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STEPHEN MURRAY-SMITH Ian Turner 
A speech at the funeral, 
29 December 1978 

We have corne here to say goodbye to an -~ to many who are not, his life was all the comme-
unimportant part of Ian Turner, though sorne 
,of us will shortly have to say goodbye again, for 
Leonie tells rne that we shall scatter his ashes 
on the waters of Bass Strait, on a lovely day, 
from the back of our dinghy. That same dinghy 
which he was crewing with me two mornings ago, 
with Ken Gott as the enthusiastic fisherman 
supernumerary, as we circled Nautilus Bay in the 
stiff westerly, deciding not to pick up that pot 
after all , too much surge, marvelling as ever in 
that wonderful cove at the primitive glories 
around us, and at the sea eagle that nonchalantly 
circled overhead and settled on a tree on the 
cliffside above our heads. Filled with a rush of 
affection, I leant forward and touched him on 
the knee. "Are you happy?" I asked, though it 
was an unnecessary question. "Very," Ian said, 
in that way of his that left you satisfied, because 
you knew - or thought you knew - that he was 
saying other things too. 

We have come to say goodbye to Ian, but this 
is only a brief goodbye, for in sorne weeks time, 
probably early in February, we shall have a 
cornrnemoration of Ian. He asked for a party 
with a Jellyroll Morton song, but it will be more 
than that. Then we shall thank whatever gods 
there be for his existence, for the existence of a 
rnan who has influenced more lives for the better, 
and left a greater gap, than any person I have ever 
known or expect to know. Yes, we will talk about 
this in our time, and we will rejoice in Ian as we 
mourn for him, but that too will be relatively 
unimportant, for we all know what Ian meant 
to us, as a fount and symbol of tolerance and 
wisdom, humanity and concern, involvement and 
the long view, and because of Ian we are all 
changed. As a good wine needs no bush, Ian 
needs no commemoration: to most of us here, and 
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· moration we need. 
Perhaps you would like to know a little of Ian's 

las t days. In any case, you should. He had had 
a busy year, under the usual pressures, to which 
we all contributed, with a few added: his football 
columns in the Australian, for a start. A few 
weeks ago he had a medical checkup; I under­
stand it was generally satisfactory, but with some 
warning about high blood-pressure, for which he 
started taking tablets, which may or may not have 
contributed to a lassitude which seemed to 
advance on hirn towards the end of the year. 
For the first time he and Leonie made a. decision 
to spend a full five weeks on Erith Island ; an 
immense joy to Nita and me. Nita says, probably 
with truth, that we have never anticipated any­
thing with more pleasure. With Joanna the five 
of us operated as a single combined little segment 
of the island scene, with our own territory, our 
own mess, our own confidences and our own 
sense of community within a larger community. 
We could potter about and read to our heart 's 
desire, as well as keep a quizzical eye on the 
wider world, from our armchairs above the beach 
and outside the hut. We had been delayed at 
Port Albert for two days by bad weather, and 
Ian and Leonie like the rest of us benefitted by 
the delay and the very rare experience of being 
able to wrest tirne from time. 

There were no traumas associated with the 
voyage to the Kent Group or the unloading, for 
twenty-two hands, mainly experienced, were 
available. Ian and Leonie had their comfortable 
tent and its contents up within an hour or two: 
lan was very proud of his home from home, his 
table, chairs, lamp and bed, and indeed it was an 
enviable nook of the woods. Ian had just six days 
left. He slept long hours, ten hours on Sunday 



night, for instance. We neither ate nor drank 
heavily . There were no cray-potting expeditions 
by Ian or me, no laying of linoleum, no strenuous 
walks. He asked once or twice if we should not be 
getting stuck into things, and l replied "Let the 
younger ones keep going for a while at their 
present pace. Later on you and I will step in, 
when we have our land legs, and show them what 
stamina really is." The night before he died Ian 
got much pleasure from improvising a window 
from an old mirror. He then put fly-wire over it 
very religiously and seemed nonplussed when I 
pointed out that the hut he was making it for had 
no door in any case. But I am still not sure who 
was having whom on. What he did say eventually 
was: "Well, at least it stops the glass falling out. " 

On Wednesday morning he was up late, 
perhaps 9.30 - I had in fact been noting that 
he seemed to be sleeping very soundly for long 
hours. After breakfast I suggested we might run 
Ken Gott over to Deal Island to show him the 
lighthouse station and the museum and to intro­
duce him to a fellow CB enthusiast. On the way 
over I thought that it would be a pity to drown 
Ian in Murray Pass (and myself and Ken for that 
matter) and we turned back. Then we spent an 
hour or two reading in the pleasant sun and 
caressing wind in our armchairs. 

We had had, incidentally, a very happy night 
the night before. In fact it was a happy day . At 
breakfast time we placed a bottle of champagne 
in the frig to celebrate to what Ian called his 
" twelfth re-birthday", the anniversary of his 
revival from clinical death in St. Vincent's hos­
pital. So Jan was counting. We were pleased for 
him but agreed that the time for anxiety had 
clearly passed. That evening we had one of our 
happiest tete-a-tete dinners on Erith, ever; a 
couple of fish in sweet-and-sour sauce, a bottle 
of wine which Ian went out into the dark to find, ~ 
and two or three hours of agreeable talk. In the 
course of this he agreed to write for Overland 
on John le Carre if I wrote on John Masters: we 
thought it might be fun to try and wake up some­
thing new in the literary world. 

But back to Wednesday, the day before yester­
day. At two someone suggested a game of beach 
cricket. With twenty-two on the island it seemed 
flouting providence to deny the suggestion ; in any 
case the odd game, played on a short pitch and 
with a tennis ball and improvised bats, has always 
been part of our island culture. After some 
twenty minutes Ian came in with Nita, and made 
a few stylish strokes off some very indifferent 
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bowling: fielding at point I was not paying atten­
tion and received one drive on the thigh. Then 
Ian ran his ten or fifteen paces. He paused at the 
bowler's end, and fell forward as though over a 
patch of uneven sand. Many of us laughed at 
another antic. Then cries of alarm went up. 

As Ian lay on his back on the sand desperate 
resuscitation measures were taken, especially by 
Max M arginson and myself. Cardiac massage 
started within seconds, and mouth-to -mouth 
breathing also. A small resuscitation maclune was 
produced and used in an attempt to induce 
breathing. An intravenous injection of the appro­
priate drug was given. Ian collapsed at 2.30, and 
resuscitation attempts concluded about 45 minutes 
later. The four or five adults around the body at 
that stage agreed that at no time had Ian shown 
the faintest sign of life. It is my belief, and I 
think it is the belief of all my companions on 
Erith, that Ian was dead as he hit the sand. 

The post-mortem report, received since the 
above was written, states that Ian had a complete 
coronary occlusion, that there was evidence of a 
large previous heart attack and much damaged 
muscle, and that death was instantaneous and 
that lan would have experienced no pain. The 
doctor conducting the post-mortem at Sale also 
stated that he was surprised at Ian's length of 
survival since his previous attack, and that but for 
mild exercise of the kind he was taking when he 
died he might not have survived as long as he did. 

If death has to come, who would not wish it 
to come as it did to Ian? Death came amid the 
splash of waves at his feet , the cries of gulls, 
sunshine and wind, the laughter of children and 
the clapping of hands . As he fell he was cradled 
in the arms of those who loved him and whom 
he loved. His flame was extinguished instan­
taneously, as by a mighty wind. His death, said 
Hugh Stretton, was a triumph. It may be hard 
to see it that way, but few of us will have his luck. 

The body was placed on an old hatch-cover, 
carried off the beach, and placed on boxes on a 
small, grassy shelf above the beach. A tarpaulin 
was rigged above it and the flag, above that again, 
lowered to half mast. And then we waited for 
the helicopter. Everyone there, I am sure, felt 
they were actors in a terrible dream. But this did 
not prevent, of course, immediate action by every 
member of the party in the fight to save Ian's 
life. Each member adopted an appropriate role. 
Robert and Hilary Newton crossed to Deal Island 
in unpleasant seas to set up a communications 
centre there. Ken Gott and David Hughes manned 



the transceiver on Erith and dealt with a frantic 
flow of messages and queries flowing in and out 
of the island. Others prepared the helicopter pad. 
Ships, fishermen and the lighthouse station at 
.Wilson's Promontory kept their radios open for 
hours. The full story of how many helped us, 
and how, has not yet been pieced together, but 
it will be. It was as though the world was rushing 
to save the life of a man it could not afford to 
lose, and that Ian's spirit was reaching out, as it 
so often did, to touch those who did not even 
know him. 

This is not the time or place for me to speak 
lit any length of what Ian meant to me personally. 
He was a very dear brother, a wantok tru, a man 
who never scolded, always sympathised, never _, 
humbugged, always consoled; but a man you 
_knew you were not kidding, either. As well we 
were bound together politically by many things, 
past, present and future , but above all by the 
hard-won realisation that without maintaining a 
feeling for people, all people, and not just the 
people who agree with you or with whom you 
agree, without maintaining this. feeling all parties 
and all policies are fraudulent. Which is of course 
not the same thing as saying that all parties and 
all policies are fraudulent. If I had died instead 
of him he would have spoken for me with an 
understanding and compassion that no-one else 
could have or would have. A whole part of me 
is wrenched bodily away, and only scar tissue 
will remain. 
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Today we think of many. e think of Ian and 
his struggles: and all that he went through to 
become the man we know. Above all , I think of 
him as he thought of himself, as a man tormented 
by the difficulties of receiving love from others 
and of expressing it to them. 

Apart from Ian, I think especially of some 
others. I think of the people of Erith Island, 
among whom he died, and who - including the 
children - have twice seen death strike in their 
midst. They would all wish to be here today, and 
Nita and l , and indeed Leonie, represent them. 
We think of Ian 's sister and mother. We think of 
course of Deborah, July and John Henry - Ian 
never remembered their birthdays, but he showed 
his children a rare respect and tolerance, he was 
proud of them, and saw them as a large part of 
his contribution to life. But above all we think of 
the three great women who loved him and did 
everything in their power to protect him. If fate 
played Ian some scurvy tricks, fortune visited 
him in overwhelming measure thrice. Amirah is 
here. So too is Ann. We will know the truth of 
her remark to me yesterday: "I worked for the 
best part of ten years to save Ian from this." And 
there is Leonie, who brought him happiness, 
companionship and love in his last years, and 
who was by his side as he died, and by whose 
side he will always be. 

Ian, the world is a better place because you 
lived in it. We are better people because you 
touched our lives. We loved you. 



sTEPHEN MURRAY-SMITH Ian Turner 
A speech made at the 
co1nrnernorat1;v e gathering, 
18 F ebruary 1979. 

The most important thing about Ian's loss for 
Nita and for me is simply that we will never joke 
with him again, and never again see his beaming 
face as we push open the back door. Beside that 
nothing is of much importance; and I take it that 
there are many here who will feel the same way. 
Principalities, power, policies, potentates: what 
do they matter compared to the loss of Ian? Ian 
was not the administrative committee of the ALP, 
he was not the Richmond Football Club, the his­
tory school at Monash; Ian was Ian. Those of us 
who loved Ian loved him because he was a rich 
and rare human being. Why he was a rich and 
rare human being seems too much like a seminar 
paper, hardly worth going into. "Madame," as 
the bishop of Norwich told a parishioner, over­
concerned about the verities, "it is almost impos­
sible to exaggerate the unimportance of every­
thing. " 

Ian was of a reflective turn of mind, and he 
would not have disagreed. Of course he would, 
while he agreed, have gone out and helped any 
number of lame dogs over stiles; he would have 
said to many, as did the Giraffe, "Excuse me for 
troublin' yer; I'm always troublin' yer; but there:s 
that there poor woman ... "; he would have com­
posed a reference for Tom and written to Dick 
at the Rotary Club at Tumbarumba and said that 
yes, he would come up and talk to them next 
October ( and he would have forgotten to ask for 
his petrol money), and then he would have taken 
Harriet out to lunch and told her that things 
might be going crook at the moment but to take 
the long view about her husband or her lecturing 
or her problems with the vice chancellor. Then 
he would have come back to hjs desk and wou!d 
have written, as he did write, that socialism is not 
about being mates, as Billy Lane said it was; 
socialism is not about putting two chickens in 
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every pot or two teachers in every classroom or 
two doctors in every ward; the human function of 
socialism - Ian suggested we might use the word 
'progress' instead, if we liked - the human func­
tion of socialism is to raise mankind to a higher 
level of suffering, to get us all to a position where 
we are free to recognise our emptiness, examine 
our spiritual needs, think about happiness in the 
only way it can be though about, in a world from 
which oppression and degradation have been 
banished. In saying this he would have pointed to 
( and did point to) the fact that the way forward 
was not helped by the fact that the self-appointed 
critics of the existing order were often self­
deceivers and liars, resting as comfortably on 
their ignorance as ever Fat rested on his money­
bags. But, being Ian, he would have been kind 
even about that. Geoff Serle has pointed out 
something worth remembering about Ian: "he 
had excellent manners - he argued essentials 
and even under provocation scorned to make 
petty points". 

So, all in all, it is not hard to see why Ian 
felt so strongly attracted to the historical philo­
sophy of Manning Clark; and why Manning felt 
that in Ian he had, not only an outspoken defen­
der, but one of the few who saw where he was 
going. And I think we should look too to Ian's 
early championship of Sid Nolan and Patrick 
White (in the days when Ian was praising Nolan 
and White on the Left, it was equivalent to de­
nouncing pot at a pop festival today): men who, 
because of the quality of their art, were going to 
change the way all Australians looked at them­
selves and their country, and hence were even­
tually going to be part of that 'common culture' 
which was part of I'an's life-long quest and per­
haps his one millenari~n vision. 

I spoke at the funeral about Ian's last days, 



but Ian's last days really started. about twelve 
years ago, when he had that massive heart attack 
trom which he was so lucky to recover. It was 
from then that Ian started to think seriously about 
death, and hence about his place in life. He once 
again started on that quest for lasting personal 
happiness which so often eluded him like a will­
o' -the-wisp on marshy quest - a phrase from 
Bernard O'Dowd, of course, which reminds me 
of Ian's immense affection for the writing of his 
own country and his immense knowledge of it. 
Like Bunyip Bluegum, he was a very well-bred 
fellow, polite in his manners, graceful in his atti­
tudes, and able to converse on a great variety 
of subjects, having read all the best Australian 
poets. And hence Ian admitted very sensibly and 
cheerfully to double standards: that some art' 
could, and should, because of its very propinquity, 
mean more to Australians than to others. 

As I said, Ian started on that quest for personal 
happiness. He also decided to enjoy himself more: 
I think one of the most touching and marvellous 
things in these last years was to see Ian's joy at 
the discovery of Europe in general and Italy in 
particular; he himself was a kind of renaissance 
humanist and one of the great sadnesses is that 
Ian's personal quest of discovery for his roots 
has been so brutally cut short. They talk about 
sabbaticals - but this country did well out of the 
time off it allowed Ian abroad. Even Ian's 
awakening interest in majolica ware, his careful 
and intelligent excursions into the collecting of 
Staffordshire, showed a constantly expanding 
sensitivity and sensibility. And I wish I had more 
time to talk about Ian as a collector. Ian didn't 
want to sit on the top of a pillar in the desert 
reflecting on the turpitude of mankind. He wanted 
to surround himself with amusing and beautiful 
and desirable objects - mineral and vegetable 
and occasionally animal - and in so doing he 
revealed that sympathy for human achievement 
which made him so satisfactory a human being 
himself. 

In these last twelve years, and certainly as far 
as his writing and teaching was concerned, he 
clearly wanted to do fewer things but things of 
more lasting importance. He virtually stopped 
reviewing, but he wrote a series of extremely 
important chapters and articles: his chapter on 
the first world war; his major article on Manni ·-g 
Clark; his important autobiographical piece in 
Overland 59, his article on his innovatory course 
at Monash on 20th century history ; a major 
political statement on the fall of t:-ie Whitbm 

61 Overland 76-77- 1979 

government; most recently, in Overland 72, a 
summary of the ideological position and philo­
sophy ot democratic socialism in Australia, which 
he called "Temper democratic, bias Australian" 
- a motto of course which stems from Joe 
Furphy (I think that the issue which set Ian and 
me most firmly apart from our respective wives 
was that he and I revered Such is Life). 

(Incidentally, copies of that issue are available 
here at $2 each, and a subscription to Overland 
at $8 a year. Ian helped to create Overland, and 
certainly he and I saved it from the Stalinists. 
And we both spent a large part of our lives col­
lecting for what we saw as good causes. It seems 
to be not only proper but positively necessary to 
mention such matters at a celebration of Ian.) 

And in those last twelve years, too, he main­
tained his participation in what his critics have 
called 'piss politics' but which showed Ian's 
determination to be a front-line soldier as well 
as a staff officer: he remembered the old song: 

Now Marx and Engels always taught that 
undue concentration 

On abstract intellectual thought without its 
application 

Is very bad and always is a source of great 
confusion 

Which only helps the bourgeoisie and not the 
revolution ... 

So he worked hard but often despairingly with 
the ALP, and his contribution was of considerable 
importance to this country; and he also played a 
role of great significance in the Australia Council 
where, as deputy chairman and head of the ad­
ministrative committee, he untangled many in­
volved political, bureaucratic and financial prob­
lems. Extraordinary, someone bas said , that a 
man who couldn't fill in a taxation form could 
successfully sort out for other people a budget 
of twenty million dollars. 

Since we are on this vulgar subject of money 
- Ian was very fond of Joe Hill, and of course 
Joe Hill's own epitaph was "Don't mourn for me 
- organize!" - let me say that there will be an 
Ian Turner Commemorative Trust Fund. Many 
people have asked if there is some way they . can 
pay tribute to Ian. Trustees will be appointed in 
due course by the executors to Ian's will, who are 
Leonie Sandercock and Peter Redlich. The object 
or objects to which such a fund may be applied 
have not even been discussed - your own views 
would be welcome - except that Laurie Clancy 
has suggested that we should raise enough money 



to buy a player every year for Richmond, and 
Peter Redlich has given it as his opinion that 
this wouldn't make any difference. 

What did Ian think of death? Timor mortis 
conturbat me. Ian was distressed at the thought 
of death, but the point is that he thought of it, 
because he knew that death was likely to tap him 
on the shoulder before he reached the next cross­
roads. " I have been much preoccupied with 
death," he wrote me in 1976. 

Not with a personal sorrow, like Nita 's, or 
with your impatience at the meaningless cere­
monies with which we like to assuage the sor­
row, or to purge our sins of omission and 
commision. "We have left undone those things 
which we ought to have done and have done 
those things which we ought not to have done." 
It would be good to believe that you could 
unload all that onto Christ. I return to that 
thought each time I go to evensong in the 
King's College chapel, which I've done when­
ever I've been in Cambridge, because the 
chapel is so beautiful - the hounds and 
griffins looking down on you in a dozen dif­
ferent aspects are out of this world - and the 
singing is so good. [No, I am concerned with 
death] in a more general, though still a per­
sonal, way. 1 cannot weep at the prospect of 
my own death (though I still have moments of 
blind panic when I confront it) ... how like 
the break-up of an intense personal relation­
ship is being bereaved. The nature of the 
trauma, and the defences one sets up, are 
almost identical. It's like a coronary infarction 
(if I've got the term right - it always seemed 
to me that the less I knew about it technically, 
the more likely it was to go away). The scar 
tissue forms, but the heart never works as well 
again . 

I must finish, but want to finish with anotl:J.er 
thought of Ian's, that of himself as a non-achieve1'. 
How preposterous! is our first reaction. But Ian 
genuinely did think of himself as a non-achiever, 
and he would want us to consider the proposition. 
He was a very intelligent, warm, human, generous 
man, with a pronounced interest in and know­
ledge of politics, history, intellectual matters, and 
a capacity to generalize on his understandings. 
There would, one likes to think, be many like 
him in the great metropolitan centres of America, 
England, Europe. There was no-one quite like 
Ian on the Australian front. But he wasn't prime 
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minister though it has been suggested that, if hy 
had had the kind of cutting edge that takes 
people into politics, we might have had a success­
ful Labor government in Australia today. He wa~ 
quite well known as the "footy professor", but a , 
signficant section of the Labor Party thought him ' 
a bad influence; the academics never invited him 
so far as T know to become a vice-chancellor or 
even a professor of history, god help us; the 
magazine for which he chiefly wrote still has a 
national circulation of less than two thousand. 

Ian once wrote about this country: 

Most men of intellectual training reflected pale 
glimpses of European models; they left serious 
discussion and creation to their elders and bet~ 
ters, and concentrated on hitting practical tar­
gets and building pious monuments to the old­
world civilisation, whilst the egalitarianism of 
those who rejected the old world models 
created no new place for the independent 
intellect . .. The "conservative" half of society 
is prepared to tolerate elites as along as they 
are tame. The "radical" half distrusts elites . 
Both halves .. . are willing to hire the services 
of intellectuals, provided that they can establish 
the limits . . . Society no longer isolates its 
intellectuals; but it still fears and disapproves 
their intellectuality. How much room for 
manoeuvre still remains? 

If those of us in this hall really honor and love 
Ian's memory, if we feel we understand what he 
was trying to do for us and feel grateful for this, 
then we might ponder the question here raised: 
can we build a better Australia which will have 
lots of Ians, not just one? Which will have 
people to whom mercy is a greater virtue than 
killing? Which will breed men and women who 
have the courage to base their political stance on 
a feeling for all people and an examination of 
Australian reality, rather than the reality of 
Moscow, Peking, Trotsky, or that of the State 
Department and the Pentagon? Which will 
examine how we can expand wisdom even if it 
involves re-thinking what at the moment we call 
'education'? Ian's life was significant to us all, 
otherwise we wouldn't be here. But we have to 
get beyond the pious thoughts and meaningless 
ceremonies which Ian himself dismissed, and do 
what Ian did : think hard and creatively about 
what his life meant, and can and should mean, 
for our country and our people. 



CLYDE HOLDING: 
We have come here as friends, comrades and 
neighbors to pay tribute to the work and life 
of Ian Turner. 

In Turner's life and work we have the history 
of a great intellect and captivating personality 
drawn large upon the canvas of post-war Aus­
tralia, a community involved in enormous social, 
political and economic changes. 

Turner was gifted with a kaleidoscopic intellect, 
which shed light and gave purpose and joy to a 
myriad of causes and ·interests in which he was 
involved. For many of us it is still difficult to 
comprehend that he is no longer with us, that we 
cannot go to him, seek his advice, gather strength 
from his insights and serenity from his coIJ1; 
passion. 

Turner's membership of the Labor Party was a 
logical extension of his lifelong commitment to a 
socialist, humanist and egalitarian Australian 
society. Having left the Communist Party after 
Hungary, he carried none of the personal bitter­
ness that so often affects the political judgement 
of the ex-communist. A gifted historian and 
writer, his wide range of interests made him a 
leading spokesman within the Labor Party and 
community on a wide range of causes. 

He could have easily adopted the garb of the 
guru and sought simply to influence the course of 
events by the strength of his own intellect. But 
he always personally accepted , at every level, the 
hackwork of politics. His was one of the great 
influences that made for unity and sanity when 
the Victorian branch of the Labor Party could 
have split, following Federal intervention in this 
State in the early 1970s. 

When those of us, less patient, less insightful, 
often made malevolent by the events that weighed 
in upon us, needed the spirit of compromise, 
Turner was always there. He was inevitably the 
figure that provided consensus, and the formula 
that always worked. 

lan never sought major political office, although 
on two occasions I was present when that course 
was urged on him by those who could deliver. 
In all the years I worked with him he never 
sought for himself any personal gain or benefit. 

