












































































































































































"Why choose me?" 
The young woman shrugged. "You are the type, you know. You're sophisti­

cated, you should have a fairly well baked philosophy by now. And you're the 
only woman on her own here, the only one I can pin down in the crowd. Sure, 
I'll get plenty on it from some of the kids, later, down at the snack bar, they're 
not very articulate, really; you just get an idea from them and build on it. But 
I could do with something more mature to start." 

They went up in the lift. 
"This is one of my most interesting assignments," the girl said. "I'm going on 

holidays tomorrow. The lass who had it in hand went sick, I think she's just had 
a scrape, anyway I copped this at the last minute. Big deal. That's why I'm on the 
job tonight." 

"Where do we start, then?" 
"Say . . . what do you think of Australian men as lovers?" 
"I can only give hearsay opinion on that . . . one man doesn't provide a case." 
"We can skip it, then. The kids '11 know more. What do you think about 

teenage sexuality?" 
"I prefer adolescent. In any case, 1 have no first-hand knowledge. I was a 

virgin at twenty." 
"At twenty? You've got to be joking." 
"No. My maiden aunts must have been. But my daughter, now . . ." 
The pencil flew over the pad; the woman poured the drinks. "Cheers!" 
"Good health! Marriage, Mrs Campbell? One young woman said to me /'m 

a great believer in marriage. But you must have honesty and trust. Sounds like 
Sunday school to me." 

"Maybe. I didn't go to Sunday school. My aunts left that to the servants. 
Church twice a day for the upper classes. Yes. I believe in marriage. Always 
did. As a sacrament, at first. And as a contract. Now it's only a contract, a legal 
and binding contract. One must have security." 

"Security? What kind of security? Would you care to enlarge on that?" 
"Financial security. Above all. Some say it's the most important factor in 

marriage. I agree. Financial security. Otherwise, you're sunk!" 
"I . . . see!" (I'll put that aside and work it out, later.) "Well, could you 

help me on this one? Many women believe a man can sleep with a woman and 
not have any feeling for her. For sleep of course read have intercourse with" 

"As you know, my experience is limited. But I'd say . . . yes, I believe that 
could be so. Now I wonder . . . ?" 

She poured herself another double. The girl's glass was untouched. "Help 
yourself." She walked the length of the room and back, finished off the glass, left 
it to resume her pacing. The copper top suggested "Let it ride" but the woman 
waved her aside. "This leads me to a particularly intriguing line of thought. I 
must get this straight. Is it the same with the gins as it was with me? Has he 
any more feeling when he has intercourse with a Dolly Wheelbarrow or a Pansy-
San? Oh, sorry Pansy-San, I'm getting my colours mixed, you're a Jap aren't 
you and you've never met Aubrey. The question is, does he have any more 
feeling when he goes to the gins' camp than when he went to bed with me?" 

She poured another double. The girl's was still untouched. "Help yourself. 
And don't look so round eyed. I'm not communing with myself, you can hear 
what I have to say. It's general knowledge about town, isn't it? Lori Campbell's 
husband is a gin lover. She couldn't have been much use to him." 

"I haven't heard it. But I don't get around. In any case that's a non sequitur, 
surely?" 

"Been going on a long time now, in the circles he moves in. Breeding their 
own labour. Yes, old hat. Have a drink, girl." 
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"Could we talk about male freedom, Mrs Campbell? They say it's a man's 
world in Australia. You know, beer, sport, women in that order. Do you think 
women should try to alter that? Should they break up their group and join the 
men? Round the keg, at parties. Metaphorically speaking, I suppose . . . " 

"My dear young woman, I can't imagine myself at a keg. But I'll say this. 
Not only have I disposed of women in my life, I've even refrained from joining 
the men." 

