development of his thought and the expression 
of that thought in his other, and more major 
contribution to AustraUan literature. Indeed, 
the creative efforts inspired by Mangamaunu, 
notably "A Daughter of Maoriland", have 
been viewed as being directly contrary to 
Lawson's views on "universal brotherhood and 
mateship". 

Dr Pearson has given quite a different inter­
pretation to this period at Mangamaunu; an in­
terpretation which sees the effects of Lawson's 
stay there as marking a crucial point in the 
development of his thought—"an aesthetic 
crisis". To quote Dr Pearson, "the artistic 
crisis that came out of Lawson's experience 
at Mangamaunu was a withdrawal. He had 
taken up the challenge of interpreting a differ­
ent culture, but he retreated into bitterness 
when the values of his own culture were 
offended. But the crisis was also a reassertion 
of the values from which he had hitherto 
drawn artistic strength; a recognition of the 
limitations in time and place in which his 
talents could operate. It preceded a deeper ex­
ploration of the area of experience he knew. 
Within four years three volumes containing 
some of his most memorable prose had been 
published, mostly set in AustraUa: On the 
Track, Over the Sliprails, and Joe Wilson and 
his Mates", (p. 154 of Henry Lawson Among 
Maoris.) If this interpretation is correct, and 
certainly it is convincingly and painstakingly 
put forward, together with abundant evidence 
to support it, then the later period of Lawson's 
life and his disillusioned retreat from the 
realities of the newly developing urbanisation 
of AustraUa have been in part conditioned by 
this New Zealand experience of 1897. More­
over, the apparent inconsistency between 
Lawson's doctrine of universal brotherhood 
and mateship and his limited appUcation of 
this doctrine in his writing is lent added ex­
planation and weight. 

Dr Pearson himself does not seem to have 
realised the full extent of his study of Lawson's 
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experience among the Maoris—he says in his 
introduction that his purpose is to explain why 
a man who advocated the idea of human 
brotherhood should have failed in his relations 
with the Maoris and, in particular, should write 
such a story as "A Daughter of Maoriland" 
with its bitter message of the futility of extend­
ing overtures of universal brotherhood to an 
inferior people. However, it would seem that 
Dr Pearson has attempted more than this— 
he has tried to link Lawson's experiences 
among the Maori people of Mangamaunu with 
the rest of Lawson's life and work, and, in so 
doing, has dealt yet another mortal blow to 
the over-stressed evaluation of Lawson as the 
uncritical proponent of universal mateship and 
brotherhood. He has achieved much success 
in both his avowed and seemingly unconscious 
endeavours, yet for all this "Henry Lawson 
Among Maoris" is not an easy book to read. 
Some of the content of its earlier chapters 
seem unnecessarily over-detailed until they are 
viewed in the light of the final chapter, "Law-
son's Aesthetic Crisis", where Dr Pearson at 
last justified their pedantry by his conclusions 
which far exceeded his acknowledged purpose. 

Superficially, the book appears to lack con­
tinuity and perhaps the main reason for this 
is its loose construction—in the first two chap­
ters the popular conceptions of Lawson as the 
propagator of universal brotherhood and again 
as the eulogiser of the Australian bushman are 
critically evaluated in the light of Lawson the 
individual and Lawson in society. In the follow­
ing two chapters Lawson disappears while the 
author develops the background to Lawson's 
teaching position at Mangamaunu by outlining 
the origin of the Mangamaunu Maoris and the 
nature of the native teaching policy adopted 
by New Zealand educational authorities in the 
late nineteenth century. Dr Pearson does not 
only confine himself to simply a brief outline 
of the native teaching policy but critically ex­
amines it in the light of its avowed aim of 
using teachers as "missionaries of civilization". 
The remainder of the book is again devoted to 
Henry Lawson, first as a teacher at Manga­
maunu, then as a writer crucially affected by 
his contact with Maori culture. An epilogue 
gives evidence of Lawson's continuing pre­
occupation with the Maoris of Mangamaunu 
and two appendices, one reproducing Lawson's 
letters from Mangamaunu and the other pro­
viding extra information of Lawson's three 

visits to New Zealand, further consoUdate and 
elucidate the content of the book itself. 

Dr Pearson shows himself to be a scholar 
of much versatility and his book is the pro­
duct of much painstaking research. Frequent 
reference to and quotation of contemporary 
letters, figures and Lawson's own manuscripts 
are used to substantiate Dr Pearson's conten­
tions, while the use of maps and photographs 
provide the reader with a clearer picture of the 
locality in which the Lawsons were placed 
during their stay at Mangamaunu. Dr Pearson's 
book, combining as it does valuable informa­
tion on the New Zealand native education 
system in the late nineteenth century and 
critical estimations of both Lawson and his 
work in both the Australian and New Zealand 
contexts, will be of much interest and use to 
scholars in both areas. Perhaps its dual nature 
explains the curious exclusion of the obvious 
article in the title. 

/ . M. WOODWARD 

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

Abraham Lincoln. 
25 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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BROWNING 
the 
X \ J 11/ 1 AN INTRODUCTORY STUDY 

by LEONARD BURROWS 

The first study of the poet by Leonard Btirrows, 
Browning: An Introductory Essay was published in 
1952, and has been out of print for many years. 
Browning the Poet is a completely re-written and 
greatly expanded version of the previous book. 

The author's aim has been to encourage an attentive 
and sympathetic (though not uncritical) reading of 
Browning. 

PRICE $6.50 Clothbound 

Available from all leading booksellers. 

Eastern states agent: Melbourne University Press 
53-63 Moor Street, Fitzroy, Victoria, 3065. 

Published by 
University of Western Australia Press 
Nedlands, Western Australia 6009 
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WHAT IS THE CRITIC? 

The Critic is a critical journal published in Western Australia approxi­
mately every three weeks. 

WHAT IS IT TRYING TO DO? 

Ttie Critic, now in its eighth year of publication, tries to cover every 
Uterary, artistic, musical, cinematographic or cultural event of worth, pro­
viding criticisms by the best people that can be found in every field. 

IS IT JUST AN 'ARTS JOURNAL? 

The Critic has covered civic problems such as the building of the new 
town hall, legal problems such as the question of 'deportations' from 
Rottnest, and controversies in education, architectiure and morals. 

WHO PUBLISHES THE CRITIC? 

The Critic is published by a group of trustees and a managing committee, 
on which are an artist, a doctor, and members of the Philosophy, Law, 
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