Ian was - a matter of pride for him, and a 
matter of joy to our local community - very much 
a Richmond man. This was not just in the sense 
of being a fierce, one-eyed protagonist for the 
Richmond Football Club. (Turner almost made 
football barracking a new art form.) lt was 
much deeper than that. lt was for Turner and 
one of Melbourne's oldest suburbs a commitment 
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to a local community which possesses all the 
anguish, all the unarticulated problems, of an 
inner industrial suburb in this community. Whether 
it was as president of the Richmond Historical 
Society, or of his local A.L.P. Branch, or as 
spokesman for local citizens on problems of town 
planning, his ever-generous spirit and open door 
made him our man for all seasons. Turner was 
loved in Richmond and he loved it in return - it 
was as simple as that, for those who may wonder 
why we choose this venue today. 

Turner's death came at a time when, to quote 
his friend and fellow historian Manning Clark, 
"The money changers are still in charge of the 
temple." ln that sense, we need Turner now more 
than ever before. But to have known him, to 
have loved him, to have shared his vision, is to 
know that, despite our loss, this is not the end. 

NOEL COUNIHAN: 

We are in Tiger country and Turner was notori­
ously partisan, while for sixty years I've borne a 
millstone round my neck called South Melbourne 
and every single time I've been with Ian to see 
South play Richmond he left the ground wearing 
a triumphant grin, until last year at the M.C.G. 
when, after an even first half and Ian's "quietly 
confident, mate", for some inexplicable reason 
every member of the South team decided to kick 
himself a goal or two and back at Lennox Street, 
a lone Swan in a pack of mortified Tigers, I was 
able to turn to my beer and smile. 

My feelings for Ian are l think best expressed in 
a portrait study 1 have drawn posthumously for 
Leonie. 

One of his most attractive aspects was the range 
of his cultural interests, his love of the fine arts, 
combining a discriminating appreciation of what 
is called today 'high art' with a lively apprecia­
tion of the popular arts. 

T discovered his serious concern for the arts 
over thirty years ago when I was a Communist 
Party spokesman on the arts and Turner a keen 
young Marxist student in the University Branch of 
the Party where, backed up by Amirah, he 
often challenged my judgement of contemporary 
painters he admired. Those were days of rather 
black-ar:id-white judgements, I am afraid, and I 
suppose, looking back, that we were both only 
partially right. 

Last year, over dinner, he confided somewhat 
\·1ryly while we were talking about painters, "I 



no longer argue with painters. I fo und out you 
just can't win." 

ln fact he loved the company of artists of all 
kinds, musicians, poets, novelists, people of the 
theat re, painters, and the walls of the Lennox 
Street house are covered with origina ls by Fred 
Williams, Clif Pugh , Vic O'Connor, Erica McGil­
christ, Dave Armfield, George Bell, Frank Wer­
ther, myself and others, while Ian's vast library 
contains a fine collection of art books and mono­
graphs on artists. 

Ian was fascinated by satire and the ribald, 
cartoons, caricature, comic art, the poster and 
graffiti, the art of walls and public places. lt 
was Ian and the artist Udo Sellbach and myself 
who founded that unique satirical series of the 
later sixties, Broadsheet. Printed in the main from 
the original blocks and etched plates of its con­
tributing artists , accompanied by poems, in edi­
tions of about a thousand at 50 cents a copy, 
Broadsheet dealt with themes like the Vietnam 
war, the monster Bolte, ockerism and the Great 
Australian Summer, and Aussie Rules. I have 
vivid memories of those Sunday working lunches 
at Lennox Street with Ian, Ann, Udo, Barrie Reid , 
Glen Tomasetti and others where we merrily 
planned each issue, some l believe destined to 
become collectors' pieces. 

Ian's manysided Jove of the arts endeared him 
to me, especially in his later years with Leonie 
when we came closer together and I was able to 
understand better that amiable unpretentious 
ad mixture of the partisan man of the Left, and 
the man tolerant of the qu irks of human behavior, 
reluctant to moralise. He never slid into the em­
bittered anti-commurusm of so many ex-com­
munists and , influential figure in the A.L.P. that 
he became, he maintained reasonable relations 
with areas further to the Left, speaking, for ex­
ample, at the launching last year of John Sendfs 
memoirs at the Communist Party headquartef , 
and where he chose to describe the communists 
as "the conscience of the Left". 

The women who shared his life shared in 
different ways his artistic interests and pleasures, 
and I am hoping that Leonie's many warm 
memories of such pleasures shared in her brief 
but extremely happy relationship with lan will 
help to sustain her in her grief, in her most un­
timely Joss. 

KEN GOTT: 

1n the beginning Ian was only a name on a piece 
of bureaucratic paper - a transfer form which was 
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used in the Communist Party when a member in 
good standing changed his place of living and 
accordingly had to be transferred to a different 
Party branch. Ian had been in the army, and on 
entering Melbourne University was transferred to 
the Communist Party branch there, of which I 
was chairman. 

Tan very rapidly emerged as one of the most 
effective and best-loved student leaders of his 
generation. First, within the very active Labor 
Club, and then in the broader ambit of general 
student life through the Students' Representative 
Council , on which he served both as secretary 
and president. lan was known as a communist, 
and to win election to these positions meant that 
his abilities, his energy and his sincerity won him 
support, not only from many who did not share 
his political convictions, but even from a few 
who actively opposed them. 

lan displayed in those days the same wide 
range of interests which characterised him 
throughout his li fe - painting and art in all its 
forms, past and contemporary; jazz, literature, 
current affairs - local and interna tional - and 
their treatment in the newspapers, and of course, 
political activities. The two of us worked closely 
together on many student political campaigns, in 
the party branch , in the Labor Club and through 
the Students' Representative Council. But, while 
politics may have been very central to our lives, 
they were not everything. We fo und the time and 
energy to help set up a student co-operative book­
shop and a student hostel. The latter was located 
in a derelict, delicensed hotel in what was then a 
rather seamy part of Fitzroy. Ian and I shared a 
particularly close relationship in the days when we 
both lived there. 

Looking back, it is not easy to separate Ian 
the communist student leader and hyperactivist 
from Ian the mate. At the hos tel several of us 
cooked our meals together, shared our money for 
beer, stood in queues to get grog from Jimmy 
Watson's when it opened its doors for a few hours 
on Saturday morning, and in other queues to buy 
tobacco - also scarce in those days. There were 
walks together in the morning to Melbourne 
University Union to shower and shave, because 
our hostel didn't run to hot water and neither Ian 
nor I wore beards. 

Life-style is rather an overworked word these 
days, but Ian displayed a very distinctive one long 
before the word came into currency. He had a 
huge zest for life and the many excitements and 
discoveries it offered . People and conversation, eat-
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Ian T1wnei· as schoolboy, parl-iarnentary candi­
date {1948), bushwalker {1961) and on Erith 
I slcincl {1978). 



·,;g and drinking, music (particularly jazz and folk 
music, but not overlooking either bawdy Army 
·ongs or the classic tradition), literature, painting, 
history and scholarship. Ian seemed able to integ­
ra te all these things and many more into the 
1abric of his life. It seemed that not a minute of 
his day was without its particular interest or 
excitement. Late nights spent drinking Jimmy 
Watson's port or madeira, and rolling cigarettes 
fro m tobacco eked out with Bushell's Blue Label 
cea, seemed just as much a part of it all as draft­
ing that pamphlet or article explaining how those 
nEw People's Democracies in Eastern Europe 
d iffe red in nature from the USSR. 

l cannot finish without saying something of the 
great kindness and generosity of Ian - he was 
generous with his energy, his time and . his re­
sources. What he gave most freely to those who 
::ought his help, and they were many in those days, 
was sympathy and an ability to understand other 
people's problems. Ian didn't have all the answers, 
either to the problems of individual people or of 
the world, and he never pretended that he did . 
He knew, too, that there are problems to which 
there may be no solutions, and this sometimes 
tinged his fundamental optimism and overt cheer­
fulness with a slight, very slight, undertone of 
pcc:simism. But even his occasional gloom was 
cheerfully expressed. Like Mozart. 

After university days our paths crossed many 
times in distant places - in London, Eastern 
Europe and Hong Kong. I could always, in recent 
years, rely on a letter from Ian when a state or 
federa l election was in the offing: "Got any good 
ideas to help the Labor Party win?" Ian was one 
of the many good mates who were among the 
reasons for Beth and me returning to Australia 
last year after so long abroad. 

I don't think that the essential personality of 
Ian changed all that much over the years. Right 
up to his death he was still showing many of 
the enthusiasms that were apparent in his youth. 
I-l e had not grown tired or cynical. He had ac­
quired, no doubt from his experience in adult as 
distinct from student politics, a better understand­
ing of what was possible and what was impossible 
politically in thjs imperfect world - but without 
lapsing into attitudes of defeat and pess1m1sm 
about the prospects of changing the world for 
the better. 

Today we celebrate Ian's life. That life is over, 
but its influence, the generosity with which it was 
lived, and its fruitfulness, will affect our society 
fo r many years to come. 
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DAVID WILLIAMSON: 

I knew Ian for a lot less time than the others 
who have spoken today, but when I was asked 
to speak I thought I'd like to say a few words. 

Coming over in the car, I asked my wife: "What 
is the word that can sum up a man who has come 
to terms with his weaknesses and his strengths and 
who is totally balanced and non-neurotic in the 
fac of the world?" 

We thought for a while and decided there 
wasn' t a word and perhaps it is good that there's 
1;.o such word because Ian was a very complex 
man and, as other speakers have pointed out, 
he spread his talents over many field s. 

I first got to know Ian when I was serving on 
the Australia Council. He came to the council 
about a year after the new Australia Council was 
set up by the Whitlam government. At that time 
the council was in great turmoil and there was 
a confused ba ttle of competing and rather hys­
terica l egos - including my own. Ian brought 
to that council a sense of sanity, a sense of calm, 
d ispassionate analysis, and set in motion import­
ant structural reforms which enabled the council 
:o function more successfully from that moment 
on. He was the sort of man whom you knew 
was saying the same things to you as he was say­
ing to your political opponents out of your 
hearing - and that's a rare quality these days. 

As a dramatist l search for instances that 
illustrate the crucial aspects of personality. The 
one I remember best in Ian's case is getting a 
phone call from lan one night asking me if I 
would join him in setting up a joint defence fund 
being formed to fight the libel actions that were 
being waged against the playwright and poet 
Dorothy Hewett. I can remember being a little 
nonplussed, for fan himself hadn't been treated 
very kindly in some of Dorothy's works. 

I pointed this out to him and he said: "Look, I 
entered into a relationship with Dorothy knowing 
she was a writer. I entered that relationship with 
my eyes open, knowing that I might be used. 
That's part of the price you have to pay for a 
relationship with an artist, and I accept it gladly 
and I'll do anything I can to help her in her 
present trouble." I thought the incident said a 
lot of things about Ian - not the least of them 
being his passiona te concern for freedom of artistic 
expression. 



Above : 1cm Turner by Fred 
William s, po.~thmnous 
portrait 

Right: Ian Turner by Clif. 
Pugh, 1968 
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FIFE-TUNE IAN TURNER 

The root end was happiness. 
That 's one faith we kept 
alike inside us, nurtured 
from birth almost, 
close to our skin as a 
face-tic, or a blush of blood. 

But suddenly we'd run past 
happiness, into that obscure 
age-valley some call hope. 
Nothing to do but live life out 
in the set tempi , broad-swept, 
quiet, but vivace . 

With trust, too , if possible ; 
your head turning in answer, 
the cigarette 's bent flash , music 
burdening the brown snuffed air, 
people 's arms conducting their 
company of sound : you r world of talkers. 

Time, and the tune goes on ; 
it will not stop, nor soften 
music 's unbeaten chain , 
the piping, the cockcrowing 
of fid dles, piobaireachd, the running 
of savor from door to door, 

the bedspringing , the trees 
settling down in the rain . 
Slan , then ; s/an /eat . Always 
we were country boys ; in the long 
summer grass of the road s, 
we could tell the time by shadow. 

VINCENT BUCKLEY 



IAN TURNER BLUES 

Ian, old buddy, nobody could deny 
You were an expert on the twelve bar booze. 
The time came when your well ran dry. 
That 's when you miss Joe Turner, know what you lose, 
When the man's been and gone and said his last goodbye. 

Ian , old buddy, we were Red ; 
Better than dead we said . - And raised merry hell 
At tables , factions , you in bed 
From what I can gather. And , mate, just as well 
The Oz disease, dehydration of the head 

Passed us by. So why should I grieve 
That it's you who 've gone to the Storyville in the sky 
Instead of overweight pompous puffing Steve. 
Or me. You see, it's impossible for stereotypes to die. 
A sabbatical , yes. But you can 't just leave. 

At least that's what I thought I heard Buddy Bolden say, 
But Joe Turner knew better. That rotten well 
Sprang a leak; your creaking pump gave it away. 
So what's new! As an impenitent from Dimboola, Nhill , 
Or wherever you knew all machinery is plain hell 
To ma'ntain . Oh well , send her down Hughie. Let us pray. 

MAX HARRIS 

N ote: R eaders are referred to the text of that fine poem " Joe Turner Blues" 
to fo llow up the allusions in thi s elegy. 
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ISLAND AND FOREST 
For Io,n Turner 

Islands rise out of the sea 
ceremonial , round , 
lllyria has two weeping palaces 
and a shipwrecked shore. 

Crouched under a rock, 
your lost child at your side, 
eyes dark with dolphins and fishes , 
your nets come dripping from the tide. 

The island is full of noise, 
the boy girdles the earth 
with a circling rod of fishes, 
but the man stands still in the surf, 
the pearls moist in his eyes, 
Caliban-Ferdinand-Prospero, 
the beast is exorcised, 
and the maimed Fisher King by the wreck, 
casting his net in the sea, 
br ings the albatross out by the neck. 

Islands are magical rings, 
round green circles of fire , 
lions roar in the Forest of Arden, 
asses bray in the midsummer woods. 
We stand deprived in the dark, 
to the receding wash of the wave, 
Miranda and Ferdinand move 
chess pieces in a luminous cave. 

Before we break the staff, 
and sink into the sea, 
here by the southern ocean 
I pray for you 
on your island , 

pray for me. 

DOROTHY HEWETT 

From the collection Ravunzel in S uburbia. 



MORRIS LURIE A Finger for Annie 

I remember him mostly when he was down, the 
glory behind him, his wiry hair in fast retreat, also 
his teeth, reduced to the guzzling of Coca Cola 
- always two bottles on the table, the largest size 
- and from time to time extending an index 
finger in the direction of a darling daughter. "Pull 
the finger, Annie," he would say, and when she 
did , he would give vent to a backside explosion 
much as to start or stop a stampede. It was a 
performance they did together, a routine, the 
finger, the pulling, followed by each time right 
on tap the jubilant bang. He had two other 
daughters, plus of course a wife, all of whom 
would have certainly obliged, deemed it an honor 
even, such was his towering charisma, even in 
decline, but they were never called, the finger 
was for Annie alone. 

From my father, a laugh. 
My mother found it disgusting. 
"Some people," she would say, crossing her 

arms like swords, at the same time suddenly find­
ing something of engrossing interest in a distant 
corner of the ceiling. 

But don't leap to the idea that it was the finger 
pulling that nettled her. She held in similar scorn 
nice Uncle David , he who said "Excuse me" each 
time he blew his nose, both before and after, 
and not because he was a trumpeter either, like 
Uncle Moishe, who blew with a vigor to turn 
back the Messiah, no, Uncle David's nose blows 
squeaked out like the meekest mice. Conversely, 
Uncle Debnik, whose meanness extended to keep­
ing a goat, also a lock on the kitchen cupboards 
to which even his wife didn't have a key, for 
Uncle Debnik my mother had nothing but praise. 
Because Uncle Debnik, you see, was one of us, 
us being my mother and her two sisters and her 
two brothers, everyone else, the necessary hus­
bands and wives, held forever outside, strangers. 

Including my father. 
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But the subject is Sol , not my provincial 
mother, the great Uncle Sol, legendary family 
bigshot and gambler, blower of fifty thousand 
down the drain in five or six freewheeling years 
just after the war, a fortune then, not bad even 
now, and though I knew him, as I've said, mostly 
in decline, I saw some of the other Sol too, I was 
afforded a small peep. He gave us a lift, for 
instance, once, in his car. That car! This was ten 
years and more before anyone even thought of 
having a car, in the immediate post-war years, 
austerity, struggling, terrible days, and look, Uncle 
Sol had not only a car but a Buick, a Chevrolet, 
a Packard, l don 't know what it was exactly, 
except it was luxurious, massive, mammoth , a 
celebratory flaunting of wild wealth that my 
mother tr:ied somehow not to touch with her 
hands as she climbed awkardly in. We all 
climbed in. Uncle Sol was taking us into the hills , 
to the kosher guest house where we went every 
year for our holidays, the attraction of this place 
being its proximity to mineral waters, which my 
father claimed his kidney stones screamed out for 
all year long, in particular the waters of the fourth 
spring. We sat in the back, my parents and my 
sister and me, upright on the wide real leather 
bench seat, Uncle Sol bouncing like a jockey 
behind the wheel, his wife Auntie Doris beside 
him, round and proud, but in less than two 
minutes pulled over as far as she could go against 
the door on her side, clutching her handbag and 
the door handle, her intention, or so said the 
expression on her pale face under the rouge, to 
leap out at the first pause and run for Poland 
as fast as her short legs would permit. 

But there were no pauses, not with the crazy 
Uncle Sol in charge, Uncle Sol was a goer, a racer, 
a man of speed and movement, and even when my 
sister began to vomit, and my mother started to 
gulp in air like a windsock in a gale and even I 



experienced definite sensations of queasiness, not 
even then would he slow down. In fact, the oppo­
site, he went even faster, as though to rid himself 
of these complainers riding on his back. "A nice 
lift, thank you very much," said my mother, when 
we finally staggered out, and before we'd even 
unpacked, arranged for us a lift back with der 
alte Mr Zmood, who drove in such a gentle 
fashion as to never employ top gear. A pity, a 
shame. Because Uncle Sol didn't have the car 
after that. Gone, like so much else. First the car, 
then his hair, finally the teeth . The debt he was 
in must have been considerable. 

"Serves him right," said my mother. "l don't 
feel sorry one bit." 

But I did. Ushered into his presence, a family 
visit, Uncle Sol reduced to toothlessness and a 
sweaty singlet and the races on the radio and his 
river of endless Coke, I didn' t exactly fee l tears 
jumping to my eyes, but I was aware, certainly 
aware, that I was in the domain of a fallen giant. 
And acte>:d accordingly. Kept my mouth shut. Sat 
down nicely. Paid attention. Looked. And when 
the finger was pulled, smiled my thanks for the 
privilege of witnessing the fireworks of a former 
king. 

Because a king he was, certainly and no doubt. 
And befittingly, his sport was the sport of kings. 
Horses! Uncle Sol at the races! He went four 
times a week, sometimes more, speeding by cab 
to farflung meetings, a horse didn't run without 
Uncle Sol 's money on its nose, also telephone 
calls to nail down nags where he couldn't be in 
person, two races running at the same time, no 
matter, wherever hooves thundered there was 
Uncle Sol 's wallet, his interest, his excitement, his 
sweat, and as though that wasn't enough, and how 
could it be for a man of his speed, his appetite, 
his need, he jammed into the spaces between, the 
nooks and crannies of his twenty-four-hours-a-day 
wildness, the nights, the early dawns, the cold­
pre-race mornings, these he stuffed with roulette 
and poker and blackjack and dice and every other 
tumble devised by man to test his omnipotence. 

His uniform in those days of glitter and rush 
was a striped suit with massive shoulders, silk 
!iirts, banner headline neckties. A pearl on a pin. 

A chain of gold. Rings with stones all over the 
place. The soles of his shiny shoes never with even 
a scratch. 

Fifty thousand. 
Gone with the wind. 
I asked my father once where Uncle Sol had 

got his money from. I was ten or twelve at the 
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time, Uncle Sol still in orbit, the last of his flashy 
years. We were in the kitchen. I asked my ques­
tion politely, genuinely interested, a nice boy in 
all things. "Who cares!" shouted my father, 
slamming the table with a frustrated fist. "Black," 
whispered my mother, rushing to close the kitchen 
door so no one should hear. 

I have a photograph, Uncle Sol standing with 
my father, l don't know when it was taken or 
why or by whom, but here it is, here he is, and 
look - I have said towering, and 1 still say it, 
but the cold evidence is different: Uncle Sol was 
a shortie. Five feet four at the most, and that's 
in his special shoes. A dwarf! A midget! A nothing 
at all! I look and look, and my eyes tell me one 
thing, but inside it's another story, because Uncle 
Sol, to me, cannot be small. Impossible! Not so! 
But I am a rational person, so I put it down to 
movement, the speed he operated at, the tur­
bulence of his existence. Even when he was asleep 
Uncle Sol was in ceaseless tumult. I recall a 
dinner, a dinner at our house, halfway through 
which , Uncle Sol being, of course, a fast eater, 
finished with the chicken while we were still in 
the soup, he pushed back his chair, simultaneously 
undoing his trousers, opening them in the front , 
and in two seconds, maybe at the most three, he 
was on the sofa, deep in sleep, down like a 
chopped tree. But look, look, look how his 
stomach rises and falls, his legs braced for run­
ning, his arms flung every way, his mouth snatch­
ing up endless air and translating it out in raucous 
snoring . .. even his hair trembles and jumps 
like a fire. He is asleep for twenty minutes, then 
leaps up, fully restored, to the telephone, to the 
cake, to a cup and then another of tea which he 
pours inside him with a noise impossible to put 
into words. 

Ah, but the decline, down and down he went, 
down to pulling the finger with Annie, the last 
bit of tumult in his depleted bag, and even that, 
after a while, a few years, that thing that had 
started out so jubilant, with each passing year 
became more and more sad. All routines lose 
their sparkle, of course, and maybe that's what 
was happening there, the dullness of familiarity 
creeping in, a lacklustre quality, a blunting of 
edge, though Annie never once said, "Oh, dad, 
I'm not in the mood," no, never once, no matter 
what she was doing, when the digit was extended 
in her direction she leapt straight up, gave a 
hearty pull, and out popped that volcanic procla­
mation. Which, right up to the end, no matter 
that everything else was in such decline, retained 



the bounce to shake walls and rattle the wedding 
photograph in its silver frame on the mantle. 

Uncle Sol. 
Fifty thousand shed like water. 
Buried in his grave. 

All right, all right, a gambler, a foolishness , a 
disaster, a defeat, his life lived, here and gone, 
the fate of us all, so where's the specialness, why 
do I have the esteem for Uncle Sol that l do? 
I'll tell you, with no apologies for being perhaps 
not nice. Because one day I called in there, taking 
a cake my mother had baked to give to Auntie 
Doris, and who should be there but no one at 
all, everyone gone out, except the door was open , 
the way it always was, so I went in, and put down 
the cake, and then I saw, on the little table next 
to Uncle Sol's chair where he always sat, a page 
of pictures, of photographs, and because I am 
that sort of person, I took a look. Now, how can 
I tell you this, how can it be decently expressed? 
Because there were eight photographs altogether, 
the biggest one in the middle, and in each and 
every one a fuss was being made over Uncle Sol, 
he was the centre of interest, a star. Bigger than 

Clark Gable. Bigger than Errol Flynn. The 
amount of hair, also the teeth smiling, showed 
that this was the period of his top :flashiness, the 
days of the races and the roulette and the black­
jack and the dice, and what must have happened, 
why the page of pictures was lying where it was, 
was that Uncle Sol , now only inches from the 
bottom of his decline, had experienced doubts. 
Fifty thousand. Not a penny saved. Nothing for 
the children. Nothing for the wife. All burnt away 
like a rocket in the sky, and what's the message? 
Was I a fool? Uncle Sol must have asked himself, 
toothless and hairless and all alone in his chair, 
so he looked at the pictures, the way a rich man 
must count his money when similar doubts come 
flocking in, and I hope Uncle Sol got from these 
pictures a cheer, because I certainly did. In parti­
cular from the one in the middle, the biggest. 
For here was Uncle Sol, wearing his wild hair 
and his smiling teeth and not one thing more, and 
poised above him, his investment, a wonderful 
lady, and do you know what she was doing, this 
wonderful lady, to my great Uncle Sol? She was 
giving, yes, Jet me say it, a good pull, a nice tug 
to my Uncle Sol's, um, to his finger. 