She sat suddenly, hands clasped around her glass, the liquid steady as she gazed 
into it, then swung to the girl. "And that, moment of truth in a whiskey glass is 
why you see me now, alone, deserted. Hear that? Moment of truth for Lori 
Campbell, alone and deserted. Thankful for your temporary interest. But 'rally­
ing', there's always Tibet." She fell back on the chaise longue, asleep and snoring 
and the glass bounced on the carpet. 

"Moment of truth. There's no truth in her. Moment of pot valiance more like 
it." The girl let her pencil drag on the page while she inspected the sleeping 
figure. Rather a beauty, bone structure and colouring. As one copper top to 
another, I must give her full marks there. Grooming and dress, one hundred per­
cent of course. And plenty of money. She didn't come up like my mother from 
a suburban state school on a scholarship to High; and on to teaching year after 
year with time off to have us kids; and on supply after Dad died; and my 
mother's older than this woman but she seems younger. There's a different aura 
about my mother. Something human. That's what's lacking here. "Humanity." 
The girl shivered. "Yes there's a coldness here, a lack of warmth I mean. She'd be 
an implacable enemy. She'd never forgive." 

She put her notebook away. "Watch it, George! Not to get fanciful. She's just 
another interview. But let's get out of here." She dragged a cushion under the 
sleeping woman's head, replaced the glass, switched off the lamps, closed the door 
behind her. She let herself be grabbed and kissed hilariously under the mistletoe 
in the lift, made her escape to her car and cruised off, looking for a snack bar. 
So that's the naked Mrs Aubrey Campbell? Hope she doesn't phone and scrub it 
when she sobers up. But, parked by a Be Tidy bin, Hilda Berman tore the leaves 
from her book, stuffed them into the gaping mouth of the horrendous gnome and 
went on her way. 

I came home early in the morning of Christmas Day to the peace of my 
garden and the uncomplicated welcome of Bruno. I intended to telephone the 
editress of that glossy to scrub the talk I'd had with the young copper top. I 
couldn't remember what I'd said or how it had ended; too much Scotch, I should 
have stayed with the vodka. I scribbled a memo on my desk pad but in the 
drama of the following week it was one of many such reminders overlooked. 
My present from Marri was on her desk, as she'd said. Also the first of that 
week's telegrams. I vaguely remembered it had been delivered on Christmas Eve 
just as my guests had begun to arrive; I'd dismissed it as another from Marina's 
Rusty. But it was to me, this one, from Aubrey's manager at the Peaks. Marina 
had opened it and left it flattened under an ash tray. I read it at a glance, then 
word by word. Mr Campbell .seriously ill. Injured in accident. In coma in 
Carrington hospital. Doctor Jagger holds no hope of his recovery. Come at once. 

There was a note from Marina. Lori, old girl, don't grieve for him. No one 
else will. Even the aboriginal women won't wail for him. See you in the New 
Year. But she didn't. 

I asked the people next door to look after Bruno until Mrs Lander should get 
back. One of the sons offered to drive me. "I'll do it in less than two days", 
he boasted. 

"Wouldn't it be quicker if Mrs Campbell chartered an aircraft?" his mother 
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asked, conscious that her son might miss his event at the regatta if Aubrey should 
take a long time to die. There was nothing available at the moment. Anyway, the 
boy worked it out that he'd come back in my car as soon as he'd delivered me 
at my husband's death bed and the manager could drive me down when Aubrey 
was buried. We had reached some sort of an agreement on this point when my 
phone rang. The manager to say Mr Campbell had passed away. (He meant 
died.) There was a breakdown in the town electricity supply, no ice or refrigera­
tion, the thermometer nudging one-hundred-and-ten degrees in the shade; and no 
aircraft to fly the remains to the coast. (He meant Aubrey's dead body.) As I 
said, the heat often comes in above the century in that country on Christmas 
Day. 

I told the manager to give the turkey and plum pudding to the gins but he 
said he couldn't catch what I was saying, there must be interference on the line. 
He said the funeral would have to be very quiet, most of the Peaks' neighbours 
were away up at the picnic races at Blantyre and the Carrington townspeople on 
holidays, mostly. After the funeral he would come straight to the city and would 
call on me directly he arrived. He had left the overseer in charge at the Peaks. 

I thanked him. "But tell me, Mr Fairbrother, do you think the gins will wail 
for him tonight?" 

He said he didn't catch what 1 was saying: there must be something wrong 
with the line. 
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Collin O'Brien 

ABROAD THOUGHTS FROM HOME 

In this article it is my intention to give some indication of the state of health of 
the English theatre, relating it to the system of subsidy which operates there. This 
gives rise to some thoughts on the theatre here in Perth and what lessons we might 
perhaps take from the English experience. The idea is not to provide a panacea 
for our ills but rather to reconsider, in a somewhat personal and haphazard way, 
professional and semi-professional theatre in Perth in relation to its English 
counterpart. 

Your theatre buff crosses to London agog with anticipation. Things, he has 
been told, were rarely better. Nor is he in for disappointment: theatre in London 
is quite as good as he has been led to expect. Further, this healthy state of affairs 
is not confined to the capital. Provincial repertory, with a new face and doing 
better plays, is undergoing a renaissance. 

All this at a time when the general climate in post-Empire Britain is anything 
but cheerful. Devaluation didn't quite bring the rewards hoped for: a favourable 
monthly balance of trade has for two years been cause for tentative rejoicing. 
Then there has been Rhodesia, Anguilla, Northern Ireland and Gibraltar, to say 
nothing of the moral question involved in selling arms to Nigeria. But at the same 
time there exists a sensible system of subsidy for the arts, under the aegis of the 
Arts Council of Great Britain. True, the £8,000,000 available is only the equivalent 
of that set aside for the bands of Her Majesty's Army or Navy, but judging by 
results the money is being wisely distributed. 

Contrary to its frequent 'they can't teach us a thing over there' stance, Australia 
has been quick to learn from the British experience, and we too now boast an Arts 
Council modelled on the British pattern. In the case of the Old Tote and the 
Melbourne Theatre Company signs are encouraging, although elsewhere in Aus­
tralia there is still probably more hope than actual achievement. 

Let us now take a brief look at the subsidy situation in the British theatre 
today. 

Firstly there are the two big national companies, The National Theatre at the 
Old Vic (a new building consisting of two theatres is being built for them near the 
South Bank complex) and the Royal Shakespeare Company operating at Stratford 
and the Aldwych in London. Both companies receive healthy subsidies (£180,000 
to the RSC in 1969) and are committed to both the classical repetoire and the 
presentation of new plays. In addition to the classics, one can see, at the RSC, a 
programme of two recent one act plays by Harold Pinter, 'Landscape' and 
'Silence', or at the Vic Charles Wood's 'H' and 'Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are 
Dead'. Both companies work on the repetoire system, presenting a series of about 
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five plays over a season of about two months, usually alternating the plays every 
three or four performances. The advantages of this system will be discussed later. 

The RSC also conducts Theatregoround, which 'takes actors and directors from 
the RSC out to audiences, playing in theatres, schools, colleges, and community 
centres throughout Great Britain', and runs a World Theatre Season each spring 
at the Aldwych, presenting ensemble companies from other countries. 

Apart from the national companies, both of which tour, and the Royal Court 
which also receives a subsidy, there are in London a number of smaller experi­
mental companies, such as the Hampstead Theatre Company and Charles Maro-
witz's Open Space Theatre, which also receive help from the Council. 

At the same time as backing the national and London companies the Arts 
Council is committed to aid the provincial repertory movement, and cities such as 
Birmingham, Manchester, Liverpool and Nottingham all boast fully professional 
high quality repertory companies. These now also present plays in repetoire as 
opposed to the weekly or three-weekly repertory system whch was at one time 
common. Over and above their local work, major successes such as the Nottingham 
Playhouse's production of 'The Irresistible Rise of Arturo Ui' (said by some critics 
to be the best Brecht yet produced in England) and Manchester's Theatre 69 
Company's 'She Stoops to Conquer' move to London. 