THE AUSTRALIAN 
SOCIETY OF AUTHORS 
The Australian Society of Authors is a organisation devoted to the interests 
of authors. 

The Society does not make any profit and depends very largely upon the voluntary 
work given to it by its Officers, its Committee of Management, its Council and 
interested members. 

WHAT THE SOCIETY HAS DONE: 
• Achieved Public Lending Right. • Founded the Australian Copyright Council. 
• Published "A Guide to Book Contracts". • Advised members continually on 
contracts. • Prepared the "Minimum Approved Book Contract". • Arranged 
publication of "The Australian and New Zealand Writers Handbook". • Negoti­
ated a series of agreements with the A.B.C. • Represented members' interests to 
the Parliaments o.f Australia. • Negotiated higher anthology fees. • Negotiated 
with newspaper and magazine editors on rates for contributors. • Provided guid­
ance on taxation. • Organised seminars. • Proposed suitable rates for reprint­
ing and speaking published prose and poetry. • Maintained reciprocal arrange­
ments with the Society of Authors in London. • Kept members informed on 
matters of interest by sending them a "Chairman's Letter" news bulletin about 
every six weeks. • Administered the Mary Drake A ward. • Published "The 
Australian Author" quarterly since January 1969. 

Membership information from The Executive Secretary, ASA, 
24 Alfred St., Milsons Point, NSW 2061. Telephone (Sydney) 92 7235 
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STEPHEN MURRAY-SMITH swag 

In putting this issue of Overland together I have 
naturally been thinking of Ian Turner a lot. I 
don't want to add to what I have to say in the 
magazine already, except to make two points, 
both of them related to the problem of bringing 
out a commemorative issue of a magazine for a 
man only recently dead. 

The first point is that there is, perhaps, a danger 
of making Ian out as too much of a hero, of 
·mythologizing' him. I don't really think we have 
fa llen into this trap, and insofar as we have it 
is because Ian wa::; a figure of quite remarkable 
charisma to a great many people while he Jived. 
I' m tempted to say that the further away from him 
that people were, the more the hero image they 
created; but even that isn't quite right, for many 
of us who were very close to lan regarded him 
with some kind of very special affection and a 
kind of respect that almost amounted to hero­
worship. (Some did not!) Anyway, the point is 
that lan had no hero image of himself, very 
much the reverse; and while he was interested in 
myths and mythologizing and would have been 
amused if someone had told him he was a myth 
himself, he wouldn't have believed it and he 
would have tried to disabuse his informant. ;,.­
young acquaintance of Ian's has said to me, "The 
Ian I see is the debauched Ian with a tinny in his 
hand , standing in the Outer arguing with Peter 
Clarke whether Allan Edwards played well at 
entre half forward or whether he should be 

a rseholed ." Come to think of it, that's a form of 
mythologizing too! 

Linked with this is my second point. All the 
material we publish here that is by Tan's hand , 
incl uding the letters, shows the public Ian only. 
Perhaps something of the private man comes 
I.h rough in the letter to Alan McBriar, but only a 
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little. Jan was a man who was for much of his 
life unhappy and disturbed , who regarded himself 
as a deeply flawed human being, and who saw 
his life as a tragic one. He wrote about this too, 
but what he had to say is not for the eyes of our 
generation; or, at any rate, certainly not now. 
Eventually the significance of Ian's life and work 
will have to be seen in terms of the relationship 
between the two Jans. Today we can only offer 
some insights into one of those men. 

Speeches made at the commemoration or 'wake' 
for Ian Turner, in the Richmond Town Hall 
on 18 February, are printed in this issue of Over­
land, with the exception of Geoff Serle's, which 
appeared in the Monash University R eporter. 
Many hundreds attended the ceremony, and I 
suspect that few of those who did will forget 
the minutes when Frank Trainor's jazz band 
played the New Orleans funeral march , which 
lan bad asked be performed. 

Ian wrote a kind of autobiography in Overland 
59 - the only issue in recent times to have gone 
out of print almost immediately. It was sug­
gested that we should reprint that autobiography 
in this issue, but on second thoughts we decided 
not to. For a start, it is already available to those 
who need it. Secondly, there seems a good pros­
pect that a collection of Ian's occasional writings 
will be published as a memorial to him before 
very long; and, of course, the autobiography 
would certainly be included. Would readers please 
note that donations are needed to the Ian Turner 
commemorative fund , which will support the pub­
lication of such a book, and may be sent care 
of this magazine? Incidentally, an Ian Turner 
prize in Australian History has been established 
at Monash University, after a generous response 
from staff there to an appeal. 



Two of Ian's most recent articles, which are not 
printed in this issue of Overland, will be of 
especial interest to our readers, I should think. 
In these articles Ian discusses his political philo­
sophy at some length, and mounts a counter­
attack against the Evangelical Left who, from 
time to time, called him "a sell-out, a revisionist, 
a reactionary, a trendy, a trilializer, a Jacky of 
the Labor Party's centre and (most damning 
epithet of all) an opportunist"- the quote is from 
Don Watson's introduction to one of these articles, 
the one in the journal Intervention. (Don Watson 
is not calling Ian these names - he is defending 
him. Incidentally, Don Watson's B r ian Fitzpatr ick 
we hope to be reviewing in our next issue.) Ian in 
these articles is in some ways paralleling the 
arguments of E. P. Thompson in his new book 
The Poverty of Theo1·y (Merlin Press, London), a 
vigorous, swingeing attack on petit-bourgeois 
radicalism masquerading as ideological rectitude. 
We've seen a lot of it around in the last ten 
years - interestingly enough, years in which the 
forces of conservatism have strengthened their 
grip on the country! 

Ian, of course, is much politer about his critics 
than they have been about him. For a start, he 
didn't need to rely on catch-cries and abuse to 
persuade people that what he had to say was 
worth while listening to. It was precisely because 
philosophically he was a materialist rather than 
an idealist that he was prepared to let facts and 
reasoned discourse govern. 

Ian's two articles are "On Indnstrial L abo·ur ancl 
Politics", in Intervention no. 12, $2 plus 35c 

20 I Overland 76-77- 1979 

postage from International Bookshop. 17 Eliza­
beth Street, Melbourne 3000; and " Australian 
Nationalism and Australian History" in the 
Jo1rrnal of A 1istralian St1r.dies, no. 4, June 1979, 
$5 from the Victorian Historical Association, 85 
Howard Street, North Melbourne 3051. The first 
of these is actually Ian's revised introduction to 
what was possibly his most important book, 
I nclnstrial L abour an cl Polit ics, shortly to be 
reissued. 

We print a transcript of one of Ian Turner's 
broadcasts (that on 11 November in Australian 
history) in this issue. Someone may be interested 
to know that we also hold a tape of an inter­
view with Ian broadcast over the ABC "Varia­
tions" program on 12 March 1977, dealing with 
his book I n Union is S t?-ength. If anyone would 
like to transcribe this for us we might print it 
in a future issue. 

The books that haven't been written, and 
should have been, would make an impressive bib­
liography. So, perhaps as a kind of appendix to 
the bibliography of Ian Turner we print elsewhere 
in this issue, it may be worth mentioning that 
lan, in recent times, was turning more and more 
towards the view that a person's private politics, 
his personal life, present challenges no less de­
manding - and, in the long run, no less socially 
relevant - than public politics. And he 'had in 
particular the desire to write three books before 
he died . They were a major history of the Aus­
tralian working class, an autobiography and a 
discussion of public policies directed towards the 
encouragement and funding of the arts. 



MANNING cLARK On first seeing Ian Turner 

It was a time of both hope and despair, a time 
when the believers in the capacity of human beings 
for better thjngs, and the prophets of an age of 
ruins, were listened to avidly by those who were 
tormented by doubt about everything. The peoples 
of the world, shouted the future of humanity men 
and women, had just won a great victory over the 
forces of darkness: Nazism in Germany bad been 
destroyed , and militarism in Japan had been over­
thrown. The peoples of the world , replied the 
prophets of doom, have just witnessed the use of 
a weapon with the capacity to wipe humanity off 
the face of the earth: in August 1945 atomic bombs 
were dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki . There 
was some madness in men's hearts which drove 
them to deeds of evil and folly. 

It was a time when students underwent sudden 
changes of heart: indeed it was a time when it 
did not seem odd that a student of talent, and 
inwardly great of heart, should be a student of 
theology, a member of the Communist Party, a 
leader of the Conservative Club at the University 
of Melbourne all withln the space of a month. 
For it was a time of confusion, a time of uproar 
and chaos. It was a time when a philosopher told 
the fourth year students of history, and members 
of staff of both departments, that historians were 
parasites: no one demurred openly, though at least 
one person present was bewildered and saddened 
by what was going on. 

That was the time I first saw Ian Turner. I had 
heard that he was in the Communist Party. I had 
also heard Edith Cameron, a nurse during the first 
World War, and by 1945 Secretary of the Uni­
versity Union (quite a character, and very skilful 
at conveying a whole world of meaning by drop­
ping scraps into a conversation), say over a 
polite cup of tea in a professor's house, one Sun­
day afternoon, "I must say this for Mr Turner: 
he speaks well." Meaningful pause, and long drawn 
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out sigh, followed by: "And he's also very good 
looking, and I must say that surprised me too." 
She went on to tell us that she wrote down every­
thing he said at meetings of the Students' Repre­
sentative Council even though she was not sure 
whether she understood what he was saying. 

I too was surprised when I first saw him. It was 
in the corridor outside the Philosophy Lecture 
Theatre in the Old Arts Building early in 1946, 
after a talk by a member of the University Labor 
Club on the future of mankind . I saw one well­
known member of that Club holding out a printed 
form to a young woman who had been enthused 
by what she had heard, and said she wanted to 
know more, because she wanted to help "to get 
humanity there quicker". To which the young 
man who then knew all the answers held out the 
form and said, "Would you like to apply for 
membership now?" 

I remember the scene because as he put this 
question to her my eyes caught the eyes of another 
young man who was viewing what was going on 
not with cynicism or disdain, but rather with the 
air of someone who had often put to himself 
the question: "How can anyone ever know whether 
it is true or false?" That drew me to him. I re­
member he also laughed out loud, not in derision, 
or mockery, but possibly from some inner uncer­
tainty. He took the other man by the arm , and 
said with great charm to the seeker: "We must 
not rush her into things." By then her eyes had 
moved away from the first man to the second 
man. There they remained. He was Ian Turner. 

l am a ware of the warnjng that there is no 
art which can read the mind's construction in the 
face. But at the risk of seeming to subscribe to 
the simplistic doctrine that the eyes mirror what 
is likely to come up from inside a person, I am 
going to say that everything I came to know and 
inde:::d feel deeply to in Ian Turner was fore-



shadowed in that first encounter. Within a year or 
so he was to be a student of Australian History 
in Melbourne. For a whole tumultuous year Ian 
Turner and Noel Ebbels sat in a small room up­
stairs in the Old Arts Building and to ld me with 
much merriment in the eyes when I was right 
and when I was wrong about the history of our 
ancient continent. Why was it that these very 
different young men were so close? Why was it 
that these two who knew the answers were able 
to communicate with someone who was so tor­
mented by inability to ask them the question in 
Job: "What knowest tho u which is not in us?" 

In E bbels' case the a nswer became clear: he 
was a Billy Budd among the student members of 
the Communist Party, an innocent, in the sense 
of someone incapable of causing harm to, or 
hurting any human being, or beast, because he 
was free from malice, free from envy, from a ll 
those madnesses which cause most of us to con ­
sume our days in plots of revenge for some 
imagined evil done to us. In Turner's case it was 
probably just two Merlins recognising, or saluting 
each other, he from behind the mask of political 
doctrine, and I from behind a different sort of 
mask. 

At that time Ian seemed troubled by the in­
congruities nature had blended in his clay. He 
knew both the Dionysian frenzy, and the Apol­
lonian quest for beauty, restraint and self-control. 
He knew all about those passions drawing him 
along the primrose pa th of pleasure, and travelled 
on that track not fearing it might lead him to the 
eternal bonfire, because he had no interest in any 
hell for transgressors. What he did know was 
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that a ll those who could not get off that track 
would taste deep damnation here on earth. He also 
knew that no matter what changes occurred in the 
foundations of society, no matter how wealth was 
owned and distributed , there would a lways be 
those contradictions inside some human beings, 
causing them dark, undying pain. 

T he real test for a person is whether, once 
having had the honesty to face the truth a bout 
himself, he gives way to vulgar despair, takes 
evasive action and drugs himself to make life 
bearable, or finds the strength to endure with 
dignity, and indeed much gaiety. Ian had that 
strength in abundance. He a lso knew much about 
love, with a due recognition of the limits of what 
love, or art or music could do to answer the 
longing for what could never be. 

I fe lt sympathy with his answer. Perhaps that 
\'!aS why I was to remember so clearly that first 
encounter outside the Philosophy Lecture Theatre 
in 1946. Perhaps that was why his death, like the 
death of Noel E bbels, was so painful, because 
in both cases it meant Australia was poorer by one 
of the persons to whom one could really talk. 
There was one fewer who would know what you 
were talking about when you took the risk of 
saying out loud that now perhaps all that was 
left was to wait for the ba rbarians. Perhaps the 
great thing a bout Ian T urner was that having 
faced that poss ibility he did not become consumed 
with self-pity, or whine. T he gaiety and the sad­
ness lived on in him to the very end. Not even the 
dullness which descended on our country after 
the plebiscite of 1975 could snuff the light in his 
eye. 



BETTY ROLAND Moscow, 1933 

STEPHEN MURRAY-SMITH writes: Although not 
as widely known as some of her contem­
poraries, Betty Roland is one of the most 
remarkable of the older generation of Austra­
lian writers, both as a personality and as a 
literary figure. (She is probably best known 
for her play, A Touch of Silk, written in the 
1920s and recently published by Currency 
Press.) She now lives at Montsalvat, Eltham, 
Victoria . Overland is fortunate to have the 
opportunity to publish extracts from a diary 
kept by Betty Roland in 1933, when she visited 
the Soviet Union in company with Guido Bar­
rachi, himself a legendary figure in Australian 
radical history. (We shall shortly be publishing 
an interview with Guido Barrachi by David 
Walker .) Betty Roland's diary will be published 
as a book, Caviare for Breakfast, by H yland 

-, House, later this year. It is remarkable as one 
of the very few objective accounts of the Soviet 
V nion of this period, seen from inside, as it 
were, ever to be published. Readers may care 
to refer also to Betty Roland's "Requiem for 
K.S.P." published in Overland no. 44. 

A Few Words of introduction 
In February 1933 my marriage to Ellis Harvey 
Davies came to an end, an end which came 
suddenly, though it had been a possibility for 
quite some time. The deciding factor was a certain 
picturesque figure, Guido Carlo Luigi Baracchi, 
with whom I had fallen deeply in love and eloped 
with, without much thought about the conse­
quences. He was a dedicated Communist, there­
fore the devil incarnate to all right-thinking 
people, and he was taking me to the Soviet Union 
which, in those days , was synonymous with Hell. 
In addition to which he already had a wife, who 
had preceeded him to London and expected to 
accompany him to Moscow. 

This material is based on articles T kept at the 
time. 
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5 May 1933 
Guido has made some progress in the matter of 
getting a job. He went to see the head of the 
Co-operative Publishing Society for Foreign 
Workers, to give it its full and cumbersome title, 
and has been asked to do some translating for 
them, on a sort of free-lance basis at so many 
roubles a page. The Co-op. Pub., as it is generally 
known, is an amazing organization which is 
responsible for the translation and publication of 
literally millions of books a year, and in all the 
major languages; it is under the direct aegis of 
the Comintern, though its publications are not 
confined to political subjects but include belles 
lettres and even some modem novels as well; all 
of which are distributed through an elaborate net­
work that covers a large proportion of the literate 
world but, especially, the USSR where the thirst 
for knowledge and for books seems to be insati­
able. Books are not published in thousands, but 
in millions of copies. 

While Guido has been busy with his transla­
tion, T have been busy on my own account. On 
the day of our arrival a reporter from the 
Moscow DailY. News wandered into our hotel in 
search of interesting visitors who might supply 
her with a story. The fact that we were Austra­
lians immediately roused her interest, and we 
made the headlines on the inner pages next day. 

Since then, Gertrude seems to have attached 
herself to Guido and myself, especially myself as 
she does not appear to have too high an opinion 
of him. She is an odd soul, Jewish, stridently 
American, with an outer shell of toughness which 
probably conceals a lost and lonely self inside. 
She has graduated to the Communist Party by 
way of the anarchistic I.W.W., and would be 
more at home on the barricades than involved in 
the spiteful little skirmishes that take place among 
t:ie staff of the M.D.N., details of which she has 



described at length. Nevertheless, it was she who 
arranged for me to see the editor and, inciden­
tally, to become a temporary member of his staff. 
Temporary because I have still to apply for the 
necessary permit that entitles me to work, and 
that is not a simple matter to obtain as even 
Freda admits. 

"Can you write good English?" he asked me. 
"English?" , 
"Yes, English. I can 't stand this American 

jargon." 
I assured him. on that point, showed him a 

few articles I had written during my brief career 
in journalism on the Melbourne Sun Pictorial, and 
he seemed satisfied. I am to be paid space rates 
with a minimum of 300 roubles a month, be sup­
plied with an interpreter and, no doubt, get an 
insight into many aspects. of Soviet life that 
would otherwise not be possible. 

Eager to announce the good news, I hurried 
back to the hotel but was somewhat chastened 
by Guido's rather cool response. Why was this? 
Did he resent the fact that I had scored a success 
while he was still merely on probation with the 
Co-op Pub? That seemed unbelievable, yet why 
the chilling lack of enthusiasm? He showed a 
spark of interest when I mentioned the editor's 
name. 

"Borodin! You can't mean Michael Borodin!" 
I said T thought that was his name. "But he is an 
old Bolshevik, one of the great figures of the 
Revolution. I met him in England in the 1920s 
when he was there to assist the Party and he was 
afterwards sent to Canton where he became the 
driving force in the Communist Kuomintang 
alliance. What on earth is a man like that doing 
in a wretched little rag like the Moscow Daily 
News? Though I did hear that he had fallen into 
disfavour and been given the job of managing a 
bread factory. I suppose being editor of the 
Moscow Daily News is better than that. " 

He got up from his desk and paced about the 
room, plainly disturbed at the idea of one of the 
great men of the Revolution being reduced to such 
a humiliating level, and I remembered how Boro­
din had also paced around the room in an uneasy 
fashion, tugging the end of his thick moustache, 
a melancholy look in his heavy-lidded eyes. 
[Borodin was arrested and charged with treason 
during the purges of 1937. Condemned to a 
prison camp in Siberia, he did not long survive.] 

17 May 1933 
My first days on the M.D.N., and J find it 
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fascinating. Inadequate, biased, badly printed 
though it is, by reason of its being the only paper 
published in the English language it has a large 
circulation among the many Americans at present 
living here, but principally among the Russians 
who are struggling to master this complicated 
language. So I now see why Borodin asked me 
could T write in 'English'. We see very little of 
him , he remains hidden in his office, and the 
paper is largely run by Charles Ashley, the assis­
tant editor who, besides myself and a pretty 
woman called Rose Cohen, is the only other 
member of the staff who can claim British origin, 
the others are pure American . Rose is another of 
Guido's old associates. 

"Red Rose Cohen!" he exclaimed when I first 
mentioned her. "What on earth is she doing on 
the Moscow Daily News? She was Harry Pollitt's 
girl -friend when I saw her last." Freda was able 
to enlighten him. Red Rose is now the wife of a 
prominent Party official, has a little son, a luxu­
rious apartment and all the privileges of a mem­
ber of the Soviet elite, though Freda did not 
enlarge on that. [Rose and her husband were also 
arrested during the Moscow trials.] The day starts 
with a discussion of the day's routine, the stories 
to be covered , the special articles and the assign­
ments made. Charles Ashley chairs the meeting 
and we sit around on chairs or tables, 
Gertrude chewing at her gum (she has recently 
received a fresh consignment from home) while 
the others smoke the rank Russian cigarettes 
that are three parts cardboard cylinder and one 
part bad tobacco. Next to Charles sits a massive 
woman with grey hair. She is Anna Louise 
Strong. No love is lost between the pair, they are 
barely civil to each other, and she obviously 
resents the fact that he is in a position of authority 
which she feels should be hers. 

She is cordially disliked by everyone, especially 
by Gertrude, who loses no opportunity to mutter 
unflattering comments in my ear. Anna Louise 
remains unmoved, though I fancy she is fully 
aware of what is being said. She is the very pat­
tern of a bitch, arrogant and insolent, lording it 
over everyone, claiming special privileges such as 
a car to take her on assignments when we under­
lings must take a tram. or walk. Gertrude tells rne 
that she once demanded a plane to take her to 
Central Asia and got it! She is barely civil to the 
lower orders of the staff, and ignores me entirely. 

She was a bit taken aback a few nights ago 
when she saw me with Guido. She had known 
him in Berlin in the twenties when he and Neura 



were at the zenith of their passion, so was under­
standably surprised to meet him again in Moscow 
with an entirely different woman. 

The 'encounter' took place in the drawing­
room of the Kamerny Theatre. The Kamerny is 
one of the four leading theatres in Moscow, and 
was founded by Taierov at much the same time 
as Stanislavsky and Nerimovich-Danchenko 
established the Moscow Art Theatre. Like them, 
he practised law before dedicating himself to the 
theatre and, like them, he has survived the revo­
lution and bears the title Honored Artist. 

His theatre is small and elegant, its perfor­
mances impeccable and his drawing-room 
reminiscent of the salons of pre-1917. We were 
bidden there to celebrate the presentation of a 
new play called "The Optimistic Tragedy," in 
which Taierov's wife Alice Koonen played the 
principal role. Regardless of location or political 
climate, first nights are always nervy occasions, 
but in the Soviet Union they are subjected to addi­
tional strains as every member of the cast, the 
director, the manager, even the humblest usher 
and stage-hand, is conscious of certain ominous 
figures seated in a box and on whose yea or nay 
the future of the play depends. In them is invested 
the power to approve or condemn, to demand 
drastic changes in the text and to suppress it 
altogether. Taierov is an old man now and lives in 
retirement, having handed the management of 
his theatre to the care of an aristocratic looking 
person by the name of Rubenstein . He has a lean 
sardonic face and a somewhat chilly air, but 
unbent sufficiently to invite us to the premiere of 
the new play and to the soiree afterwards . This 
was a piece of rare good fortune. 