While chiefly concerned with fostering the national companies and provincial 
repertories, the Council is also prepared to give financial help to other viable 
schemes. Thus in addition to its annual subsidy to Manchester's long-established 
resident repertory. The Library Theatre, the Council was prepared to back, to the 
tune of over £30,000 per annum in the first instance, the Theatre 69 Company 
operating in the University Theatre. This Company was founded by a number of 
artists anxious to present, out of London, worthwhile plays which would not be 
likely to appeal to a repertory, such as Ibsen's last play 'When We Dead Awaken'. 
It is worth noting that the Arts Council will only provide money for professional 
theatre, although amateur drama can look for some help from local and regional 
bodies. 

Apart from direct subsidy to companies the Council offers help in other ways. 
It occasionally underwrites the presentation of new plays, or helps toward com­
missioning them from authors, or contributes toward the salary of a resident play­
wright. It will also contribute toward the salary of other positions with a company, 
on a more or less resident training basis, in fields such as design and manage­
ment. Independently of the Council the BBC and Independent Television Authority 
each offer annually six two-year assistant directorships with repertory companies. 
The scheme is of obvious advantage to both young would-be directors and the 
companies for which they work. The television authorities offer these positions 
completely without strings, it does not form part of the training programme of 
either. They obviously take the long-range view that the future health and con­
tinuing high standard of television drama depends on well-trained legitimate 
theatre directors. 

Although not in line for subsidy, the commercial theatres are also looking to a 
method of making the future less risky and uncertain. There is a scheme afoot to 
set up a fund from which worthwhile ventures may borrow to finance shows, thus 
avoiding the pressures and haphazard risks to which, say, major Broadway theatres 
are subject. 

Financial stability and subsidy are far from being the whole explanation of the 
current health of the British theatre. Two trends have contributed to a consistently 
high standard: the repetoire system of alternating plays and the development of 
an ensemble approach to acting. A play in repetoire has the advantage of improv­
ing over a large number of performances without the disadvantage of the staleness 
which accompanies a continuous long run. The concept of ensemble involves a 
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team approach to theatre rather than a collection of stars and bit-parts. Actors 
become familiar with each other's work over a number of plays simultaneously, 
and act in the context of a group of equals rather than a hierarchy. Directors too 
are working with known quantities. A major advantage of repetoire/ensemble is 
that actors of calibre are prepared to take smaller roles along with the major ones, 
and the overall standard of performance rises as a result. One must remember 
however that a company running in repetoire generally requires a larger body 
of actors than its straight-run counterpart and faces the problem of storage of 
scenery for the concurrent plays. 

In this context one cannot but marvel at the organizational difficulties facing 
the RSC. It has two companies running simultaneously in repetoire, one at Strat­
ford and the other at the Aldwych, as well as Theatregoround and the making 
of films of its major productions; there are the problems of organizing the casting 
of plays, the storage of scenery and the transport of scenery, properties and actors 
from one theatre to the other, as well as arranging tours and the World Theatre 
Season. Nevertheless, the Company could boast that in 1968 a total of well over a 
million people saw their productions, and that the '£180,000 subsidy represented 
less than a quarter of the Company's cost, the rest being met from the box office'. 

Still other factors affect the high standard. It was once feared that first the 
cinema then television would kill live theatre. But the reverse has proved the case. 
Not only with straight television drama, but in their classic four-part series 
('Nana', 'Pere Goriot'), serials ('The Forsyte Saga'), and weekly series of the 'Softly, 
Softly' and 'Dr Findlay's Casebook' category. Britain shows an expertise in script-
writing, direction and acting unmatched elsewhere. Over and above the experience 
that an actor gains from television and film work the situation is such that he 
may earn good money in these fields and then devote himself to the stage. Tom 
Courtenay and Vanessa Redgrave are examples within my own experience of 
actors choosing to work in this way. Nor does exposure on film and television 
seem to affect an actor's stage career adversely, or to keep people from going to 
the live theatre to see them. On the contrary, actors known for their film or tele­
vision work are often bigger drawcards than their less exposed counterparts. 

Before finishing with the English scene I would like to draw attention to four 
aspects of the presentation of plays which struck me as rewarding and exciting. 

Firstly there is the repetoire system. As 1 have already mentioned, the system 
militates against the boredom and staleness which afflict actors during a long run, 
and at the same time allows a play to develop and grow in performance. I saw this 
borne out with two plays presented by the Royal Shakespeare Company. Both 
'All's WeU that Ends Wefl' and 'Troilus and Cressida' received reasonable but 
guarded reviews when first presented at Stratford; by the time each reached 
London some six months later, the critics raved. Ideas which had been only 
partially realized had achieved clarity, and some awkwardness and idiosyncrasies 
had been ironed out. Each had mellowed into powerful, unforced clarity. 

Secondly I would like to comment on the approach to acting. I was vastly 
impressed by the way in which plays seemed to unfold before the audience rather 
than be pushed across to them. It is difficult to communicate the effect of this 
phenomenon, but I feel it has its roots in the Stanislavski notion of finding the 
action of the play rather than trying for effect, and I guess it to be the direct 
result of ensemble and repetoire work. It is most noticeable in the two major 
companes, the National and the RSC. 

The third aspect which struck me—and I feel it is one from which we have 
much to learn—was the approach to design. The way in which design, however 
realistic, symbolic or emblematic, underscored the action was a revelation. 
Directors in Australia, it seems to me, are too prone to view the designer as 
someone to build the set or as merely carrying out visually the ideas of the 
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director. The attitude I found in England was more one of designer and director 
working creatively together. Months before the first rehearsal the designer and 
director get together, and the designer then goes off with the script and an idea 
of the director's basic approach to the play. He later presents the director with 
ideas suggested by studying the script in the light of the directors approach. By 
the time rehearsals commence the visual approach to the play has been broadly 
decided and the actors can be given an immediate idea of the visual aspect of the 
production. This is not purely a question of detail—indeed the design may undergo 
drastic modification under creative rehearsal conditions: the designer must be as 
adaptable as actors and director in rehearsal—but one of giving as much care 
and artistic consideration to the design as to other aspects of the final work. In 
this context designers worked creatively and made a more profound contribution 
than I generally find to be the case here. I was surprised at the degree to which the 
impact and meaning of a play is dependent on design, as opposed to the 'dressing 
of the stage' to which I had become largely accustomed. 

Lastly there was the changing approach to presentation itself, the flight from 
realism toward more symbolic and emblematic use of scenic devices. 1 assume that 
the major reason for this is that television and film are much more effective in 
the realistic mode. Audiences, used to the comparatively sophisticated brand of 
realism which close-up and scene-cutting allow, find the limited realism possible 
in the theatre restricting. So too, of course, do directors. The move away from 
realism has let a lot of fresh air and imagination into the theatre and taken us 
back to the more imaginative forms of earlier modes, notably the Elizabethan. 
One cannot but note how the repetoire system has reinforced this trend: with the 
enormous problems of scenery storage which the system imposes, there is just not 
room for box sets and clutter. The change serves to remind us that in Shakes­
peare's day the system was comparable. Remembering that the Globe stage saw a 
different play each day, and in the light of our current experience, one ceases to 
wonder at the fewness of properties and scenic devices mentioned in the Henslowe 
diaries. 

So there we have it: a sound and intelligently-directed system of subsidy, 
flourishing national companies, provincial repertory improving in both standard 
of presentation and the quality of plays presented and the encouragement of new 
and experimental work. What have we in Australia, with our own theatrical 
traditions deriving from the British, to learn? 

First let me reiterate the good sense and foresight shown in setting up an Arts 
Council in this country. The onus is now on those interested and active in theatre 
to see that the subsidies are well used. But there are some atthudes still current 
which need to be revised. 