In addition to ourselves there were perhaps 
twenty or thirty people assembled in the drawing­
room, none of whom we knew, with the exception 
of Anna Louise. Rubenstein moved uneasily 
between the guests and party officials who stood 
apart from the rest of us. Taierov made a brief 
appearance, spoke to them and one or two of his 
friends and then withdrew, and Anna Louise sat 
in a chair and stuffed herself with the goodies on 
the table: cakes, caviar, both red and black, 
pastries, chocolates, ham, pate - all from the 
foreign-currency shop, Torgsin - phlegmatically 
chomping away with an occasional remark to 
Guido, whom she had greeted with neither plea­
sure nor surprise, while I stood in the back­
ground marvelling at her aplomb. No one else in 
the room did more than nibble a morsel of cake, 
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a trifle of caviar, but Anna L. was not one to 
miss her opportunities, and later I saw her put a 
handful of chocolates into her bag and go serenely 
on her way. 

The premiere of a new play at the Kamerny, 
followed by a soiree in Taierov's drawing-room, 
was a rare experience, but watching a rehearsal 
in a shabby hall somewhere on the outskirts of 
Moscow paled that into insignificance. The dark, 
dynamic man who directed the proceedings was 
none other than the celebrated Ilya Sudakov, 
successor to Stanislavsky at the First Art. T had 
already seen a number of his productions which, 
to me, had seemed sublime. Now I had the unique 
experience of watching him at work. I sat in the 
darkened auditorium watching the play take 
shape, marvelling at the skill with which he trans­
formed a raw group of amateurs into a tolerable 
example of actors and actresses. 

They were a group of youngsters drawn from 
a factory, similar to the ones that we had seen in 
Leningrad, only these had high ambitions and 
hoped by the performance of this play, which one 
of them had written, to win official recognition 
and receive a subsidy that would enable them to 
become professional. The fact that Ilya Sudakov, 
one of the 'greats ' of the Moscow theatre, had 
been assigned to the task of directing them, is an 
indication of the importance the Soviet state 
attaches to such aspirations. 

Theatre in the USSR is, of course, a propa­
ganda machine of extreme importance, as illiteracy 
is widespread still and films are scarce and costly 
to make. These burgeoning theatre groups, of 
which there are many thousands, are put to good 
use and are often referred to as living newspapers. 
Sent to tour the provinces, writing short topical 
plays as they go, they perform in barns and village 
halls, on railw.a platforms or street corners, 
wherever there is a crowd of half-a-dozen or so, 
who gather round to see and hear. 

Sudakov is, of course, a disciplinarian of the 
first order, and the instructions that were fired at 
the eager youngsters were direct and to the point, 
but it was plain that they adored him and found 
a word of praise the highest form of happiness . 
Following the rehearsal , he talked to me for quite 
some time, interested, as is usual, in the fact that 
I was from Australia and asking me about the 
theatre there. There was not much to say about 
that. I asked a few questions to which he replied 
at length, gravely courteous. He could not have 
been more so had I been Max Reinhart himself. 



19 May 1933 

Gertrude lives at Government House, which is 
quite an achievement, as Government House, 
Moscow version, is the most exclusive residence, 
short of the Kremlin, in the USSR, reserved for 
the very highest officials and way beyond the 
reach of a rather down-graded American journa­
list. She tells an amusing story of how the miracle 
occurred. She was banging away at her typewriter 
in the M.D.N . late one afternoon when a small 
man in a neat uniform appeared in front of her 
and rather diffidently asked if she knew anyon e 
who would be prepared to give English lessons 
to himself and his two children in return for the 
use of a room in Government House . 

Gertrude described how she took a quick look 
round to make sure nobody had overheard the 
astounding proposition, then Jed him aside and 
asked him to repeat his words. When he did so, 
telling her his name, she stared at him as though 
he was an apparition from another world, as 
indeed he was . The bashful little man was called 
Tarjaefl and was a member of the S.C.C.I. , in 
other words, the Executive Committee of the 
Communist International, the most powerful body 
in the Soviet hierarchy, headed by Stalin himself. 
Gertrude, who had been sharing a damp little 
basement room with two others, almost fainted 
with delight at the prospect of a room in Govern­
ment House, and she hustled him out of the 
l;rnilding for fear that someone with a higher 
priority than herself should get wind of the 
situation and elbow her aside. 

She is an odd soul and I like her well enough, 
but she makes things difficult by taking no pains 
to conceal the fact that she considers Guido to 
be unworthy of me. More than once she has 
asked me how I came to be involved with such 
a mild and uninspiring man. I do my best to 
convince her that he is neither, but she remains 
unconvinced and has taken it upon herself to 
amend matters by suggesting that I turn my atten­
tion to Tarjaeff, totally disregarding the fact that 
he already has a wife and two children. But what 
is that in this land of easy marriage and quick 
divorce? 

"I told him to give her the gate and send her 
back to Tadjikistan where she came from," she 
announced quite calmly. And set about arranging 
a meeting between us . 

It took place on neutral ground, in the Foreign 
Workers' Club. The place was crowded, noisy, 
and dense with tobacco smoke. Guido was there, 
of course, and half way through the evening we 
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were joined by Tarjaeff. He talked a little halting 
Enghsh, and we drank some beer and talked in 
a desultory fashion till it was time to go. Aware 
of what lay at the back of Gertrude's mind, I had 
been deliberately cool all evening, but when we 
went outside the club and saw the dimensions of 
the limousine waiting to take him away, it was 
impossible to remain indifferent. It was a Lincoln, 
large, impressive, and luxurious, with a uniformed 
driver at the wheel who sprang out at our ap­
proach, opened the door and stood to attention 
while we took our seats. No clearer evidence of 
status could be imagined. Even Guido seemed to 
be impressed. 

We asked Tarjaefl would he like to come inside 
with us and have some supper but he shook his 
head explaining, somewhat reluctantly I thought, 
that it would not be wise for him to be seen in 
the New Moscow Hotel with foreign visitors. He 
expressed the hope that we would meet again. 

Not long after that, no doubt through Ger­
trude's intervention, we were invited to visit him 
at Government House. We did so yesterday. 
Government House stands on the bank of the 
Moskva River, immediately opposite the Kremlin, 
a little world contained within itself, a city within 
a city . On ground level there are shops and beauty 
parlours, a cinema, a theatre, a restaurant. No 
food queues here, no lack of life's amenities. It is 
not far from the New Moscow, so Guido and I 
walked along the embankment enjoying the mild 
spring afternoon. 

Lilies of the valley grow wild in the woods 
surrounding Moscow, and old ladies stand in the 
streets selling bunches of the pretty bell-like 
flowers ; Guido bought a spray for me and pinned 
it to my coat. They also sell white lilac which is 
called may, because that is the month in which it 
blooms. We were borne upwards in a lift which 
actually seemed to work, and got out at the 
seventh floor to find ourself confronted by heavy 
wooden doors . We knocked and Gertrude opened 
them. Inside was a vast vestibule, bare and unin­
viting, large enough to accommodate a dozen 
Moscow families. Gertrude's room was small and 
rather stark and had obviously been designed to 
house a servant. We sat there for a while, talking, 
then she took us to see Tarjaefl. He was working 
in his study where there was a large writing­
table, some bookshelves and one or two hard 
chairs; no curtains on the windows, no carpets on 
the parquet floor. It was chilling in its austerity 
and it soon became evident that, despite his high 



pos1t10n, Tarjaeff had nothing in the way of 
elegance or comfort in his home. 

After some awkward attempts. at conversation 
we were taken to what I suppose can be called 
the living-room. There we met his wife and two 
small children: a boy of eight or nine and a girl 
of seven or so. The wife was small and dark, with 
bright observant eyes, who did not speak a word 
the whole time we were there. There was a long 
wooden table in the centre of the room , two 
divans against the wall , a number of straight­
backed chairs, pictures of Marx, Engels, Lenin 
and Stalin on the walls and nothing else whatever 
to relieve the impression of stark unloveliness: no 
curtains, carpets, and no comfort, though there 
was central heating, but that is mandatory in this 
climate. We drank tea of course, endless glasses 
of it served from a samovar, with thick slices of 
coarse bread, cheese, smoked herring, pickled 
cucumber, a plate of biscuits, and, by way of a 
special treat to finish off the feast, Tarjaeff pro­
duced a block of honey in the comb which he 
carefully divided into little squares and distributed 
round the table. The children were as silent as 
their mother, observing us with bright, interested 
eyes; apart from the honey all they were given 
to eat was a thick slice of bread and margarine 
and a glass of tea. And these are the children of 
one of the most highly privileged men in the 
USSR! The frugal meal and cheerless rooms were 
in striking contrast to the glittering limousine. 

lt was dusk by the time we left and while 
good-bye were being said, Tarjaeff took the 
opportunity to ask me would I go for a drive 
with him one afternoon. There was only time 
for a hurried 'No' before Guido sensed that 
something irregular was taking place and, seizing 
me by the arm, cut the conversation short. Elec­
tricity is in short supply in the Workers' Father­
land so, even at Government House, one has fo 
walk downstairs. One can use a lift when in the 
ascendent, never on the way down. It is said that 
even Comrade Stalin observes this rule. 

So, we walked down the seven flights in silence 
and one look at Guido's face was enough to tell 
me that Tarjaeff had fallen somewhat in his 
estimation. But the sight of the Kremlin towers 
outlined against the evening sky, its golden domes 
and cupolas lit by floodlights, the red flag waving 
high above them all, soon restored him to good 
humor, and we walked back along the river, arm­
in-arm and very happily, glad, in a way, to be free 
of the oppressive atmosphere of Government 
Hou e. 
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25 May 1933 

The blow has fallen . Nakomindyel does not con­
sider me essential to Soviet economy, and my 
workers' visa has been withheld. This was some­
thing of a jolt and Borodin was very much put­
out, perhaps because it was another indication of 
his waning influence. He apologised and said 
that there was nothing more that he could do, 
so I had no choice but to collect the few hundred 
roubles that were due to me and return to the 
hotel, very much deflated. 

The realities of life were starting to close in 
on me; once we left the shelter of the New 
Moscow Hotel 1 would learn what it meant to 
be a woman in the workers' paradise. This was 
borne in on me when we were taken to see the 
room that the Co-op Pub was prepared to allot 
to us. A nice light-hearted woman by the name 
of Seriava acted as our guide, otherwise we would 
never have found our way through the maze of 
streets that led to the house on the outskirts of 
the city. 

It had once been a handsome villa and stood 
well back from the street in what had formerly 
been a garden with terraces and fountains but 
where neglect and ruin now prevailed. Seriava 
led us along the broken path and opened a heavy 
door. A wave of foetid air swept through to 
greet us: a mixture of cabbage soup, old boots, 
kerosene stoves, damp washing, babies' nappies, 
stale bed-linen, cats, urine, dry rot and a season­
ing of bed-bugs. Even Seriava. lost a little of her 
gaiety at this; silently, she led the way upstairs. 
The landing was cluttered with bicycles, perambu­
lators, wooden crates and God alone knows what 
else. A marble bath stood outside a half-open 
door of what had formerly been a bath-room, 
now occupied by several people. I caught a 
glimpse of a weary-looking woman seated on a 
bed, a baby in her arms, a row of nappies hanging 
on a line above her head. She stared at us with 
no show of interest , no change of expression on 
her sallow face. 

After seeing the room which was to be our 
future 'home', we were led downstairs to the 
basement to see the communal kitchen. It was 
vast and dark and unspeakably depressing. 'My' 
section ,consisted of an upended packing-case 
and two reeking kerosene stoves. On these I was 
expected to cook, boil up the washing and, in all 
probability, heat water for an occasional bath in 
a basin in the room above. Also having cooked 
the meal, I would have to carry it up three flights 
of stairs. There was one sink in a corner of the 
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room, a dripping tap and nothing else in the way 
of amenities. Several women were already busy 
on their stoves; they stared at me with hostile 
eyes, already regarding me as an interloper. lf 
my expression was an indication of my feelings 
it must have been one of horror. 

Seriava regained some of her optimism as we 
walked away. The room was good fo r Moscow, 
she assured us . At least we would not have to 
share with another family, there was a large 
window and plenty of light, it might even be 
clear and free of bed-bugs, the sole drawback 
was that we could only have it for a limited period 
while the owners spent the summer in their 
datcha, once the Autumn came they would want 
it back. 

To say that we were subdued when we returned 
to the hotel is to put it mildly. Guido opened his 
English-Dictionary and translated a few more 
sentences of the Eighteenth Brumaire while I sat 
and braced myself for the ordeal ahead of me. 
We had not discussed it but I know enough of 
him to realize that, however bad they were, he 
was prepared to accept the conditions that pre­
vailed in this new society for which he had 
fought and dreamed so long. If it included bed­
bugs, bad food , discomfort of whatever kind, he 
would not complain and, as long as I remained 
with him, I must do the same. 

Fortunately, we had tickets for the Bolshoi 
theatre and escaped into another world. It was 
"Eugene Onegin," sung so superlatively, staged 
with so much splendour, that we emerged from 
t:1e great Opera House still in a dream. 

It was Seki Sano, a merry little Japanese 
who runs the International Theatre Bund, who 
achieved the near impossible by arranging a meet­
ing with Olga Knipper Chekhova. How he accom­
plished this I shall never know, as s:1e is indeed 
the Great Lady of the Russian theatre, not merely 
becau e she is· one of its most illustrious actresses'­
and the reigning queen of the Moscow Art 
theatre . but because she is also the widow of its 
greate t luminary, Anton Chekhov. 

\\'e had been to see "The Cherry Orchard" 
in which she had played her original role of 
. Iadame R anevsky. That in itself was miracle 
nough. a one had read of her, dreamt of her 
m ne\'er dared to hope to see her play in that 

illlmortal role. I did remark to Seki that I would 
e anything to meet her, rather in the way that 

migh t express a desire to travel to the moon, 
i \·as not long after that that he announced 

· h an e,·en wider smile than usual that we had 
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been invited to call on her the following after­
noon. 

She lives in an apartment not far from the 
Art Theatre and, I should imagine, · it had been 
hers for many years. It had an air of permanence 
and solid Russian comfort with the usual divan 
and piles of cushions, bric-a-brac on little tables, 
silk lampshades, crocheted mats, dozens of photo­
graphs around the walls, notably a lifesized one 
of Chekhov. Also, I was interested to see, two 
ikons with the votive oil lamps burning steadily 
in front of them. 

Olga Knipper Chekhova was graciousness it­
self. A woman of middle height, grey-haired, not 
particularly slender, with a pair of beautiful dark 
eyes under heavy brows. Dressed in what would 
once have been called a peignofr, she radiated 
charm coupled with an impression of immense 
dignity. We were delighted to hear that she spoke 
fluent English. 

She was astonished to learn that the name of 
Anton Chekhov was venerated in Australia , even 
if only by an elite few, and even more surprised 
when I told her that some friends of mine, the 
painter Justus Jorgensen and his wife Billian, had 
called their son Max Anton because of their 
regard for him. 

" If only Anton Pavelovich could hear this," 
she exclaimed and went on to tell us how he had 
doubted that anyone outside Russia would be 
interested either in his stories or his plays. "They 
are so trivial , so local, why would anybody want 
to read them?" was his reaction when it was first 
suggested that they should be translated into 
other languages. 

Then she went on to describe the first 
disastrous performance of "The Seagull" in which 
she played the leading role. It took place in St. 
Petersburg, not Moscow, and in winter. Greeted 
with derision, it had been a monumental failure 
and Chekhov, unable to endure the agony of 
listening to the hisses and the boos, had fled into 
the night. She told how the entire company had 
searched for him and how he was eventually 
discovered crouched on the bank of the Neva, 
almost frozen by the cold. For weeks after that 
he was ill with congestion of the lungs and this, 
so she believed, was the beginning of his fatal 
:illness. 

Once her reserve was broken she spoke freely, 
giving us a vivid description of the early days of 
the Moscow Art Theatre and of the man who is 
its greatest glory. We heard how they had all 
gone to Yalta, a journey of two thousand miles, 



in order to pay tribute to him and put on a per­
formance of " Uncle Vanya", he being too ill to 
come to Moscow. They travelled in a special 
train which took two days and nights to reach 
its destination, but never for a moment was the 
journey tedious because of the jokes and 
impromptu plays, the singing and the pranks of 
that gifted and high spirited company. 

Even when writing his last and greatest play, 
"The Cherry Orchard", Chekhov was plagued by 
doubts and sent it, scene by scene, to Stanislavsky 
at the M.A.T. When the manuscript arrived word 
would flash through the theatre and everyone 
would gather on the stage where, amid laughter 
and tears, the immortal words were read. 

"We laughed, we cried, we embraced each 
other," she said, her eyes luminous with recollec­
tion. And she described the premiere which took 
place in the Moscow Art Theatre in the winter 
of 1903 and how, despite his failing health, he 
managed to be there and hear the rapturous 
applause this last and greatest of his plays 
received . It was a gala occasion with speeches 
and presentations which taxed the strength of the 
dying man to the utmost. 

"He was deathly pale," she told us . "There 
were times when we thought he would collapse 
but he insisted on remaining to the end, even 
refusing to accept a chair. " 

Soon after this, they went away together in the 
Black Forest and, in November 1904, he died. 
Jt. was time to say good-bye. She gave me an 
autographed picture of herself, expressed her 
pleasure at having met us, and Guido, to his 
credit, bent and kissed her hand. I came away 
feeling that, after this, even bed-bugs were of no 
significance. 

4 August 1933 

For the first time in my life I belong to a trade 
union. There is only one trade union in the USSR 
and everyone here belongs to it, everyone that is 
except the hungry wretches begging in the street. 
Lack of a trade union ticket is the reason why 
they beg. To those of us more fortunate the trade 
union is our father and our mother, providing us 
with ration books, a place to live in, tickets to 
the theatre, hospitals and medical care, holidays 
in the Crimea or on the Gulf of Finland, all the 
essentials of life for which the levy is one percent 
of the monthly wage. As the membership numbers 
many millions this amounts to a considerable sum 
each year. 

Seriava is the trade union rep. at the Publishing 
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House where we work. Poor Seriava! always 
losing things, always plagued by irritated mem­
bers of the staff demanding the impossible. Imme­
diately! Always shrieking protests at being so 
unmercifully harassed, yet kind and helpful , par­
ticularly to the two Australians who know practi­
cally nothing about the complexities of day to 
day life in the Soviet Union . 

A few days ago the panic was worse than usual 
as she had mislaid some dozen pages of manu­
script that had just been translated and not yet 
typed. High and low she searched and the entire 
English section was soon in an uproar; Seriava 
was reduced to tears as she knew she would be 
severely rebuked for being careless, and everyone 
was sorry for her as a rebuke from the higher 
echelons is a serious matter here. Then, 0 joy! 
the missing pages were discovered under the 
cushion of her chair where she had put them for 
safety. Tn addition to her job she has a husband 
and children to look after. Small wonder she is 
always out of breath and has a wild, distracted 
look in her eyes. 

Yesterday, as l was numbly hammering away 
at the typewriter, someone told me that I was 
wanted in the corridor outside the room. Who 
should be standing there but Katharine Susannah 
Prichard. It was a complete surprise though we 
had known vaguely that she was planning to visit 
the USSR this year. Only those who have spent 
a considerable time in an alien land can fully 
understand what it means to see somebody from 
'home'. She is Guido's friend not mine, but T 
threw myself into her arms with a loud cry of 
joy and came close to shedding tears. She was 
almost as emotional as I was and when Guido 
came hurrying out to join us we practically 
danced a carmagnole in the dingy corridor. 

She has just arrived in Moscow and is staying 
at the Lux Hotel, a place reserved for Party 
members, trade union officials and delegates from 
abroad. It is crowded and expensive and she does 
not like the atmosphere which strikes her as · 
rather depressing. We had heard about the Lux 
from Freda, who said it was full of political 
gogetters, so have suggested to Katharine that she 
move in with us in true Moscow fashion . She 
hesitates, feeling that it will inconvenience us, as 
sleeping three in a room could easily do , but we 
have reassured her and she moves in tomorrow. 
There is only one bed but by great good fortune 
it has two mattresses, one reasonably thick, the 
other little more than a pallet, a relic of F reda's 
sojourn in Japan. We have decided to draw lots, 



the winner to have the bed, the loser to have the 
mattress and sleep on the floor. 

6 August 1933 

Katharine lost and now sleeps in a corner of 
the room while Guido and I share the bed. A 
strange menage a trois! I hope she is not aware 
that the situation acts like an aphrodisiac on 
Guido. He still works till after midnight but 
K.S .P. and I retire at a more reasonable hour. 
We must present a strange sight, each with an 
open umbrella over our heads to shield us from 
the light and Guido at the table poring over his 
books. I trust that she is sound asleep by the 
time he comes to bed. 

She is a serene person with a soft voice and 
gentle smile; even in this short time I have grown 
to like her very much. She has been the first to 
notice that I have grown very thin, and small 
wonder. For the first time in my life, I have 
known real hunger. To be sure, we have an ample 
ration, by Soviet standards, but there is very little 
meat, few eggs, and the diet of rye bread, 
potatoes, cheese and caviar does not seem to 
satisfy me. Twice when I have been out by myself 
l have stolen into Torgsin and, with the guiltiest 
feeling possible, ordered a plate of ham and eggs 
with coffee and delicious little cakes. Guido would 
be furious if he knew as he is determined to live 
on what we earn and eat within the limits of our 
ration books. 

I think that he has never been so happy in his 
li fe, not because of me, of course, but because he 
is now a rabotnik, a genuine worker helping to 
build new society. He, who has never had to work 
in his whole life, now slaves for fifteen hours a 
day - and loves it! He hurries off to work each 
morning, his heavy dictionaries under his arm, 
toils up hill, across the Red Square and arrives 
at the office red-faced and breathless and is com~ ~­
pletely satisfied with life. 

August 1933 

A lot of indignation is generated on the part of 
tourists by the sight of women working alongside 
men at road building, digging ditches, and carting 
brick . This is not an example of Bolshevik 
brutality but a custom as old as Russian history . 
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These women are as strong as any man and would 
be amazed if anyone suggested that they are not 
fit to carry heavy loads. I once saw a woman 
waiting at a tram stop. She had a sack of potatoes 
lying at her feet. When the tram arrived she 
heaved it onto her shoulder and climbed aboard. 
How she managed to do so, considering the 
a lready over-crowded condition of the tram, is a 
mystery, but by dint of a great deal of pushing 
and shoving she accomplished it, stoically ignor­
ing the chorus of abuse the displaced passengers 
hurled at her. 

There is an iron rule about boarding trams. 
One gets in at the back and steadily fights one's 
way between the intervening bodies until within 
reasonable distance of the front which is the sole 
means of exit permitted. The ticket collector -
always a woman - sits complacently near the 
door and waits for the kopeks to arrive. Ten 
kopeks is the standard fare, regardless of the 
length of the journey. The money is passed from 
hand to hand, generally overhead, and the ticket, 
together with the change, returns by the same 
route. No one ever attempts to evade payment 
of the fare and never, under any circumstances, 
does a single kopek fail to return to its owner. 

Ignorance of the system landed Guido and me 
in trouble the second day we were in Leningrad. 
He wanted to see the famous statue of Lenin that 
stands outside the Finlandski Voxal (Finland 
station). Unsure of the way to get there, we. took 
a taxi and, after paying our respects to the 
'architect of the October revolution', decided to 
return by tram. There was the usual wild 
stampede when one arrived so, very sensibly we 
thought, we decided to enter by the forward door 
where there was no crush at all. The effect was 
instantaneous. A chorus of indignant voices indi­
cated that we were unwelcome; the driver turned 
to glare at us, the ticket-coilector rose to her feet 
and blew shri lly on a whistle, at which a militia­
man appeared and hauled us off the tram. 

There was a good deal of explaining, much 
much waving of hands, with a crowd of interested 
spectators looking on, then Guido had the wit to 
produce his passport and all was well. We were 
foreigners , so what else could be expected? We 
parted with mutual expressions of fraternity 
and never made the same mistake again. 