For a start there is the confusion which still exists as to what is and is not 
'good' theatre. To my mind it is helpful to draw a distinction between commercial 
and what I shall call artistic theatre. It is a question not of standard of perform­
ance, but of aim. The commercial theatre, as 1 see it, has as its primary aim to 
entertain, to divert. The object of the people presenting this type of theatre, of 
which 'Girl in My Soup' is a topical example, is to provide entertainment and 
incidentally to make money. There is, of course, nothing inherently wrong or evil 
in this. On the other hand the aim of what I have called artistic theatre is to 
present plays which pretend to comment, whether seriously or comically, on the 
human condition. 

The distinction is necessarily arbitrary, and of course the categories overlap. 
Nor is the classification meant to imply that commercial plays do not require 
artistry to perform, nor that artistic ones should not be enjoyable. But if we 
as a community are to subsidise theatre we must ask ourselves whether we are 
underwriting the entertainment industry or attempting to foster an art form. 
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As far as the Arts Councils both here and in Britain are concerned there is no 
question that their function is cultural. Neither subsidise the commercial theatre. 

But it is all very well to talk of 'artistic theatre' in the abstract. The directors 
of the Playhouse understandably wish to see their theatre patronised. The tempta­
tion to 'give the public what it wants' is strong. One could be forgiven for gaining 
the impression from much that has been presented in recent years that the Play­
house has opted for an entertaining rather than a cultural role. But even as I 
write the winds of change are blowing. I understand that in 1970 the Playhouse 
is to offer the public a higher proportion of plays of some calibre. 

As a society we have long accepted that our culture is enriched by certain 
institutions which cannot support themselves: art galleries, libraries and museums 
are prime examples. It is only in this century that Britain, let alone Australia, 
has accepted the fact that theatre comes into this category. The setting up of the 
Arts Council—and indeed the Elizabethan Theatre Trust before it—was a clear 
indication of our awareness that artistic theatre is a cultural necessity which 
requires the support of public money. We must at the same time be aware that 
something of an educative role is called for. We cannot argue that the plays 
we present in the first instance will be in response to widespread public demand, 
but take the long range view that we must present good plays at a high standard 
and build audiences over a period. 

At the time Edgar Metcalfe was producing plays of the calibre of 'Marat/Sade', 
'The Caretaker' and 'The Physicists' the Playhouse was building an Australia-wide 
reputation. Apart from such notice, such a policy has the advantage of attracting 
the best directors and actors to the State. We can overcome the disadvantages of 
isolation, with its attendant dependence on the odd visiting company for really 
top-class theatre, only by offering artists the opportunity of doing work here 
which will give them satisfaction. As is the case with artists in other fields, theatre 
artists prefer work which offers them challenge, in short they prefer good plays. 
Actors and directors of calibre are prepared to accept lower incomes and com­
parative isolation, at least for a time, for the sake of the opportunity of doing 
challenging work. Entertainment work they can do anywhere, it is no inducement 
to cross the Nullarbor, let alone the world. If such were not the case the RSC and 
the National in England, let alone the provincial repertories, would not be able 
to command the quality actors they undoubtedly do. 

Even apart from the Playhouse, theatre in Perth is somewhat of a curate's egg, 
but signs are encouraging. The most exciting development for some years is the 
addition of the Octagon to the scene. The first production, the Melbourne Theatre 
Company's 'Henry IV', showed that a well-mounted classic, with money and 
expertise behind it, can be a major success with the public. The recent season 
commencing with 'Mandragola' demonstrated that there is a public for quality 
plays. There is no question that, following a policy of professional work and plays 
of calibre, the Octagon will become one of the significant theatres in Australia. 

In the early days of the Hole in the Wall Frank Baden-Powell and John Gill 
showed that they have noses for plays that are both popular and of some 
substance. 'The Knack', with which they opened the theatre, 'Entertaining Mr 
Sloane' and 'The Anniversary' are examples of plays presented in the Hole which 
were both artistically and financially successful. There have, I hear, been some 
rumblings of discontent among members at the signs that the theatre, with its 
incredibly long run of 'Girl in My Soup', may be turning strictly commercial. 
In the past however Mr Baden-Powell has followed the principle that lightweight, 
successful plays can alternate with, and indeed pay for, more solid fare that might 
not prove so generally popular, and there is every reason to hope that such a 
policy will be continued at the Hole. One must also give credit to Mr Baden-
Powell's contention of 'the more theatre, the better', that people who go along 
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to merely enjoy themselves may get the theatre-going habit, and are potential 
audience for more serious plays. It is, in short, silly to be snobbish about commer­
cial theatre. 

I have not considered here the question of amateur theatre or the need for 
adequate training of theatre artists. The contribution of the amateur theatre has 
been in the past, and still is, of major importance in the growth of drama, but its 
consideration falls outside the scope of this article. But a word is called for on 
the teaching of drama. 

Growing interest and rising standards follow on the study of drama at both 
secondary and tertiary levels of education. The stimulation of the latent interest 
most young people have in drama not only provides the base for future audiences 
of some knowledge, awareness and sophistication, but releases ability in young 
people who might well make the theatre their career. In the teaching of drama— 
and indeed the recognition of it as a respectable discipline—we lag far behind 
both Britain and America. 

A vital theatre also depends on our providing adequate training facilities for 
theatre artists at the tertiary level. This involves theatre training schools such as 
the National Institute of Dramatic Art, as well as programmes and departments 
at universities and technical colleges and institutes. Some progress is being made, 
but the money provided by the Arts Council will be of limited long-term use 
if we do not provide people with the expertise and knowledge necessary to use it 
effectively. We cannot continue to depend on imports from England (nor, for that 
matter, lose our own potential artists to them) or 'the school of hard knocks' to 
give us the artists the Australian theatre needs. 
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David Hutchison 

KALGOORLIE OF THE THIRTIES 

View from Kalgoorlie, edited by Ted Mayman. Landfall Press. $3.50. 
A collection of short stories by Gavin Casey, Ted Mayman and Walter Wynne. 

These stories were mostly written during the Thirties when the goldfields 
responded to the general economic depression with a boom as gold prices rose. 
This is probably the principal reason why, although occasional tragic notes are 
sounded, a general air of robust optimism infuses the collection. The stories were 
also written by men who belonged to a generation that could still be touched by 
the 'mystery' of being born in, or of living in Kalgoorlie. Only occasionally—as 
in Casey's "Short-Shift Saturday" are we reminded that life on the goldfields 
could be the torment of some, particularly the women who are rarely mentioned. 

It will be interesting to see whether a group of writers arises in the new nickel 
towns of the Sixties and Seventies. It is likely that the themes and the moods will 
be different. Some of the reasons for likely differences are physically evident in 
the substantial ghost town of Coolgardie when contrasted with the new Kam-
balda. The mining towns of the Nineties were built in the certainty of wealth 
outlasting the generations. They still provide some of the State's nobler buildings 
and a large proportion of its noble ruins. Kambalda, neat and efficient, but 
largely built of asbestos cement looks temporary by comparison. In the new 
nickel towns the big companies and the huge investments are there right at the 
beginning and the new towns will lack the wealth of tradition and story left by 
the individual prospectors and miners of the early gold rushes. This is clearly a 
largely romantic view, but it is such a view that inspires many of the stories in 
this collection. They were written in the context of the optimism of the Thirties 
and could minimize the hard times between in looking back to origins while 
celebrating the contemporary scene. 

Some of the themes are inevitable: mateship, the making and the losing of 
fortunes, the schemes that go awry and gold-stealing. In the Nineties gold-stealing 
would have been considered a serious offence, because the crime would have 
been committed against a fellow-miner—an affront to mateship. By the Thirties 
gold-stealing from the companies was a popular pastime, one of several ways of 
pitting oneself against the distant bosses. However, probably because Ted May-
man's and Walter Wynne's stories will be largely unknown to many, the stories 
have a fresh impact belying the familiarity of their themes. 