I an 1' 1t rn er ra ff les R on Bara:s:si':s w ck :s at t he final B aras:s i M emoi·ial L ect ure 1978. 
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IAN TURNER The Greatest Game 
The Barn::;si Memorial L ect,1we 

l all 1'11 ,,·Jler ji i·::;f c/ eliverecl hi::; Bara:ssi lllenioriu l L ect ure at 
Monash Univ ersity in 1965. It was normally 1·epeated annnally 
thei·ea,fte1·, with iuri·easinu fam e, until 1978, .when the final 
lecture wa::; uiven at the Prnhran Colleue of Aclvancecl Ecl11ca­
tio11. Overla nd is indebted to K en Gott, who painstakingly made 
this fr crn ::;cr iption from the final tape, checking 1·eferences against 
Ia11 's 11 otes ancl against the crn tlwrities quoted. 

Those who watched several years ago a TV show 
called "The Big Game" in which costumed foot­
ballers - costumed in uniform, that is, and not 
in drag - were asked to answer quiz questions 
for the honor of their clubs (and some slight 
material rewards such as a see-through Whitmont 
shirt and a slightly-used Holden by courtesy of 
Kevin Dennis's Autorama) would have observed 
the following exchange: 

"What team does Graham Kennedy barrack 
for?" "St Kilda." "Correct." 

(Whereupon a scantily clad go-go girl danced 
onto the screen, waving a pair of flags and leaving 
it open to some doubt as to whether she was the 
prize for this segment of the show.) 

"John Peck has four children. Are they all 
daughters or all sons?" "Daughters." "Correct." 

"What famous scientist produced the theory 
of relativity?" '"Don' t know." 

Those who observed this might well wonder 
whether there is sufficient intellectual content in 
the great Autralian game to justify its inclusion 
in serious academic discourse. 

However there is already a fair body of aca­
demic studies worthy of note. For example, Pro­
fesso r Dunn's pioneering work, The I11('iclence of 
B1·ain H ernia- Among R eserve Eighteens; Pro­
fesso r Waller's definitive text, The Brownlow 
Jlcdal ancl th e Rule of Law; Professor Bradley's 
penetrating analysis, Barassi ancl Hcunlet - ci 
(' 0111pa rative St ucly in the Tragic H ero; Profes-
or Davis's d istinguished monograph, Informal 

1-,A i11g for the Collingwoocl Committee; Profes-
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sor Andrews' piledriving paper on Minor Snrgery 
of the Back Pocket; and my own modest con­
tribution, The Tiuer::;, the Blues ancl the Class 
Str uugle. 

It is evident that academic exploration of this 
highly significant social phenomenon already pro­
vides a substantial proportion of the intellectual 
output of this university. And that is as it should 
be, because we are the inheritors of a Jong and 
distinguished tradition of intelJectual enquiry, be­
ginning with Joseph Strutt, the first historian of 
British sport, who published his Sp01·ts ancl 
Pa::;t inies of the People of Englancl in 1801. In 
it he said: "In order to form a just estimation of 
the character of any particular people, it is abso­
lutely necessary to investigate the sports and 
pastimes most generally prevalent among them. 
When we follow them into their retirements, where 
no disguise is necessary, we are most likely to see 
them in their true state and may best judge of 
their natural disposition." 

Here Strutt is urging the claim of recreation and 
leisure activities as keys to the national character. 
The claim is given respectability by some his­
torians, not only those who might be thought to 
have a vested interest - as does Dr Percy Young, 
the distinguished author of a history of British 
foo tball, who says that when one is writing a his­
tory of footba ll "one is in effect constructing a 
history of the nation" - but also from general 
historians, especia lly the Americans. Let me quote 
two examples. 

ln 1944 Dr Dixon Weeter, an American, found 



that cricket was a game of "leisured boredom and 
sudden crises met with cool mastery to the ripple 
of applause", characteristic of the British national 
character. Whereas, "football with its rugged indi­
vidualism, and baseball with its equality of oppor­
tunity" were seen as "valid American symbols". 
And in 1951, two other Americans, David Reis­
man and Reuel Denny, contrasted the democratic 
ideology prevailing in the United States with the 
class-ridden atmosphere of the United Kingdom. 
In Britain, they wrote, working-class audiences 
watched "gentlemen in action" and were looking 
particularly for good form and a respect for the 
law. For them, "legality was more important than 
power". By contrast, American audiences were on 
a level with the players and were power-oriented, 
while the American competitive spirit was reflected 
as much in the desire to win as in high production 
goals in industry. 

But at an even more profound level , football 
illuminates not only character but life itself. Thus 
the Chinese poet Li Yu who wrote between AD. 
50 and 130 said: "A round ball and a square goal 
suggests the shape of the Ying and the Yang. 
The ball is like the full moon and the two teams 
stand opposed. Captains are appointed and take 
their place. In the game, make no allowance for 
relationship, and let there be no partiality. Deter­
mination and coolness are essential and there 
must not be the slightest irritation for failure. 
Such is the game. Let its principles apply to life." 

• Australian historians haven't gone so far, but 
other commentators have edged into the field . 
Thus, Donald Horne, writing in 1967: 

lt is only in sport (and as soldiers} that most 
Australians confidently see themselves as being 
of 'world class'. Only in sport? What else is 
there that matters as much as sport? The quali­
fication would seem meaningless to many Aus­
tralians. What else is there that matters as much 
as sport? It is only in sport that many Aus­
tralians express those approaches to life that 
are non-Australian if expressed in any other 
connection. Here it is good to be unashamedly 
expert, ambitious and competitive, to proclaim 
faith, dedication and difference. It was almost 
as if the nation had been built on sport; had 
acquired international significance from sport; 
sport seemed to be what Australia was 'about'. 
Playing games or watching them was to play 
one's role as an Australian. 

The comment is not altogether unjust. 

The movement from sport to national character 
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rests on a Rousseau "man was born free but 
everywhere is in chains" kind of assumption. 
Social life forces men to play roles which do not 
represent their true selves. Only in relaxation, 
freed from the demands of society, are their true 
selves revealed . But it's difficult to assert that 
football, in particular, is the key to Australian 
character - if there is any such thing. Firstly, 
because it replaced cricket only about thirty years 
ago as the most popular spectator sport; and 
secondly, because all spectator sports are now 
giving way to participant sports such as golf, 
yachting, surfing and skiing; and finally, because 
Australia is divided by a deep cultural rift between 
the north and the south known as the Barassi 
line. It runs between Canberra, Broken Hill , 
Birdsville and Manangrita and it divides Australia 
between Rugby and Rules. 

I'd prefer to argue more empirically. Melbourne 
has a population of around about 2.5 million 
people. The major competition is that of the 
Victorian Football League. In the 1975 season, 
12 clubs played 22 rounds of home-and-home and 
five finals matches to a total attendance of around 
three million. In my estimate, that means in terms 
of man-hours per week, somewhere between two 
and six million. 

For those of you who are interested in the dis­
cipline of sociometrics, I should perhaps explain 
my method of calculation. I have taken myself 
at an average of eight hours per week. I have 
multiplied myself by about one-fifth of the popula­
tion, equalling half a million people, and arrived 
at the figure of four million man-hours, and then 
L've allowed plus or minus two million man­
hours just in case I've got the coefficients wrong. 
This could be made more precise by a survey, but 
unfortunately the VFL won't play ball. It is, 
however, supported by some independent investi­
gations. 

For example, the late George Johnston captured 
the atmosphere thus: 

In Melbourne, football is a fever disease like 
recurrent malaria, and apparently incurable. 
'Aussie rules' in the austere southern capital 
probably has a bigger and undeniably a more 
frenetic following than all the other codes in 
Australia put together. For six or seven months 
of the year, a mad contagion runs through press, 
television, radio, and everyday life. An acidu­
lous Sydney man, himself a Rugby Union addict, 
put it to me that "Melbourne has no summer, 
only a period of hibernation between football 
seasons". 

I had forgotten until I went back to a grand 



final on the Melbourne Cricket Ground what it 
was really like - that unbelievable roar of 
over 100,000 screaming zealots, baying for blood 
and bruises, the toss and tumult of partisan 
colors, the streamers, the hats, the emblems, the 
banners, frenzy, hysteria. No other sporting 
event in Australia draws a crowd as big or 
committed as this. For a time men become gods 
and heroes. 

In Melbourne, the mythical conflict between 
winter and summer is institutionalized in the 
struggle between cricket and football clubs for 
the Saturdays of the spring and autumn - and 
winter is winning. 

Indeed, Melbourne football has taken on some­
thing of the character of a primitive religion. 
Thus, on one occasion the distinguished Methodist 
divine, Rev. Alan Walker, addressed a Mission 
to the Nation at the VFL grand final on the Mel­
bourne Cricket Ground, "Ladies and gentlemen, 
gathered on this great occasion, whichever team 
we may support, whether it be the Saints or the 
Demons, we can surely all agree that we are 
joined together in this, that we are brothers 
and sisters in Christ." Whereupon there came a 
mighty voice from the southern stand: "What 
about the bloody umpire?" 

And indeed football is already invading the 
territory of the sacred texts. Thus, Father Gerard 
Dowling, the historian of the North Melbourne 
Football Club, advised North supporters that 
they should place his book on their bedside tables 
alongside the family Bible - and further, they 
should consult it more often. 

In historical terms the problem which interests 
me is the transition from football as a popular 
pastime, a folk game, to football as a recreation 
fo r gentlemen, and then to football as the most 
popular spectator sport, a major sector of mass 
entertainment. The questions which arise include_ 
these: What has caused this change in the char­
acter of the game? How has this change affected 
the game itself? Its organization, its rules, its style 
of play? How has it affected the players · and 
pectators? What is the function of football in 

modern society? 
In 1969 I visited a small town called Ashbourne 

in Derbyshire in the United Kingdom. Izaac 
alton had fished near Ashbourne and George 

Eliot had lived there whilst writing her last novels. 
(I didn't know that at the time - I'd gone there 
to watch a football match.) 

An interesting game, an all-in-game. The town 
of A hbourne was divided between the uppards 

O,·erl and 76-77-1 979 

and the downards, depending on which side of 
the river the people lived, and they all played. 
The game began at 2 p.m. on Shrove Tuesday and 
ran through until 10 p.m. on that night, with in­
tervals for tea and other refreshments. It resumed 
at 2 p.m. on Ash Wednesday and ran through 
to 10 p.m. that night. The aim of the game was 
to score a goal by striking the ball against one or 
other of two mill wheels which were each at 
one-and-a-half mile's distance from the centre of 
the town. The method was to convey the ball to 
one of the mill wheels by any method bar 
motorization, which was regarded as being un­
sporting. 

At one point of the evening the ball disappeared 
for an hour-and-a-half. It later emerged that a 
devoted supporter of the uppards had taken the 
ball to the local public dike, placed it in a cistern, 
and sat on it, re-emerging in time to score a goal 
at 9.55 p.m. At 10 p.m. on Ash Wednesday the 
game ended, after the players had ploughed for 
two days through snow and ice, with a charac­
teristic British football score - drawn game, 
one-all. 

Folklorists have often thought of games, not as 
conscious inventions, but as survivals from primi­
tive conditions under which they originated in 
magical rites. And so it was at Ashbourne, and 
so it was with the kind of game that first came 
to Australia. 

The early immigrants to this country brought 
with them the traditional English outdoor recrea­
tions of their time. They played these on Christ­
mas and New Year holidays. Thus the first Mel­
bourne sporting paper, Bell's Life, reported that 
at Christmas 1857 Bendigo miners engaged them­
selves in running, jumping, climbing greasy poles 
and "grinning through horse-collars in the manner 
of their ancestors". At the Duke of York in 
Prahran at Christmas 1858, the patrons were 
"climbing the greasy pole, the pig with the greasy 
tail, playing football and all the usual Christmas 
sports". 

Unfortunately no details of these games survive 
and in any case they are not particularly relevant, 
except to confute those romantics who still persist 
in believing that Australian football grnw out of 
the bucolic amusements of Irish-born miners on 
the goldfields of Bendigo and Ballarat. 

In between these two Christmases, one Thomas 
Wentworth Wills, a leading member of the Mel­
bourne Cricket Club, wrote to Bell's Life deploring 
the absence of a suitable winter recreation and 



suggesting the formation of a football club. Wills 
was a man of impeccable Australian nationalist 
connections. His grandfather, Edward, had been 
transported for life for highway robbery, after 
which he did well in sealing and shipping; his 
grandmother married (for the second time) George 
Howe, a convict and the first printer of the Sydney 
Gazette. His uncle To~, for whom he was named , 
married a daughter of Thomas Reiby, a convict, 
landowner and a director of the Bank of New 
South Wales. One aunt married a Dr Redfern, 
who had been transported for sympathising with 
the naval mutineers at the Spithead and the Nore, 
while another aunt married the aide-de-camp to 
Governor Lachlan Macquarie. Tom was also 
named for William Charles Wentworth, the great 
Australian patriot whose father Darcy had 
narrowly escaped transportation for highway 
robbery, being allowed instead to leave his 
country for his country's good. Tom's father, 
Horatio, was a successful pastoralist who over­
landed the family and his stock to Australia Felix, 
now western Victoria, in 1836. Horatio was killed 
in the most famous of all Aboriginal massacres, 
that at Cullinaringo in 1861, when pioneering a 
new property in central Queensland. Tom was 
with him, but happily escaped. Indeed , Tom's 
ancestry was impeccable. 

But unfortunately for radical Australian nation­
alists such as myself, the sins of the grandfather 
were not, in this case, visited upon the grandson. 
Horatio, having been freed of the convict stain, 
determined to make his son a gentleman and sent 
him "home" for education to Rugby. So what 
Tom Wills knew of football came from what he 
had learned of the game as it developed under 
Dr Arnold in the decad es following "The exploit 
of William Webb Ellis, who, with a fine disregard 
for the rules of football as played in his time, 
first took the ball in his arms and ran with it, 
thus originating the distinctive features of the 
Rugby Game. AD. 1828." But Wills didn' t pro­
pose the introduction of the Rugby game. This 
was thought to be, in the words of his cousin and 
brother-in-law, Henry Colden Antill Harrison, un­
suitable for grown men making a livelihood; some­
thing with which one might concur, having read 
the description of the game in Tom Bi-own':; 
SchoolcLay:;: "It's no joke, I can tell you. Why, 
there's been two collar-bones broken this half, 
and a dozen fellows lamed. And last year a 
fellow had his leg broken." 

Australian football began with the Melbourne 
Football Club in 1858. Over the next few years 
new clubs formed and , as with soccer, the needs 
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of interclub matches demanded a code of rules. 
The Melbourne code was adopted. By 1860 the 
fundamentals of Australian rules had been ac­
cepted - the mark, limited running with the ball , 
no throwing, the beginnings of the holding and 
dropping the ball Jaw, no tripping, holding or 
hacking. Then it was closest to the Harrow game. 
Now the only similar game is Gaelic football, but 
the rules as evolved were a distinctive Australian 
creation. 

lt proved attractive to spectators right from the 
beginning. By the mid-1860s crowds of 1,500 were 
attending, by the mid-seventies 10,000, and by the 
mid-eighties 20,000. From the outset, many among 
them were women. The first admission charges 
were imposed in the mid-seventies - sixpence a 
head . 

Admission charges were to be devoted to the 
improvement of facilities, but the entrance fees 
soon created temptations of professionalism among 
top players and officials alike. This was at the 
same time as the question of professionalism in 
soccer came up in the United Kingd om. It also 
arose in Rugby Union, where it caused a split 
and the formation of Rugby League. That was 
scarcely coincidental. 

lt arose out of the growing leisure and the 
desire of the urban masses for popular entertain­
ment, the growth of the potential audience, the 
desire of working class men to have an entre into 
sport in something like equal terms with gentle­
men. By the 1880s the game had developed in 
Australia, as in the U.K., along two lines - the 
professional game, which men played at least 
partly for reward, and the amateur game, which 
men played, as gentlemen had always played , for 
recreation. 

It was the professional game which drew the 
crowds. Until the 1930s, cricket remained pre­
eminent. Those were the heady years of the 
dramatic confl'ict between Bradman and McCabe 
of Australia and Mr Jardine and Larwood of 
England - the body]ine series during which notes 
were exchanged between the Australian and U.K. 
Governments, and when Australia nearly left the 
Empire. 

The turn came during the war years. Cricket 
never recovered from the break, except perhaps 
for the West Indian tours, and football is now 
many lengths ahead. The Grand Final crowd of 
120,000 which will fill the MCG later this year 
continues to establish new records for any sport­
ing event in Australia. 

So the mass demand for entertainment was there 
in the late nineteenth century, there was money 



to pay for it, and none to gainsay it. The Anglican 
Church was non-established, and in any case it 
inclined towards muscular Christianity; the non­
conformists formed the social base for a peculiar 
Australian variety of moralism known as wowser­
ism which objected to sex, drink, gambling, smok­
ing and most other pleasures. But they were 
caught between the Anglicans and the Catholics, 
the latter being an Irish-based church which in­
veighed against unlicensed sex, but approved of 
drink and sport - provided they didn't interfere 
with Sunday mass. So given the climate - which, 
no matter what present-day Melburnians might 
think about it, seemed to new arrivals from semi­
arctic England suitable for outdoor sport all the 
year round - open air recreations were inevitable 
developments. Cricket, racing, hunting, athletics, 
cycling and aquatics were, along with football, 
soon on the scene. Among them, football finally 
came to reign supreme. 

I want to move from that brief historical survey 
to some comments on the game today. 

Firstly, to players. It is generally believed that 
professionalism is a turning point in the attitude 
of players to their games. Thus, it is assumed that 
amateurs would play by the code enunciated in 
what an historian of American gridiron described 
as "the imperishable words" of Grantland Rice: 

For when the One Great Scorer comes to mark 
against your name, 

He writes not that you won or lost, but how 
you played the game. 

Whereas it is generally thought that professional 
players tend . to react rather like Fitzroy's Ian 
McCulloch, who was reported last year as saying: 
"Most players are in it for the money. I know I 
am - I'm not in Victoria because I like th,e 
bloody place." 

That's clearly much too simple. We must ask 
what is the nature of the pleasure that foot­
ballers of any sort get from their game; and is 
it really true that the cash nexus has obliterated 
pleasure for professionals? David Reisman shares 
this last doubt of mine. Of gridiron he says: "Yet 
it would be too simple to say that football has 
ceased to be a game for its players and has become 
an industry." Consider, also, this _statement of that 
distinguished psychologist, Ron Barassi, a leading 
and most articulate Australian footballer: "I think 
retirement from football is just like death. You 
ca n't avoid it, no matter what you do. And just 
the ame. it's hard to face when it comes. Luckily 
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I've got the coaching which I enjoy very much 
It's very fulfilling. I'm still in football. The game 
itself is not really enjoyable. I don't see how a 
sporting contest with a lot hanging on it can be 
enjoyable during the actual contest. The enjoy­
ment comes afterwards. You're proud, you can 
remember all the good things you did. I reckon the 
Australian footballer is the greatest all-round 
athlete in the world. There's no question, our 
game's a great game." 

Several things seem to follow from this. Firstly, 
pleasure probably needs to be defined in terms of 
power, domination, the mastery of one's physical 
talents in the situation within the game, and 
domination over the spectators. In both of these 
you have, of course, a strong element of sexuality, 
homo- as well as hetero-. 

Part of it is the desire to win. I don't think it is 
ever true that players are indifferent to the out­
come of the game, but if that 1:s so, then sports­
manship is a code of behavior designed to 
regulate competition, rather than an ethic of in­
difference to the result. Barassi's point about the 
game not being pleasurable while the fight is on 
is well taken. But it applies equally to such ama­
teur events as the old Davis Cup and the Olympic 
Games. A professional may well get the same 
sort of pleasure out of the game as an amateur: 
not the pleasure of a man at play, but the pleasure 
of a craftsman who takes pride in his skill and 
achievements. 

One side benefit for the players is social 
mobility. Not only for the sons of New Aus­
tralian players whose names are written in gold 
in the annals of Australian football , if not always 
pronounced terribly accurately by football com­
mentators, but also for those whom the white 
supremacists of our society like to call "our 
Aborigines". Thus when Doug Nichols remon­
strated with "Captain Blood" Jack Dyer for say­
ing "Get out of the bloody way, yer black 
bastard", Dyer explained that he was not respon­
sible for anything he said during the game and 
certainly didn't mean it. "Nichols was quite 
welcome to play." 

At a Richmond-Carlton game I observed the 
following exchange: 

Richmond supporter shouts to Aboriginal Sid 
Jackson of Carlton, "Leave him alone, you black 
bludger." 

Carlton supporter to the Richmond man: "You 
can't say that to Sid Jackson! Corne on Sun­
shine." 

Mobility also has a spill off into politics. Tradi­
tionally ex-footballers became policemen. Today 



they tend to become publicists, publicans or poli­
ticians. Thus, three weeks ago I was scrutineering 
for my local, friendly councillor in Richmond and 
the opponent's scrutineer was sitting beside me. 
Kevin Sheedy came in, and I opened the electoral 
roll and ruled off his name. My opponent's scruti­
neer said, "Who's that?" and I said, "Kevin 
Sheedy." And he said, "Who's Kevin Sheedy?" 
At that moment, I knew we had taken Richmond. 

Beyond this there is a consequence of pro­
fessionalism in the growing involvement of the 
game and the players with the mass communica­
tions media. The players become pop stars. John 
Gould designs gear and Don Scott used to model 
it. Royce Hart and Neil Balme Jook more and 
more like [the international soccer players] Charlie 
George and Georgie Best, who in turn look more 
and more like the Beatles and the Stones. 

The players themselves become charismatic 
heroes. A couple of years ago, outside a church 
in Hawthorn, the vicar had posted a notice say­
ing: "What would you do if God came to Haw­
thorn today?" A graffitist had written underneath 
it: "Move Peter Hudson to centre half-forward." 

The colleague who reported that to me said: 
"When I tell the story outside Hawthorn, they 
say, 'Who's Peter Hudson?', but when I tell 
the story in Hawthorn they say, 'Who's God?'" 

Now this is half-time and at that point I usually 
have the RAAF Band playing selections from 
"Mary Poppins", but unfortunately today they 
had a prior engagement to play "Mack the Knife" 
and "Money Won't Buy You Love" at the annual 
general meeting of the Victorian Association of 
Surgeons. 

Now Jet's look at the ideology of the game -
apart from the attitudes of the players and the 
fans. 

There are all the usual rationalisations - Mens 
Sa,na in Corpore Sano - which happens to be 
the motto of the Carlton Football Club. Muscular 
Christianity? But that's no longer terribly fashion­
able. The playing field s of Eton? Affable Alf 
Deakin said that when Australians were called 
upon to defend their country on the field of battle, 
the battles would already have been won on the 
Australian rules playing fields. Thirty years later 
'Honest' Joe Lyons said that the battle of Galli ­
poli had indeed been won on those same playing 
fields. (Note that Australians habitually count 
Gallipoli as a victory.) 

As with American football and baseball, of 
which Cozens and Stumpf wrote in 1952 "The 
bleechers are equally cordial to coalminers, poli-
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ticians and bank presidents" , and with soccer, 
about whose basically democratic character Dr 
Young has written, the adherents of Australian 
football proclaim it to be a democratic game. The 
VFL's motto is "Populo Luclis Pop11li" - "the 
game of the people for the people". 

I don't believe this. The game's no more demo­
cratic than the society in which it is played . It's 
true that it's largely open to the talents, but it's 
not true that Snowy on the trams is as good as 
the chairman of BHP. The latter has a consider­
ably better chance of making the club committee 
than Snowy, and can usually buy himself a better 
seat to watch the finals . 