This view from Kalgoorlie, more properly a view of Kalgoorlie, is also a 
limited view. The three writers tend to look at the same situations and at the 
same kind of people. The scant mention of women has already been noted. The 
aboriginals practically do not exist. What happened to the Italian and Yugoslav 
miners and to the tensions that erupted in the riots of 1934? Within the limita-
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tions however this is quite a rich collection, touched with humour and occasional 
pathos, but rarely going very deep into the psychological mainsprings of action. 

Having read the collection once, I reread most of them again, taking each 
author's set in turn. On first reading differences between the authors were sub­
merged in the common elements of theme and mood and in the similarity of 
dialogue. Sans tape-recorder each author must have been steeped in the oral 
tradition of Kalgoorlie because each is adept at recreating its cadences. Re-reading 
reveals differences—tendencies rather than sharp distinctions. 

Gavin Casey, the one life-long professional writer of the trio, is overall the 
most impressive. He can handle the longer story more confidently and, as in 
"Rich Stew", does not have to rely on a somewhat tall story for humour. His 
work will be familiar to most readers and though, in performance, he probably 
excels, the other two authors show that they had much potential. 

Tew Mayman tends to be the tersest of the three and more often treats the 
pathetic or tragic. "The ringing of the bell"" reminded me a little of one of 
Lawson's stories about 'Arvie Aspinall, although not directly derivative. It appears 
that Mayman may have been the one more conscious of the influential American 
writers of that time and one can speculate how his writing would have developed 
had he too become a professional. Discussion of potential should not overlook 
the substantial achievement. 

Walter Wynne, had he not chosen to retire from the world, setting aside 
writing as one of its vanities, may have become a considerable writer. He is more 
wordy, more consciously attempting a style than the other two. There are flashes 
of that verbose, self-denigrating 'philosophizing' of Tom Collins, and signs of a 
potentially more complex writer. His Simon, hero of several stories, deserves to 
be remembered alongside Lawson's Mitchell. Simon, like Mitchell, never lacks a 
scheme for making good, and just as often fails. His generally laconic, occasion­
ally involuted, speech and optimism, qualified by a sardonic awareness of the 
pitfalls, belong to an outback tradition. Wynne and Lawson created two memor­
able minor characters out of that tradition. 

The tendency to find humour in the tall story is more marked in Walter 
Wynne than in the others, but at least none of the writers becomes tedious in the 
Speewah style. Like good science fiction most of their taller stories lie on the 
edge of possibility. Take, for example, Ted Mayman's "Gold Comes to Sunrise". 
When the boom finds Joe Royal and Mickey Flynn wealthy, Mick's long-forgotten 
son of a brief marriage, arrives in hope of sharing the wealth. The gilded Gilbert 
soon becomes resented by his father, his father's mate and the town in general. 
He is disposed of with disarming casualness: 

He gently pushed his gilded son, Gilbert, head first into the ore bin. 
Gilbert is thoroughly pounded and mingled with the mullock and a surprisingly 
rich crushing results. Gilbert's mates turn up just in time to be convinced and 
the mine is sold to them. I can hear the authentic voice of many an old digger 
in this passage: 

"A little mullock we put through," said Joe, idly weighing in his hand what 
had once been Gilbert's front tooth. He reckoned Gilbert had assayed, com­
plete with teeth, watch and tie-pin, a couple of ounces over the plates." 

Unless you have no sympathy with stories of the goldfields, and provided that 
you do not insist on profundity in everything that you read, there is much to 
enjoy in this collection. 

DAVID HUTCHISON 
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"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 

176B HAMPDEN ROAD. HOLLYWOOD 

86 4819 

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

"Westerly". 

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



vm 