What the statement probably means is that 
these mass spectator sports have a broad cross­
class appeal - and that certainly is true. As a 
New Zealand friend once commented to me: Aus­
tralia is the only country he had visited anywhere 
in the world where the conversation in the gent's 
pissoir at the university staff club was the same as 
that at the local pub - football and racing. 

Class differences, however, still find their ex­
press ion in the vent between the outer and the 
stand at the MCG, and in the extra edge to 
matches from such factors as the differences be­
tween high-toned Melbourne and democratic 
Co llingwood - as they were described as long 
ago as the l870s. 

The barrackers. Almost the only thing known 
about Australian football fans is how many of 
them pay to go in. And since they do pay to 
go and it's not yet compulsory, it's reasonable 
to assume they go because they get pleasure out 
of it. What the source of that pleasure is, no­
body knows. When Ron Barassi was asked what 
pleasure spectators got out of football , he 
answered: "You'd have to be a psychiatrist to 
answer that." The usual psychological explana­
tion has a historical basis in the view once widely 
held by anthropologists that games are a kind of 
imitative warfare. Thus, Dr Gilbert Slater, in an 
article called "Concerning Golf (and Other) 
Balls" in the Sociological Review, 1911 , thought 
of those participating in ball games as responding 
to "the very stimulus which maddened uncounted 
generations of your ancestors through ages of 
palaeolithic savagery in tribal warfare". The 
spectators, of course, shared in this by identifying 
with the players. 

The argument is familiar . It was clearly stated 
by the psychoanalyst A S. Brill in the North 
American Review in 1929. All men, he said, have 
"an aggressive component" in their psyche. This 
is one of the primary weapons in the fight for 



survival. However, this aggressiveness is poten­
tially socially destructive. Therefore it needs to be 
socially manageable and to have socially approved 
outlets. One such outlet is spectator sport. 

Roll says sports are a greatly necessary social 
catharsis, indispensable to civilised man, a salu­
tary purgation of the combative instinct which, if 
damned up within him, would break out in dis­
astrous ways. To this I might add a couple of 
observations, one of them psychological: perhaps 
it is not merely a matter of securing a release for 
an existing tension, but also of a human need 
to create tension in order to obtain the pleasure 
of release, on the analogy of copulation. The other 
is sociological, suggested by Elias and Dunning 
in a paper at the British Sociological Association 
Conference in 1967 - in a culture which dis­
approves of the public expression of emotion, 
and which offers progressively fewer occasions for 
excitement, the need for this release is increasingly 
concentrated in leisure activities. Indeed, that view 
has been confirmed by my own field work in 
this area. Catharsis is achieved, not only by 
players but by spectators. 

Thus, at a moment during the final quarter of 
a St Kilda and Richmond match at Moorabbin, 
when the Tigers, having been down five goals, 
were now drawing ahead, a St Kilda supporter 
- thirtyish, short-back-and-sides, running to fat, 
white shirt, and clasping a can of Carlton Draught 
- addressed himself to the umpire: "You rotten, 
bloody, commo, poofter, mongrel, bastard." He 
had thus given vent to all the Australian political, 
social, racial, sexual and male chauvinist pre­
judices. Moreover, he had projected them onto a 
representative of bourgeois, imperialist, fascist 
repression, and one hopes he had received a satis­
factory purgation and didn't beat his wife that 
night. 

Now for the meaning of the game. It has been­
a long-time lament of Australian socialists that 
if only the Australian workers transferred the 
thought they invest in picking winners and the 
passion they devote to football into politics, we 
would have had the revolution long ago. 

The catharsis view of psychology perhaps lends 
weight to this belief, and there is some reason to 
think that Cozens and Stumpf are right when they 
a that "sport is an integrating factor in American 

democracy", that is, it cuts acros,s class barriers 
and thus tends to dampen class hostility. Some 
upport for this view comes from the Victorian 

football official , L. H. McBrien, who, in the 
A merican Rotarian of 1940, wrote: "As an emo-
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tional safety valve, football has tonic properties. 
Young people must have some outlet for their 
nervous energy. In other parts of the world, the 
outlet is politics. In Australia it is football." 

I think we can probably dismiss such attributed 
meanings as "J111 ens Sana . . . " , " training for 
leadership", learning how to play according to 
the rules (that is, the game of life in the guise of 
football), and the voice of the schoolboy rallying 
the ranks, as moralistic rationalisations. However, 
I would not like to omit from this discussion 
Dr Gilbert Slater's claim that "other things being 
equal, the boy brought up on Rugby will make a 
better man and a better citizen" than the boy 
brought up on soccer. 

Consider the manner in which individual 
combatants meet one another in the two games. 
In soccer, the defense meets the attacker by the 
shoulder charge. In Rugby, the defender clasps 
his arms lovingly around the attacker. If he 
knows how to collar properly, he puts his whole 
energy into that embrace and sinks gently to the 
ground with his opponents. The difference in 
psychic reaction is considerable. I am convinced 
the schoolboy feels just one degree more friendly 
to a schoolfellow when he has collared him, 
just one degree less friendly when he has charged 
him. 

In modern anthropological terms, this is a 
structural functional explanation of the game. It 
needs to be rounded off by the dimension added 
by the Badminton Book of Football (1888), speak­
ing of a game between bachelors and married 
men. The object of the married men was to 'hang 
the ball', that is to put it three times into a small 
hole in the moor. The aim of the bachelors was 
to drown it, that is, to dip it three times in a deep 
place in the river. The party which could first 
affect either of these objects won the game and the 
ball. If neither won, the ball was cut in equal parts 
at sunset. If my symbolism is correct, that's a 
very threatening concept. 

Adrian Stokes, in an article called "Psycho­
analytical Reflections on the Development of Ball 
Games" (1956), observed that for a fieldsman to 
catch a batsman out in cricket is an act of sym­
bolic castration. I am attracted by these and 
other psychological explanations. Some have seen 
the ball itself as a symbol of perfection. Thus, 
Cicero in his "On the Nature of the Gods" says: 
"What can be more beautiful than the figure that 
encircles and encloses in •itself all other figures and 
that can possess no roughness or point of collision 
on its surface, no indentation or concavity, no pro-



tuberance or depression?" Again, the Dutch philo­
sopher F. J . J . Buytendijk, in a book called 
Football : a Philosoph'ical Sfocly published in 
1954, says of the ball that it is the most simple 
and perfect of all forms, the qualities of which 
one can enter into by touching and fondling. The 
sphere also has an archetypal, magical signifi­
cance; as sun and moon it is both ritual symbol 
and object of worship. (T here is perhaps some 
support for this in the action of the Brazilian 
football fan who, in despai r that his team was 
doing so badly, took out his revolver and shot the 
ball.) 

When one considers that the ball in a foot­
ball game spends much more of its time being 
kicked, punched, thrown and headed than being 
fondled, it seems that the explanation cannot 
stand . Perhaps R . W. Pickford comes closer to the 
truth in an article in the British Journal of Psycho­
logy in 1940 in which he discusses the difference 
between Rugby and soccer. He says that in Rugby 
the ball is lovingly caught and caressed , that the 
image is maternal. Whereas, in soccer the ball is 
kicked away, treated as a dangerous or unclean 
object, a sy mbol of paternal potency. My objection 
to this as a follower of Australian football might 
perhaps be dismissed as emotional. In Australian 
footba]l, the ball is both caught and fond led , as 
well as being kicked and punched. T herefore 
Pickford's theory leaves me quite uncerta in about 
my own sexual identity. 

Personally it is the Freudian interpretation of 
the great Australian game that most strongly at­
tracts me. We are dealing here with one of the 
four greatest minds of our era, and it is incon­
ceivable that such an intelligence should not have 
been brought to bear on such a signifi cant con­
temporary social phenomenon as the great Aus­
tralian game. And indeed such was the case. 

One of the elementary propositions of Freudian 
psychology is that nothing happens by chance. 
Thus, in the P sychopathology of E v eryda y Life, 
which has speci fi c application to language and 
its use, Freud discusses the names that we give to 
everyday objects. Consider the vocabulary of Aus­
tralian football - words, phrases and injunctions 
such as "Ruck", "Punt" , "Forward Flank", "Ball 
U p" and "Put it Through the Big Sticks". These 
are indicative of, though not central to, the point 
I want to make. 

The next significant revelation comes from 
F reud's theory of the personality which he de­
veloped in his l ntrocl11 cto1 ·y Lectui·e:; t o Psy cho­
analysis. Freud suggested a triple-tier personality, 
in appearance not unlike the outer stand at the 
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MCG. There is a deeply submerged Id, situated 
at ground level, in which reside the instinctual 
drives towards aggression and sexuality. There is 
a Superego soaring high above, like a psychic 
scoreboard , on which we record the successes and 
failures of our repression or sex drives, depending 
on the criteria with which we start. Then there 
is the Ego, that part of the persona which we care 
to expose - or which we are allowed by the 
Superego to expose - to the public gaze. And if 
we think of the personality of Australian football, 
of course it fits the Freudian model. 

Because, there, beyond the palings which repre­
sent the boundary between the conscious and the 
unconscious mind , stands the 100,000-headed Id, 
straining at the leash of its repressions, howling to 
its Ego for violent and erotic release. And there, 
strategically distributed over the green sward 
which represents the conscious mind, stand the 
five, chaste, white-clad figures of the Superego 
with their whistles and fl ags poised to warn a t any 
moment, "Down, Id, Down." There, also within 
the realm of the conscious mind, stand the thirty­
six multicolored particles of the Ego, representing 
all that the Superego wishes the Id to aspire to , 
revealing all the characteristics which the Aus­
tralian football personality it represents is proud 
to profess - stoic endurance, heroic endeavor, a 
beauty akin to that of the Greek warriors, and in 
which the instinctual drives of aggression and 
sexuality are sublimated in the elaborate mime of 
the great Australian game. 

But there are more insights to come. In his Inte1·­
pretat,ion of' Dreams, Freud demonstrates that 
even the most innocent of objects conceal an 
elaborate erotic symbolism - and indeed, since 
everything appears visually as either a straight line 
or a curve it is difficult to see how it could be 
otherwise. 

What then, is fhe symbolism of Australian foot­
ba ll? I suggest that from the moment when the 
heroic figures of the rival teams burst through the 
thin membrane stretched by the Vestal Virgins 
across the entrance to the oval , to the accom­
paniment of the ritual waving of multicolored be­
ribboned pha llic objects in an act of symbolic 
def1oration, and the release of inflated spheres 
which bear mute witness to the potency of the 
celebrants, to that climactic moment when the 
aco lytes carry the victorious high priest, still 
triumphantly erect, out of the oval and down the 
dark passage to the undressing rooms, that the 
game is one long playing out of the sex act. For 
those who have got the football message, its 



purpose and function are clear - Australian foot­
ball is nothing more than an elaborate and arcane 
fertility rite. 

A female-oriented Jiberationist interpretation 
might take a more complex form. Thus the 
ground, which is invaded by large numbers of 
men, is taken to be the symbo lic body of the 
woman - which highlights an interesting differ­
ence between Australian and American characters. 
In American gridi ron , men a re required to capture 
one erogenous zone after another unti I they "score 
a try", while in Australian football the men, in 
an undisciplined and anti-authoritarian way, roam 
virtually at will across the field, acting out the 
Australian national fantasy of "Sydney or the 
bush". 

But there are those who focus on the ball rather 
than on the ground and who see the ball as a 
symbolic womb. What, then, are the roles of 
those who contend for this symbolic womb? 

T hey clutch the womb-symbol to them, they 
double up over it, they roll on it, they seek to 
transfer it to their fellow celebrants by striking 
it with legs or arms, which are themselves only 
thinly-disguised phallic objects. To the Freudian 
scholar there is only one mystery in the symbolism 
of Australian football - why is it that the victory 
goes to those who succeed most often in placing 
the womb-symbol between the central two of 
fo ur upright poles? I was mystified by this myself 
a nd this is my principal original contribution to 
research in this area. My researches uncovered the 
fa t tha t originally there were not four poles, but 
two. A nd once 1 had uncovered the truth of the 
early and essential reality of the great Australian 
game. it became clear that the poles were struc­
wral or dialectical polarities and that the real 
obje t of this weekly ritual, which has now been 
deeply repressed or perhaps overlaid by later 

ul tural accretions, was not to place the womb­
~- mbol between the two poles, but rather to ini~­
pale it on one or other pole. Once we have 
gra ped the true structural reality of the two 
pol - and not four - the hidden meaning of 
the ri tua l at last becomes evident. 

The ball represents the wife and mother, Jocasta, 
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and the real purpose of the celebrants is to deter­
mine the outcome of that oldest of all sexual 
battles - whether the ball should be impaled on 
the post representing Laius, the father, or on that 
of Oedipus, the son. 

Finally a word on the totemic significance of 
Australian football. In his Totem an cl Taboo, 
Freud says: "Among the Australians, the system 
of totemism takes the place of all religious and 
social institutions" - an aphorism clearly derived 
from his observations of the great Australian 
game. Freud's analysis was also based on field 
work by some distinguished Australian anthro­
pologists, including Lou Richards, who once said: 
"l was born in a Magpie family and reared in 
a Magpie nest." 

Freud's message is all too clear: It is of funda­
mental importance - indeed, it is a totemic sin 
to do otherwise - for the Tiger man to mate 
not with a Tiger woman, but with a woman of 
some other totem. For otherwi se, how can one's 
own totem increase? It is clear, however, that 
there are some special problems associated with 
Swans. Those who take the Swan totem un­
consciously identify themselves with Zeus, who 
in the guise of this noble bird conducted an 
exhilarating affair with the delectable Leda. But 
l hope that those present who are of the Swan 
totem will not forget the solemn warning of the 
porter of St John's Oxford, that: "Them swans 
is reserved for the dons." 

Finally, Freud draws attention to the prohibi­
tion against the adherents of a totem eating their 
ancestral father - except on those ritual occasions 
when the totemites, regaling themselves in sym­
bolic representations of the fur or feathers of 
their totem, ceremonially consume a portion of 
the totemic creature, thereby taking unto them­
selves its potency and strength. 

This is the final proof of the validity of the 
Freudian hypotheses in their application to the 
ritual life of Australian football adherents. For 
does not this sacred totemic practice survive in 
attenuated, but clearly apparent form, in that 
greatest of all Australian tribal chants: ' ' CARN 

THE TIGERS ! EA'l.' 'mvr A.LIVE ! ') 
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The Prison Poems 

JOHN PH1uP of Jean Bernard 

In the plate opposite you see a handsome elderly 
Frenchman standing slightly astonished outside 
the Academy of Science in Canberra. He is 
Professor Jean Bernard, and he was there last 
March to take part in the Academy's 25th anni­
versary celebrations. In the course of the celebra­
tions he gave a talk on the role of the academies 
in the national life of France. He was well-fitted 
for the task. He is one of the two men who is 
not only an academicien of the 130-strong 
Academie des Sciences but also an immortel of 
the 40-strong Academie Frarn;aise. The other is 
Prince Louis de Broglie, founder of wave 
mechanics and Nobel laureate, who is now eighty­
seven. 

The ambiance of Canberra is very different 
from Jean Bernard's natural setting in the rue 
d'Assas in Paris. The rue d'Assas is a long narrow 
street, cutting right across, and through the heart 
of, the 6th Arrondissement. It starts near its 
northern boundary at the rue du Cherche-Midi; 
and it ends close to the Arrondissement's southern 
limit, near the Port Royal RER station, on the 
edge of Montparnasse. For two-thirds of its length 
the rue d'Assas is a very ordinary Parisian stre~t, 
bounded by slightly worn grey apartments,­
punctuated by modest shops. Then it cuts off a 
corner of the Jardin du Luxembourg, and it opens 
up briefly to a vista of greenery. This gives way 
to the masonry walls of the Lycee Montaigne, 
and the rue d'Assas closes in on itself again. 

Jean Bernard has lived the greater part of his 
life in the small segment of rue d'Assas which 
enjo the Jardin. Twice while in Paris I have 
vi ited him in his elegant fifth-floor apartment, 
ipped oet et Chandon, talked of many things, 

and \ atched through the huge windows as late 
afternoon turned to evening in the Jardin oppo­
ite. Thi corner of the Jardin was the first orderly 

green place in Paris . In 1257 the Carthusians 
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established here the nursery of their monastery. 
It remained as a much admired sight of Paris 
right up to the Revolution, when it was absorbed 
into the Jardin. 

Jean Bernard was born in 1907, a true 
Parisian. The family lived in the rue d'Assas, 
almost next door to his present abode. His father 
was an engineer. The young Jean attended the 
Lycee Louis-le-Grand on the other side of the 
Jardin, a pleasant half-mile walk from home. He 
then become a student at the Ecole de M,edecine 
( also across the Jardin, just a few steps past his 
Lycee), taking his degree in 1929. He has had a 
distinguished career in medical research. His 
experimental studies of leukemia and other blood 
disorders are known and admired around the 
world. 

But it is not his career in medicine that con­
cerns us here primarily; nor that he is a Parisian 
television personality; nor that he is an eminence 
grise in the French art world. These are all 
aspects of the total Jean Bernard, and they are 
important to appreciation of him as polymath; a 
rare species indeed in this last quarter of the 
twentieth century, when so few are able and will­
ing to turn their intelligence and creativity to 
whatever comes to hand. 

During my last visit to the apartment overlook­
ing the Jardin, I happened -to bring the conversa­
tion around to poetry ; and, in due course, Jean 
Bernard discovered and gave me a copy of his 
book Survivance. The centre-piece of this collec­
tion of his verse is a group of fifteen poems col­
lectively entitled "La Prison". Much of what is 
required in further explanation is given in the 
translation of extracts from his introduction to 
Survivance which follows below; but first a word 
about how the young medical researcher came to 
be incarcerated at Fresnes. 



In the October after the fall of France, Jean 
Bernard joined the select band of four hundred 
wno made up the Resistance of 1940. In 1941 
this first network was dismantled by the Gestapo . 
Many were arrested and killed, bm Jean Bernard 
escaped to tlJe country. He was hidden for seven 
montns m a smail room at a farmhouse, and he 
spent the time writing a treatise on haematology . 
A new network was set up in 1942, and Jean 
Bernard became commandant for the Marseille 
region. Early in 194J the Gestapo moved in on 
this second network. Again Jean Bernard escaped. 
He went back to Paris and lay hidden in a 
Dominican monastery on the outskirts for two 
months. He was arrested a few weeks after he 
emerged from hiding. But none of his comrades 
had betrayed his role in the Resistance and so, 
for want of evidence, the Germans released him 
from Fresnes after six months. 

Here is Jean Bernard on his time at Fresnes: 

The torpor of an August Sunday fills the 
prison-yard. A light wind disturbs it now and 
then, bringing from the nearby Croix-de-Berny 
stadium the nostalgic sounds of a dance-band . 
The yard extends between two grey buildings, 
each pierced by 500 windows, one hundred per 
floor. A grill of twelve bars is in front of each 
window. The windows are shut, their glass 
frosted. Behind the windows are the captives. 
Some of the captives have an attic window and 

., are content with the meagre ventilation from 
it; others break a window pane or cunningly 
cut an opening. They are thus able to commu­
nicate with their neighbors. Some of them 
specialize in the collection of information; that 
is to say in the interrogation of newcomers, 
arrested that same day or the night before, men 
who, just hours ago, walked in the street, spoke 

New Year 1943 

to their friends , turned the knobs of their 
radios. 

Such was the time at Fresnes. Prison is not 
merely prison, but also the threat of death, calls 
in the small hours , misery, lice, fleas , bed-bugs, 
ticks. It is also free time. Whence the poems. 

There are two classes of prison: those where 
you can write, and those where you are without 
pen or pencil. Fresnes was of the second class. 
Sometimes a nail from a floor-board could be 
used to scratch a few verses on the wall. More 
often the verses were held in the memory, lost if 
you died, written down after the Liberation if you 
survived. These poems from Cell 359 are the 
poems of a survivor. 

Survivance was published in 1945, just as soon 
a:; it could be put together in the confused times 
that followed the Liberation. I have no informa­
tion on the critical reception accorded Survivance. 
It is clear, however, that the demand for Jean 
Bernard's poems over the years has been un­
usually great, at least by Anglo-Saxon standards. 
The second edition was printed in 1958 and the 
third edition in 1977. 

On my way home in the Metro, I opened 
Survivance and started to read . The combination 
of lyricism and immediacy in the Fresnes poems 
struck me at once. I wondered how much would 
come through in translation. One could find out 
only by trying. So I translated all fifteen of the 
poems. The translations evade the discipline of 
Jean Bernard's metrics and rhyme; and even so, 
I have been unable to maintain a literal word-for­
ward translation everywhere. I am grateful to 
Overland for publishing this selection of Jean 
Bernard's prison poems. 

The world is contorted bv furtive street-fighting, 
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bombs, deaths by the million, exiles and impri sonments. 
Th·e boyards of Passy draw on their cigars 
and smugly watch their guests waltz. 

The music blares forth, and not for 
thoughtless young people. The guests must enjoy themselves, 
such soirees being these days very rare. 
Well-washed lad ies glance sideways at the little cakes, 
gobble them down, stuff themselves, and ask the address 
of the blackmarket cakeshop that helps you get tat. 

Boyards, you are wrong to dance at these festivities, 
these parties of yours . 
We shal l be obliged to cut off your heads, 
to cut you very short. 



En Route to Fresnes 

I have crossed the Champs-Elysees 
with rainbows in its fountains 
and breezes like trade winds. 

I have recognized the lnvalides 
with its ancient cannons, 
my heart in panic. 

I have seen the Porte d'Orleans, 
so often our gateway to 
holidays no longer available. 

The iron grill slams shut 
and I think of my beloved. 

Through a Crack in the Door 

Through a crack in the door 
I discover another world , 
the corridor for the guards, 
the stair with its own set 
of bars and its own cage 
(always bars and cages) . 

Beyond an orange abyss 
other cells are ranged 
with terrible precision, 
wi th terrible proximity; 
with that painful rigour 
one sees in dreams and old american films. 

A sergeant passes, opens a sudden Judas. 
I glimpse the captive opposite 
wi th his worn cheeks and grey face , 
holding himself respectful as required . 

O brother captive, what misery is yours. 
What nocturnal voyage have you made 
to return w ith eyes so weary and wan? 
To what beasts with dry hearts 
have you played Orpheus, 
Orpheus without lyre or rebeck? 

To Captives in all the World's Camps 

I think of our seniors, the prisoners of '40, 
entombed away from daylight and the sun, 
lads from Marche and Anjou, Ariege and Charente , 
rotting in stalags these three years. 

I see them: they are tired of adult education, 
of camp theatres and exercise yards 
and sports and games and other charades 
pretending to sweeten their bitter captivity. 

Humming a refrain to be sung to the moon, 
they think of the child who wi ll call them 'daddy', 
son of some draft-dodger they didn't know, 
and for whom, despite all , they hold no rancour. 

I think of you , caritives in all the world 's camps, 
and each day as I pace from wall to wall 
I hear my jailer doing his rounds 
and I mirror in my verses your deaths and your low voices. 

Suggestion 

In the toolbox of metaphors 
of wel I-equipped poets 
there has been, for some time now, 
a pretty game, a lyric word-game 
drawn from the verbiage 
of prisons and prisoners. 

The most light-hearted of rimers, 
even one we respect, 
if he feels low in spirit, 
or if he's obsessed with some girl , 
straightway says he's hobbled in irons. 
Walls against flying, steel doors against dancing , 
padlocks on all rhythm, 
and everywhere the garotte that none escape. 
That written , the prisoner lights a cigarette 
(for he has cigarettes) , 
goes out the open door 
(for he has an open door) . 

How many long nights, how many defeated hopes 
have slowly created your air of not existing , 

He goes to check the weather, 
to have a drink at the cafe; 
and now his mood is better 
he goes back to his girl-friend. 

he air that is perhaps mine also. 
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And we real captives 
behind real iron bars, 
we who know all about handcuffs, 
we unresentful chaps , 
we reckon modestly 
that the poets, without much trouble, 
would do well to change the record . 



,-----should Like to See my Children Again 

I should like to see my children again, 
to touch their young animal cheeks , 
to hear their boisterous games. 

And I should tell them the story 
of the man who lost his memory 
on the banks of the Loire . 

His memory floats along the water, 
then the pole of a punt 
throws it up on a small island. 

On this island of time past 
his memory lies in a ditch, 
and since that crazy day 
all the flowers in the ditch, 
all the flowers are pansies. 

I should like to see my children again 
to touch their young animal cheeks, 
to hear their boisterous games. 

For I have kept my memory 
and I remember the Loire 
and all the songs and all the stories. 

Hundredth Day 

How many hundreds yet? 
How many hand to hand struggles 
with the· angel of my miseries, 
the angel lurking in the corner of each hour? 
Every evening it begins again. 
Jacob, at least, had finished by dawn. 
Swaggering , victorious, and blessed, 
he walked off; but I must stay 
and I am weary of the battle. 

My beloved fears that I am dead, 
and I don't know if she's alive. 
At Fresne, in France, where I'm held, 
I am more remote than in Erewhon, 
I am in the land of no one, 
in the land of secret life . 
The secret is the nub of comedy, 
but there is never any denouement 
in this land of doom. 

One hundred days, nine million seconds, 
one hundred times this dawn like no other, 
when the food-cart comes to dissipate 
the dream where peace eludes the dreamer. 
One hundred times the shouts, the groans, 
one hundred times the mortal combat; 
and the cry for mercy 
from a poor heart at the end of its tether. 
0 my poor heart, how many hundreds yet? 
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Daybreak 

From all the holes in the prison walls 
like an accumulating flock of swallows 
the murmurs of the captives grow 
as daybreak reaches more and more cells . 

Out of the dungeons fly the greetings: 
'Good morning Gaspard, Guillaume, Albert, Paul , Charles', 
furtive at first , then swelling like the wind at Ar ies, 
spreading warmth from one solitary to the next. 

The same question to all new arrivals: 
'What did you say? What did you do? Why are you here? ' 
'Who, me? I don 't know. Nothing , like everyone else.' 
The same answer to the old inmates. 

Back then to silence in this dismal place, 
To the burden of facts not to be disclosed, 
to these four walls and death behind the door, 
and it is a quarter past six and a new day. 

Destitution 

I have neither knife nor fork 
and ever since I've been here 
I use teeth and fingers 
to cut up the poor ration they throw me. 

I have neither tie nor belt, 
no noose to hang myself, 
no rope to escape ; 
my neck is free and takes its chance. 

I have neither notes nor coins, 
no silver, no aluminium. 
The paper and metal beloved of man 
are not -legal tender here. 

I have neither clock nor watch 
and I cannot tell the time from the sky; 
I see only grimy flowers, 
the roses of Saint Gudule. 

I have neither pen nor pencil ; 
I scratch on worn plaster 
these poor verses of mine, 
these verses empty of moonlight. 

I have neither lamp nor lantern. 
I have neither bed nor book. 
I scarcely need that lamp or lantern 
since I cannot read in bed. 

I have neither letters nor news. 
Who knows if my loved ones are still alive. 
Since I was first here 
I have heard nothing. 



IAN TURNER The Whitlam Years 

So far us we kllow what follows was 1cm 1'unwr 's lust public 
aclclress, ancl his lcist polit ical statement . It is a lecture delivered 
to second and thil'cl yea1· Austrnlian History students at the 
University of Melbourne 011 10 O!'tob er 1978. It was recorded 
by Lorna S pink ancl transcrib ed ancl first-eclitecl by her for 
Overland. It was seconcl-eclitecl by the editor. -w ith sonie minor 
clelet1:ons of repetition s cincl of some of the conventions of spoken 
as opposed to written English, the lecture is pr intecl as cleliverecl. 

The chairman has mentioned my Cinderella 
Dressed in Yella. Those of you who really want 
to be critical can think of this talk as an exercise 
in children's folklore too. 

It would be idle of ·me to pretend 1 am in any 
sense objective in what I'm saying, because 1 
had a personal part to play in many of the 
events that I'm talking about on the Labor side 
- so you can make whatever necessary adjust­
ments you think as I go. 

The twenty-three years of Liberal rule, asso­
ciated of course largely with the name of Sir 
Robert Menzies, ended in December 1972. The 
first question to ask is, "Why, after nearly a 
quarter of a century, did the Liberals lose office?" 

It's a cliche of political commentary that it's 
not oppositions that win elections but ~overn­
ments that lose them, but in the case of the 1972 
election those two propositions shouldn 't be 
posed one against the other. On that occasion.5~ 

at least, they were both true. It is certainly true 
to say that in December 1972 the coalition 
government had done a great deal to lose that 
election in the years running up to it. 

In 1972 the coalition government was in 
desperate trouble. They had a prolonged leader-
hip crisis which had never really been resolved 

after the retirement of Sir Robert Menzies in 
1966. Menzies had of course groomed Harold 
Holt to succeed him. But Holt did not have the 
command in parliament or in the electorate or in 
hi own party that Sir Robert Menzies had had 
- and in any event Holt did not live long to 
enjo the fruits of office. He was, unhappily, 
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drowned off Portsea - the back beach. At the 
time the news came through I was at an Austra­
lian Labor Party barbecue in Jim Cairns' back­
yard - and of course the immediate suspicion 
was that either the K.G.B. or the C.I.A. had 
knocked him off in a submarine. 

Holt was succeeded by John Gorton, who in 
many respects I think endeared himself to the 
Australian electorate by bringing to the office of 
Prime Minister a quality of larrikinism which 
hadn't been seen since the days of William 
Morris Hughes ; but who left his flanks and his 
back exposed within his own party, who dealt 
with him rather savagely and rather quickly. The 
main wielder of the knife, or perhaps more pro­
perly the axe, on that occasion (it wasn't all 
that delicate) was Malcolm Fraser. 

Gorton acted in an unprecedently gentlemanly 
fashion in Australian politics. Having called his 
party together to see how they felt about the 
leadership, and having discovered that they 
divided exactly fifty-fifty on whether he should 
continue, he then voted against himself and re­
tired from office. He was succeeded by 
McMahon, who had shown some quality as a 
treasurer but showed very little capacity to con­
trol either parliament or his party or his coalition 
or indeed the media, with which he was most 
unhappy in his relatively short term in office as 
Prime Minister. 

And again McMahon was endangered from 
his back - on this occasion by the public decla­
ration of the then leader of the Country Party, 
Sir John McEwen, that he would not serve with 



McMahon because of their differences in relation 
to the tariff. And of course, as always, leadership 
crises such as this create a continuing factional­
ism within the party which is grist to the mill of 
the investigative reporters of Australian journal­
ism, and the Financial Review, the Age and 
popular papers like the Sun had a field day with 
the leadership crisis. The factionalism operating 
within the government parties of that time caused 
them to run down further in the estimation of the 
electorate. 

In itself this was only a symptom of a whole 
series of economic difficulties and political diffi­
culties with which the coalition government was 
confronted with in its declining years: economic 
difficulties relating to the impact on Australia of 
the international inflation caused by the Vietnam 
war, the political impact of the 1972 horror 
budget introduced by McMahon in an attempt 
to beat back the waves of inflation, and an inter­
national financial crisis involving Australia's 
exchange rate which caused further pressures 
within the coalition government. And politically, 
despite the fact that in the wake of America the 
coalition government had already announced its 
intention of pulling out of Vietnam, nevertheless 
it carried the heavy burden that it was that gov­
ernment that had committed Australia to the dis­
astrous intervention in Vietnam which was ending 
in what was already an apparent defeat. And it 
still had a number of young men in gaol on 
account of their refusal to serve in the Australian 
forces in Vietnam and that too had put the gov­
ernment in an unfavorable and often ludicrous 
light. 

At the same time as the government was losing 
the elections, in my opinion the Opposition was 
beginning to win them, and was going through a 
period of protracted re-birth. The Opposition had 
been in complete disarray in the years immediate­
ly following the split in 1955 and the formation 
of the Democratic Labor Party - whose prefer­
ences of course had been decisively important in 
keeping the coalition in power on several occa­
sions. Whitlam had become deputy leader of the 
Oppositi011 party in 1960. In 1966 Arthur Calwell 
who had succeeded Dr Evatt as leader of the 
Labor Party, lost an election . Calwell was actual­
ly a very unlucky parliamentary leader - he was 
always around just a bit too late. Had he been 
running in 1963 maybe he would have won, but 
in 1966, the time when he got his big chance to 
become Prime Minister, Australia had just 
engaged itself in Vietnam commitment, and there 
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was one of those waves of patriotic fervor which 
is guaranteed to win any incumbent government 
an election. Calwell duly lost and was too old to 
run again. He was succeeded as leader in a rather 
bitter inner-party conflict in 1967 by Whitlam. 

Whitlam set about moving the Opposition 
towards office with a two-pronged strategy. Firstly 
he set himself the task of cleaning up his own 
party, and especially the Victorian branch of the 
party, and this was one of the events in which I 
was personally quite deeply involved. Since the 
split in Victoria in 1955 a rather narrow cabal of 
trade unions had effectively run the Victorian 
branch of the Australian Labor Party. They were 
generally speaking - in political terms - part of 
the traditional Left of the A.L.P.; but by virtue 
of the bitterness of the 1955 split there was a 
strong element of religious sectarianism involved, 
a sectarianism which was made perfectly visible 
by the intervention of the Victorian Branch in a 
series of State election campaigns. Here the A.L.P. 
nationally had committed itself to a policy of state 
aid to church schools on the basis of needs -
which of course meant state aid to working-class 
Catholic schools. This was the policy which was 
followed by the Victorian political leadership of 
the party. The national party and the Victorian 
political leadership found itself disavowed by 
pronouncements emanating from the Victorian 
central executive, announcing that it was the 
policy of the Victorian party, no matter what the 
political leaders said, to oppose State aid , and to 
end immediately what had already been granted. 
And of course it was the Victorian central execu­
tive of the party which had been most promi­
nent within the Labor Party in the enunciation 
of a campaign against Australian involvement in 
the war against Vietnam. 

Whitlam, then, saw the Victorian party, which 
had had since J 955 a disastrous record in both 
State and Federal elections, as being a major 
obstacle to his move towards power. And after 
his success in the 1969 election campaign, in 
which he moved the votes within the Australian 
electorate as a whole towards the Opposition by 
something over 7 per cent and reduced the Coali­
tion's majority in the lower house from 39 to 7, 
he felt that he had sufficient power within the 
party to move into Victoria. This he did following 
the 1970 State election campaign, in which the 
Victorian central executive broke the national 
policy and disavowed state aid, in the course of 
which, of course, they humiliated the then State 
leader, Clyde Holding, who had announced a 
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policy in line with the national party policy in 
the course of his opening address in the election 
campaign. 

The Victorians stupidly compounded their 
offence, so far as the national leaders of the party 
were concerned, by walking out of a 1970 federal 
executive meeting of the A.L.P. called in part 
to discuss the affairs of the Victorian branch. The 
then chairman of the Victorian branch, George 
Crawford, declared the Broken Hill meeting of 
the federal executive a mad-hatter's tea party, 
which of course did not endear him to the then 
Federal leaders. The federal executive resolved 
in favor of intervention, dismissed the Victorian 
central executive, and appointed a committee, of 
which I was a member, to draft a new constitution 
for the Victorian branch . 

It was a period of very great bitterness in the 
Victorian party. The dispossessed executive felt 
that the leadership was in fact trying to turn the 
Victorian party decisively to the Right politically, 
to make it more electorally acceptable. There was 
a running war between the two major factions at 
the time, which the faction of which I was a 
part finally won by about a 55:45 vote at the 
various conferences that were convened in quite 
rapid succession during that period. 

The net consequence of the intervention in the 
Victorian branch of the party was primarily to 
restructure the party in Victoria to provide for a 
system of proportional representation in the lead­
ing committees of the party, a system which once 
and for all decisively ended the 'winner-take-all' 
situation which had prevailed in the party before 
that. If you've got a 'first past the post' voting 
system for your party executives and your party 
policy committee, obviously anybody who has 
51 per cent of the votes takes all - sweeps the 
board clean. In pre-selections too, if you've got 
51 per cent of the vote you win everything. Pr'ch 
portional representation effectively prevents that 
position occurring, particularly where you have, 
as we had in Victoria at that time, three factions 
operating, none of them having an absolute 
majori ty at any of the conferences or on any of 
the committees. Thus it was always a matter of 
maintaining some kind of factional balance, · and 
the back rooms were even more smoke-filled 
than usual , and the wheeling and dealing was even 
more vigorous, because no one had the numbers 
to get up in their own right. 

The important part about intervention was that 
it did in fact destroy the old power basis of the 

ictorian branch of the party, and reconstructed 
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the party in a way which did ensure a broader 
representation in leading commitees of various 
trends of thinking in the Labor party in Victoria, 
and a broader representation of the various trends 
among the pre-selection candidates of the 1972 
elections. In that sense the 1970 intervention by 
the federal executive in the affairs of the Victorian 
branch was a very ' significant ingredient in the 
Whitlam victory of December 1972, for Victoria 
did better than did most other states in terms of 
the swing. 

The second prong of Whitlam's move was to 
secure a major re-writing of the party's policy. 
Most of this work was done before the 1969 
election - the broad outlines with which he won 
'72 had already been canvassed with the elector­
ate. For the first time Whitlam used very widely 
a lot of expert advice on the reconstructing and 
the re-writing of A.L.P. policy, and in November 
1972, all that came together - the reconstruction 
of the party, the re-writing of the policy, in what 
was perhaps to that time the most successful 
public media campaign yet run in an Australian 
election, the "It's Time" campaign. The slogan 
didn't come out of the Labor Party but from our 
advertising agents in Sydney, but it was a brilliant 
slogan, exploited on badges, on T-shirts, on a 
record which was widely played over radio, in 
the television spots and so on; it all came tagether 
in that "It's Time" campaign, and it worked. I 
don't believe that election campaigns decisively 
affect the outcome of elections- I accept the con­
ventional wisdom that elections are decided three 
or even six months before the actual polling day 
- but nevertheless the "It's Time" campaign gave 
a lot of fervor and a lot of heat and a lot of 
optimism and confidence to the Whitlam cam­
paign in November-December 1972. 

In his policy speech Whitlam made clear his 
own view as to the kind of government that he 
proposed to form: 

We are determined that the Australian people 
shall be restored to their rightful place in their 
own country, as participants and partners in 
government, as the owners and keepers of the 
national estate and the nation's resources, as 
fair and equal sharers in the wealth of oppor­
tunities that this nation should offer in abun­
dance to all its people. We will put Australians 
back into the business of running Australia 
and owning Australia. We will revive in this 
nation a spirit of national co-operation and 
national self-respect, mutual respect between 



government and people. Our programme has 
three great aims. They are one, to promote 
equality, two, to involve the peo,ple of Australia 
in the decision-making processes of our land 
and three, to liberate the talents and uplift 
the horizons of the Australian people. We want 
a new life and a new meaning in this new 
nation to the touchstone of modern democracy, 
to liberty, equality, fraternity . 

It's a very interesting appeal because very heavy 
on the traditional radical appeal emanating from 
the French Revolution , liberty, equality, frater­
nity; very heavy on nationalism, which was an 
important emotive issue in the late 1960s and 
the early 1970s, the whole argument about buying 
back the farm; very light indeed on the traditional 
Labor objective of socialism or nationalisation, 
which in my view have always been objective or 
ideal rather than real, in terms of practical poli­
tics. 

In that policy speech Whitlam promised the 
infusion of more money into all levels of Austra­
lian education, including a promise to make avail­
able for the first time universal pre-school educa­
tion. Secondly, he promised the development of 
a national health policy, which later came to be 
called Medibank, based not on a flat-rate indivi­
dual contribution but funded from taxation , which 
meant of course that the effects of this were redis­
tributed so far as the community as a whole were 
concerned. Thirdly, for the first time, he pro­
mised a major Federal concern with what was 
happening in the major Australian cities, includ­
ing the provision via the states of federal funds 
for the purchase of 'broad acres', so that low cost 
land and low cost housing could be made avail­
able to low income earners. That of course is the 
origin of the kind of argument that has been about 
land policy in Victoria over the last about two or 
th ree years, with immense windfall profits accru­
ing to shady speculators, if what are virtually 
guaranteed profits - $2m. in ten days in one 
case - can be called speculation. 

The Whitham government proposed to State 
governments that they should each establish an 
Urban Land Commission , to be financed by the 
Federal government, to buy land at rural prices 
for later re-development. The Hamer governme::it 
in Victoria rejected this concept and instructed 
the Housing Commission instead to buy land, 
which is of course the source of those extraordin­
ary profits. The Whitlam policy was for interven­
tion in the cities, partly to provide low cost land 
and low cost housing, partly also to re-distribute 
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goods and services throughout the city in order to 
bring about a degree of what was called urban 
justice, which was not noticable in either Sydney 
or Melbourne, where notoriously the western 
suburbs in both cities were grossly underprivi­
leged. 

Fourthly, through the Australian Industries 
Development Corporation the Whitlam govern­
ment proposed a process of government finance 
entering into what had traditionally been regarded 
as the private sector of the economy, in order 
'to buy back the farm' , as the phrase went at that 
time. 

There were lots of other things of course -
detailed pledges in respect of various minority 
groups like Aboriginals and artists and various 
others; important moves in international affairs, 
such as the shifting of the Australian embassy 
from Taiwan to Peking. It really is extraordinary 
to think that, only six years ago, the Australian 
Embassy to China was in Taiwan. The Whitlam 
government was concerned to give some support 
to the emergence of a neutral zone in the south­
west Pacific/ south-east Asian area, while at the 
same time pledging itself to retain the American 
alliance, including the American bases on Austra­
lian soil. The Whitlam policy also pledged ratifi­
cation of the nuclear non-proliferation treaty, 
and so on . 

But perhaps the most emotive of all promises 
made by Whitlam in the course of that campaign , 
the one that from my personal experience at a 
number of these meetings drew the strongest 
response from the audience, was the promise to 
end conscription and to release from gaol all 
those young men who were serving terms of im­
prisonment because of their refusal to serve in 
the Vietnam war. 

When asked how it was going to fund his pro­
gram, Whitlam_replied that there would be an 
adequate increase in Federal revenue as a conse­
quence of the normal process of economic growth 
to provide the funding needed. When asked how 
he was going to ensure that his program was 
carried out, considering the constitutional difficul­
ties, he said that he would make use of that sec­
tion of th e constitution which enabled the federal 
government to make to the States grants tied to 
specific projects. (This of course drew on Whit­
lam the criticism that he stood for a degree of 
centralisation in Australian life which had not 
previously been known; to which of course Whit­
lam replied: "That's exactly what we want to do, 
we're not really worried about State governments 



at all and if we could do away with them com­
pletely we would be very happy indeed".) 

The Whitlam government did quite consciously 
go about its affairs in such a way as to maximise 
central power. His government was committed to 
a degree of intervention in the economy and to 
indicative planning which went far beyond any­
thing that had been done by the coalition govern­
ments over the last twenty-three years, but still 
fell a considerable way short of either nationalisa­
tion or the development of a significant state 
sector. 

If one asks why the A.L.P., which had had a 
socialist objective in its platform from 1921 , was 
doing nothing about socialism in 1972, the 
answer, I think, is very simple. It's an argument 
that goes on in the Labor Party all the time. The 
A.L.P . is a mass party, and it is a party which is 
committed to the processes of parliamentary 
democracy, and as Australia is a country in which 
there is no mass socialist consciousness, therefore 
the mass party is not a socialist party. The A.L.P. 
was therefore in favour of planning and social 
control rather than the extension of social owner­
ship. Later on, within the Labor movement itself, 
this was the occasion for the development of a 
left-wing critique against the Whitlam govern­
ment, in which it was suggested that as between 
Labor and the coalition parties it was only a sort 
of Tweedle-dum, Tweedle-dee situation, and that 
what Whitlam was all about was something called 
"technocratic Laborism" - making the capitalist 
system work more efficiently and having it run 
by more skilled technocrats who came from the 
Labor side of politics. That's an argument I can 
see some basis for but it's not an argument that 
I can accept. If that's a fair description of what 
Labor was all about in '72-'75, why did Novem­
ber 11 th happen? Why was it necessary for co1J­
servative forces in Australian politics to get rid­
of the Whitlam government in the kind of way 
they did, if there was no effective difference be­
tween the Labor government and the coalition 
parties? The allegations of inefficiency against the 
Labor government simply were not themselves 
enough - I would have thought - to justify the 
kind of action which was taken in November 
I 975. 

If I were to summarise what seems to me to be 
the essential differences between the principles 
fo llowed by the Labor government and those fol-
10\ ed by its predecessors, I would nominate three 
area . Firstly, the Whitlam government did, in 
part intentional, in part by default, witness a sig-
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nificant shift of money from profits to wages and 
salaries. Secondly, the Whitlam government 
shifted large sums of money from the private 
sector to the public sector. Thirdly; through its 
policies of 'buying back the farm' the Whitlam 
government did mount a significant challenge to 
the interests of multi-national capital in the 
Australian economy. In all those respects, I 
think, there was a significant difference, and I 
think that if one wants a political explanation of 
November 11th 1975, rather than a conspiratorial 
one, it is to be found in those kinds of factors. 
The conservative forces in Australian politics 
never really recognized the legitimacy of Labor in 
power, but beyond that it seems to me that they 
had clear objections in principle to the course 
of legislation which was being introduced and 
implemented by the Labor government. 

On the second of December 1972 Whitlam won. 
Not a very big swing this time - he picked most 
of it up in '69, and only copped another 2.7 per­
cent. , or so. He won, especially in New South 
Wales and Victoria, and especially in the outer 
suburban seats which were on that occasion and 
have remained since the 'swingers' . In Victoria, 
Labor picked up Diamond Valley, Latrobe, Henty 
and Holt, though Labor lost in Bendigo because 
the campaign in Bendigo was waged with an 
exceptional degree of sectarian bitterness. Labor 
won from both the coalition parties and from the 
D.L.P.; the 1972 election was the beginning of 
the slide out of politics for the Democratic Labor 
Party. 

Immediately after his victory, Whitlam formed 
his notorious two-man government - he and 
Lance Barnard dividing all the twenty odd port­
folios between them - and went into rapid 
action. When Caucus finally elected the ministry 
early in the new year ministers moved immediately 
to implement the policies which had concerned 
them in those long years in opposition. It's often 
been said that the Whitlam government tried to 
do too much too fast. Certainly it did seem at the 
time that much of the innovatory legislation 
which the government was introducing was almost 
tumbling over its own heels. 

It is fairly clear that the Opposition and the 
conservative forces generally never really ac­
cepted the legitimacy of the Labor government. 
As early as 1973 Sneddon, who had succeeded 
McMahon as leader of the Liberal party after 
December '72, was engaged in discussion with the 
Democratic Labor Party senators about the pos-
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sibility of forcing a double dissolution by the 
refusal of supply. And by the beginning of 1974 
much of the Whitlam government program was 
held up in the Senate, and that chamber was 
running slow on passing supply. Under those cir­
cumstances Whitlam asked for a double disso­
lution , which he was granted. He held the Repre­
sentatives, but he emerged from that election of 
May '74 with a hung Senate, 29 / 29 with 2 inde­
pendents; so that again the government was under 
siege. And then came the economic downturn 
which followed the 1973 boom - the 'stagflation' 
which confronted all governments in similar 
societies of all political complexions, none of 
which came up with an answer: a combination of 
inflation and unemployment which the traditional 
Keynesian remedies were simply not adequate to 
deal with. In that situation the Whitlam govern­
ment moved into a series of rather difficult 
budgets with a sequence of different treasurers, 
Frank Crean, Jim Cairns and Bill Hayden. One 
of the things that did come out of that period was 
a degree of eclipse of the powers of treasury . 
Treasury is by far the strongest single part of the 
Australian bureaucracy and they have had a way, 
over a long period, of convincing governments 
that the ultimate economic wisdom resides with 
them. 

I personally find them quite terrifying. I once 
went to an inter-departmental committee in Can­
berra as a representative of the Australia Coun­
cil, and it was a long sort of rectangular table, 
and up that end of the table there were one, two, 
three, four Treasury people. Nobody got intro­
duced to anybody else, and down the two sides 
of the table were representatives of the other 
departments concerned. And down the bottom 
was us, supplicants; so we put our case, and there 
was a quick colloquy up the other end of the 
table, and one of these anonymous gentlemen up 
the other end . of the table says, "The Treasury 
thinks that ... ". And that ended the discussion 
and of course we didn't get our money. But it 
was a clear statement of a decision inacle in a 
department of government from a position of 
complete confidence in both the correctness of 
their decision and the power they had to see that 
their decision was made effective, and I could 
understand the kind of conflicts and confronta­
tions that emerged between the government and 
Treasury during the Whitlam years. 

And then the government ran into a series of 
crises. First of all the Gair affair. This was like 
something out of the Marx brothers. There's poor 



old Yin Gair who was former Labor Premier of 
Queensland, broken with the Labor Party over an 
argument between the government and the trade 
unions in Queensland, gone over to the D.L.P. , 
been elected a senator for the D.L.P. from 
Queensland, and not getting what he reckons is 
a fair deal from his party in the Senate because 
t'.1ey hadn't appointed him leader of the party in 
the Senate. He talked late one evening to a Labor 
senator about his dissatisfaction with his senate 
colleagues. This was promptly relayed to Whit­
lam, who decided that it could be nice to appoint 
Yin Gair as Ambassador to Dublin. It seemed 
somehow appropriate. So the offer was held out 
to Gair and Gair accepted the offer. But he had 
not been a Queensland politician for all those 
years for nothing. He didn't give Whitlam his 
resignation in writing, which enabled Joh Bjelke­
Petersen, before Whitlam could get his hands on a 
resignation in writing, to issue the writs for Senate 
elections in Queensland, which were due; thus 
the elections would be held for five Senators 
rather than for six, as they would have been held 
if Gair's resignation had been in hand. Now if 
there's been an election for six senators in 
Queensland at that time, they would have split 
3/ 3, which means that the hung Senate would 
have been overcome, the A.L.P . would have had 
a majority in the Senate and so on . As it turned 
out, there was an election for only five senators, 
which split 3/ 2 against the government, which 
left the government still lacking a majority in the 
Senate. 

The loans affair - second crisis. In line with 
the policy of 'buying back the fam1' , Rex Connor 
was authorised, as the responsible minister, to 
raise four thousand million dollars, a sum later 
reduced to two thousand million, somewhere on 
the international money market, to provide ,a 
fi nancial backing for the acquisition of equity in­
Australian resources and the provision for capital 
fo r the development of those resources, particu­
larly mineral resources. 

Extraordinarily that was all done in secret. 
There was some quite Utopian delusion that you 
could have people going round the international 
money market trying to borrow four thousand 
million dollars and nobody would know about it 
back home. Really, there's no way in the world 
that you could go to Saudi Arabia or Iran let 
alone Berlin or Zurich or Tokyo or New York 
aying "Do you happen to have a spare four 

thou and million dollars?", and the message is not 
going to get through some way or another. So it 
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leaked. It was unprecedented and it sounds an 
extraordinary amount of money, except when you 
come to think that over the last eighreen months 
or so the Fraser government has borrowed 2.7 
billion dollars - 1 mean it's like buying league 
footballers , one hundred thousand dollars used to 
be a shut out price a few years ago, today it's just 
a stage in the negotiations . 

It seems to me that there was no objection at 
all to the principle of borrowing four thousand 
million dollars or two thousand million dollars or 
whatever, for those purposes, provided the money 
was borrowed on reasonable terms and provided 
that it wasn't all flooded into the economy at the 
same time so as to cause a gross inflationary 
pressure on the economy. What was wrong with 
it was the way in which the government went 
about it or, more precisely the way in which Rex 
Connor went about it, by using as his interme­
diary this mysterious Pakistani trader who had a 
walk-up-two-room office in a rather unfavored 
part of London and who claimed he had access 
to unlimited OPEC funds from the oil countries. 

The Treasury of course was against any deal­
ings at all with what was described as 'funny 
money', but above all the Treasury was furious 
that the government was seeking to by-pass 
Treasury, because the government believed, not 
without reason, that if they had put this proposi­
tion up to Treasury, Treasury would simply have 
refused to go along with it. At the same time as 
Connor was trying to use Khemlani to raise four 
thousand million do11ars Jim Cairns, who in 
January of 1974 had become Acting Prime Minis­
ter while Whitlam was overseas, was using as his 
intermediary to borrow money in the international 
money market George Harris, who might be a 
very good chairman of the Carlton Football Club 
but certainly is not one that I could regard as 
a significant intermediary for borrowing several 
thousand millions of dollars on the international 
money market. 

Of course the operation could not be kept 
secret. First Cairns and then later Connor were 
sacked, in both cases the reason being given that 
they had mislead parliament about the nature of 
their dealings. The exposure of an air of con­
spiracy did much to shake the credibility of the 
government in the second half of 1975. And 
indeed of course that formed the rationale for the 
supply crisis of October-November, which was 
"High-Noon" eye-ball to eye-ball stuff. 

There were important constitutional questions 
involved. Did the Senate have the right to refuse 



Supply? Literally, under the constitution, it seems 
that the Senate does have that right. But West­
minster precedent suggested that it was improper 
for an upper House to refuse supply to a govern­
ment which enjoyed the confidence of the lower 
House. 

Whatever the rights and wrongs of the constitu­
tional question, the culmination was the sacking 
of the Whitlam. government by Governor General 
Sir John Kerr on 11 November 1975. Which 
again raised the other constitutional question . Did 
the Governor General have the power to sack a 
government which enjoyed the majority of the 
lower House? And again it appeared that on a 
literal reading of the constitution that power d."d 
reside in the Governor General, although, again, 
it was a power which had not been used and 
which the Westminster precedent suggested 
should not be used. 

It would be wearisome to go through the de­
tails of that event, but there are important ques­
tions involved. The most important question, in 
my mind, is: Was there a conspiracy involved in 
the sacking of the Whitlam government in Novem­
ber 1975? Did the Opposition have prior know­
ledge that that was the course of action that Sir 
John Kerr would finally take? It is certainly true 
that the Chief Justice of the High Court, Sir 
Garfield Barwick, had at least two days prior 
knowledge that Sir John Kerr proposed to move 
in that regard, because Kerr rang him up on 
9 November asking him for his opinion as to the 
constitutional propriety of his action, an opinion 
which Barwick gave which subsequently brought 
him some considerable criticism, on the grounds 
that it is not the province of any Justice of the 
H igh Court to give ex cathedra pronouncements 
on the rights and wrongs of constitutional affairs, 
but to pronounce on matters that are before them 
in the course of a properly constituted legal case. 

On the evidence of the late James McAuley -
a close friend of Kerr's - it appears that Kerr 
had made up his mind at least a week in advance 
of the events of 11 November 1975. Not only had 
he decided that he was going to sack the Whitlam 
government if Whitlam did not agree to a double 
dissolution, but on the advice of his wife, Lady 
Kerr, he had decided not to tell Whitlam that 
this was the course that he proposed, in case 
Whitlam anticipated him by ringing up the Queen 
and saying that he no longer wanted Sir John 
Kerr for his Governor General. In which case 
Whitlam would have sacked Kerr rather than the 
other way round. 
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We'll never of course know one way or the 
other. Maybe Sir John Kerr's reminiscences will 
reveal all; l'm not a betting man, but I'll take 
10-1 against that it does. Maybe Malcolm Fraser's 
reminiscences will tell all after he retires . The one 
thing that I am certain of is that there'll be no 
document, because nobody in his right mind 
would minute a decision of that kind if in fact 
it were made before November 11th. 

Were the CJ.A. involved? Well, Richard Hall , 
in his book just pubJished , Secret State, discusses 
this question and comes up with a 'No' answer. 
Certainly he says, the CJ.A. were concerned 
about the Labor Government in Australia, be­
cause the government had blown the cover of 
Stallings ( a C.l.A. head of one of the American 
bases) and a number of other C.l.A. agents in 
Australia; but there is no hard evidence to suggest 
that the C.l.A. put pressure on Kerr or on anyone 
else to produce the events of November 11th. 

Interestingly the polls were overwhelmingly 
against the dismissal of the Whitlam government 
by the Governor General , and against the need 
to hold a new election at the end of 1975. Then, 
of course, when it came to the election, the voting 
was overwhelmingly in favour of the Caretaker 
Fraser Government. The consequence of that 
election was a reversal of the central thrust of the 
Whitlam policies : a movement of money back 
from the public sector to the private sector, a 
movement of money back from wages and salaries 
towards profits, and the re-opening of opportuni­
ties for multi-national corporations in the field 
of exploitation of Australian mineral resources; 
towards a return towards private enterprise, self­
help, laissez-faire. 

The central question that was posed by these 
events was the question of power. Can a social­
democratic government survive in a political 
system like the _Australian political system, or is 
the state machine stacked against it? What would 
have happened for example, had a general strike 
been called in support of Whitlam in November 
1975, remembering that Sir John Kerr was the 
first Australian Governor General to give any 
indication of taking seriously his constitutional 
office as commander-in-chief of the Australian 
forces? Is the strength of private capital outside 
parliament sufficient to block the implementation 
of policy for a reforming government of a social 
democratic kind, such as the Whitlam govern­
ment was? I'll leave that question open because I 
don 't know the answer to that, but I think the 
question of power is central to those events. 



And may I conclude by quoting myself -
something I wrote about those events in 1976. 
The survey edited by Gordon Greenwood, Aus­
tralia: A Social and Political History, was pub­
lished in 1955. That edited by Frank Crowley, 
A New History of Australia, followed twenty 
years later. What will the historian who contri­
butes the chapter on the 1970s to the 1995 survey 
have to say about the Labor government, 72/75? 
If past patterns continue, he or she is likely to be 
between forty and fifty years old when he/ she 
writes the chapter, born sometime in the post-war 
decade; between twenty and thirty when the 
government was brought to its untimely end, pro­
bably sympathetic to the government and bitterly 
hostile to the action of the Governor General. 
This is not likely to be a self-fulfilling prophecy, 
so I'm prepared to chance my hand at the last 
few sentences of the 1995 chapter. 

The quarter century of conservative rule during 
which foreign relations and the economy bad 
been dominated by foreign, notably American, 
power and interests was brought to an end by 
the debacle of Vietnam. The Labor govern­
ment which came precariously to power in 
1972 sought to establish a new independence 
in international affairs and a new economic 
and social priorities which it enshrined in a 
new symbolism. It confronted the unprece­
dented hostility of Australian capital and other 
special interests, and of powerful multi-national 
corporations whose dominant position in the 
Australian economy it threatened, and it suf­
fered grievously from internal division and de­
ficiency of performance. An aggrieved and 
frightened Establishment, a bitterly hostile 
Opposition which controlled the Senate, the 
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upper House in the then bicameral legislature, 
and a compliant head of state combined to 
remove the Labor government from office in 
1975. Without being fully aware of it the 
Whitlam. government was pursing policies 
which anticipated the shift in the international 
balance of power soon to eventuate, and the 
new priorities which were set by the growing 
awareness of environmental imperatives. The 
novel and, for their time, radical policies of 
the 1972-1975 Labor governments created new 
expectations in the Australian electorate. At 
the same time the policies of the conservative 
coalition, which came to power in 1975, proved 
unable to cope with new international and 
domestic social and environmental exigencies. 
Acting in an untypically volatile manner the 
Australian electorate swept the conservatives 
out of office in [and here my courage failed 
me]. The return of Labor to power and the 
subsequent reform of the Australian political 
system, which included Australia's becoming 
a republic within the British Commonwealth 
on the Indian pattern, created a new political 
consensus. It resulted in the disappearance of 
conservatism as an effective alternative to 
social democratic government and the emer­
gence of a lively opposition on the govern­
ment's Left which enjoyed a growing popular 
support. 

And my own comment on my forecast for 1995 
is this: that paragraph may of course turn out 
to be evidence not so much of my prescience as 
of the likelihood that the only characteristic which 
all socialists share is a residual and irrepressible 
optimism. But I hope not. And anyway I'm not 
likely to be around to check it out. 

Jin: 1'1:bor 



Colon-ized 

Having brushed his teeth with Sparkl-Eez until every 
sidelong glance in the mirror dazzled , 

Having shaved with Scherezade, the shave-cream that guarantees 
One Thousand and One Arabian Nights, 

Having patted in Cool Customer, the after-shave that freshens 
as it soothes as it smooths, 

Having liberally appl ied Macho, the Mascul ine Body Lotion that puts 
Her Hair on Your Chest, 

And slipped into his two-tone suedes, Toot-Sweet, the Omnivorous 
Odor-Eaters for Frowsy Feet 

- He walked out into the all-embracing, verbena-scented day, 
And women with ha ir like waterfalls cried out in pa in 

when he shone his teeth , 
And their eyes clung like honey-burdened bees 

to his shaved curving jawline, 
And their fingers tingled .to stroke his after-shave 
And get close to his Macho, and unlace his two-tone suedes, and 

take out his Toot-Sweet 
Oh why was it then , 
with the world at his feet , 
that he farted? 

Scene at Surfers Paradise 

If ants weren ' t so small they could never 
survive. Have you thought of yourself as an 
ant? One holiday I spent with Phil Lynch on 
the Gold Coast, I flinched: " God, does he see me as 
an ant on the Esplanade?" Phil is no 
tout politician chasing prices round 
Randwick, Flemington - even descending 
to Eagle Farm. He flats where eagles fly 
at least where nankeen kestrels (to most - the 
small sparrowhawks) nest on multi-storeys 
at Surfers P. He sees you as an ant from 
his unit at (C-L-A-S-S+F-1-E-D) level - termites, 
more probably: white and teeming on the 
milliondollar sands below his eyrie . 

This is the stuff for Odysseys on the 
Convict Continent where vanquished leaders, 
Leanders, lean on their elbows sometimes 
during the hassle. You don 't look up to 
see Phil as an ant. Best bite yourself, or 
pinch if that 's your action. {Not rhymed with Lynch!) 

Ants swarm over the Continent without 
casting a shadow. Have you observed an 
ant 's shadow? You haven ' t one, yourself, in the 
shade of the Corporate Body's units 
that blanket the Esplanade soon after 
midday. But you survive with the tourist­
pensioners dodging death duties, thoughtless 
concerning the duties of death, swarming 
the malls, the boutiques, the arcades. Any 
hordes Homer could muster - elephants, all 
assuredly would have been overwhelmed by the 
ch iaroscuro of ants swarming here! 

JOHN BLIGHT 
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You had gone 
Fo1· Jann 

At dusk I returned 
black-fisted from the fields 
to our house beneath the exiled pine 
where the weed garden's flowers 
glowed near the unlit windows 
and the dark hours stood 
like mourners of the day. 

Night arrived at the door before me 
and loneliness met me in silence 
familiar and insistent 
as the stray sable cat 
leaning its hunger upon my feet. 

Then faintly among the wind 's sounds 

The Devil's Virtuosos 

-You complain, my friend? -In truth, 
we speak of being compromised. 
-So your back will never be so straight again? 
-Now you are not such a freak. 

History shows 'state harmony' or 'empire' 
to be gross parodies of our beatific dreams. 
Stalin lived through the teutonic night ; 
Guderian's steed ran amok in a small list. 

Why do you try to grasp these myths? 
Your best address is as bricoleur; 
you have fugitive dreams, squads of emotion 
like Americans in Vietnam. 
Your generals are poetasters. 

Sitting on the siding, running 
notions through the image of defeat, 
you resolve to find a new front. 
You map a village in Paraguay. 

MICHAEL AITKEN 

between the dark pine 's sigh and the dead leaves scrape 

I heard you speak 
and I ran 

stumbling on the cat, the step, the chair 
before the door of our room 
our silent room 
where your clothes still hung. 

MAURICE STRANDGARD 
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The Poem 

The serpent ink that writhes over white ground, 
the captive ground furrowed by darting head, 
alike in restlessness would wish instead 
that briefer, gentler writing might be found ; 

that in bare contours of calligraphy, 
where no more than a few brush-strokes would show, 
in slender stillness might a poem grow 
from symbols ; sand dunes, waving grasses, sea. 

R. H. MORRISON 



Letter from Wellington, New Zealand 

The Pushkin 's Mardi Gras depicts two clowns: 
A. harlequin, proud, outstaring his audience, filling the frame, 
A pierrot, bowing, conciliatory , stooped . 
Neither clown smiles. A conflict of planes 
Holds them suspended, their half-world a mirror. 
" Your servant and master," they murmur. 
" All we permit you to see 
Springs out of absence, from life, from the past. 
There is no sight but hindsight; 
From the looking-glass nothing returns ." 

2 Unreal the academic setting , chalky walls 
And single tables with their rude inscribed 
Devices, chairs for stacking, colleagues 
Hunched, detached, attentive - the speaker 
Treating of remote evasions, 
Self-deceptions, self-distrust -
Plate-glass windows, plastic chairs. 

Unreal the close-cropped headland , bushy tops 
And scattered houses, ragged , green, 
Not to be quite securely settled , 
Not to be civilized ; 
Unreal the bay, the breakwater, the square-cut 
Mole, the freighters , dredges loading sand, 
Wind whipping the glass, the slopes as steep 
As compromises, crazy stairways. 

3 The bay once slipped and tilted , 
Altered the map ; 
The pattern of settlement changed. 
What decades of labor were lost? 
The crisis is history, the grief forgotten . 

4 We are speaking of self-immolation , 
Samoan self-assertion , 
Samoan self-distrust, 
A novelist's revolt, 
The pen 's betrayals. 

Warships and merchant vessels, 
Warehouses , offices, quays -
We are high on the brow of a hill; 
A wind we cannot feel 
Is tossing the distant trees. 

The classroom is dusty and cramped ; 
A tape-recorder whirs. 
Our gestures are self-deprecations, 
Our ritual courtesies strict. 
We are speaking of self-assertion , self-distrust. 

5 The Mardi Gras of Paul Cezanne 
Depicts two clowns : 
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A harlequin, proud , outstaring his audience, 
Filling the frame, 
A pierrot, bowing, conciliatory, stooped . 
Neither clown smiles. 

DENNIS DOUGLAS 



poem, for thee 

i go passing those fantastic windows 
light for light, paid back in kind 
i go passing those fantast ic cities of the mind, 
and find them fair, certainly, a tram glows 
like a child's hand out there on the tracks , 
a certain quality of starlight in the thread 
melts and makes the heart of wax 
glitter and thump for the handsome dead, 
makes them sorry for russell street, yes, 
and kids led down the giddy ramps of night 
do we hear them crying out of exquisiteness? 
down the snow of hair and the paper kite 
of suffering . We hear them born in ugly flats 
bumming for stars, and lonely for the folded rose 
of sleep, or country, something they've got down pat 
by hallucinating for milkbars in burning holdens 
they walk the streets to sleep too, in reservoir 
the drone of powerstations for the grateful whore 
the sleepwalking powercable blind , and deaf and dumb, 
some came all the way from the grave to look at the sun 
and found it fair, those ornamental blossoms looking 
pink yet white, yet not quite right after death has sung 
the little resistance left in the flowers quite to sleep 
smoke, gumleaves, voices filter down the walking 
air, all the weatherboards covered in frost, a pentecost, 
a wonderful light sailing through exhausted eyes 
she walks to the bedroom window and answers the door to the morning 
such skies curl over the powerlines as only she can see them. 

Flashback 
To M.D. 

Heat haze liquifies vision 
scene melts and 

there, 
there it is : 

Mud-brick shack 
fronted by tree, 

cattle-cropped 
flat-bottomed like rain cloud . 

There is no road 
no power lines 

no pipes 
wires 

connecting the house to this century. 
Heat intensifies 

and there , now I can 
see them 

standing side by side 
in sepia tones 

on a fresh 
stoned verandah, 

Queen Victoria and 
King Victoria. 

BOB BEALE 
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BARRY DICKINS 

The Everlastings 

Some power has dressed you in a yellow mask 
whose transience can barely be defined. 
You slip away, having no more to ask, 
Leaving your unchanged semblances behind. 

Thus seed and flower have their own borderlands 
where to be fleeting is no less to save. 
In silence white hands placed you on this grave 
and you remain there-but the hands, the hands! 

R. H. MORRISON 



With the Gypsy Fortune Teller 

She said push 
the feather make it crush 
she said push 
forget your vows of sweet & tender 
she said push 
What falls away is just the abiding 
she said push 
among the seasons until a satisfaction is laid to rest 
she said push 
until trees are no faster than we are 
she said push 
we've just begun to get sticky 
she said push 
with your longest leg you can eat standing up 
she said push 
the blue stripe further it's not the whole sky yet 
she said push 
past the smother to the mother 
she said push 
your fools until they suffer children 
she said push 
your sailor home from the sea 
she said push 
my waves make them win 
she said push 
my tide make it full 
she said push 
with the kind of equipment you 'd need for Ophelia 
she said push 
never mind that the instructions say to squirm here 
she said push 
what you 've gained past what you 've said 
she said push 
a whole word for a book of them 
she said push 
let the audience in on the secret 
she said push 
low down & dirty like a slow show in two pockets 
she said push 
each rise for each occasion 
she said push 
crowd my pony with your horse 
she said push 
your lily through my rose 
she said push 
the razzle-dazzle through the mumbo-jumbo 
she said push 
I want your head as nude as possible 
she said push 
I want you close-up until you ' re gone 
she said push 
my options open while you close yours 
she said push 
you 've earned your keep but you haven 't earned your safety 
she said push 
the decoy to its death let it announce itself in its best gender 
she said push 
make this a way we can 't retreat 
she said push 
the run of this mill to perfection 
she said push 
let the wheel congratulate itself for the seventh time 
she said push 
to the limit let the body simmer in its own broth 
she said push 
between the crisis & the cup there's a carnival 
she said push 
both lips to extreme unction 
she said push 
heaven aside let hell blow the trumpet. 
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The Pushbike and the Parish 
(B eing a Tr ue Tale of T echnological T-riw nv h) 

Sin was invented in the Garden of Eden, 
the safety bicycle in 1885. 

The pushbike was available in Australia by 1890, 
sin (in other forms) , much earlier. 

The clergy took their cue from Heaven - and London: 
"It is scarcely the office of a Bishop to be roving 
about his Diocese on his cycle . . ." 

The unerring conveyance into immorality was unquestioned: 
"A fallen woman riding promiscuously about the city and 
suburbs on a wheel is capable of doing a great deal of 
harm not only to uncontaminated boys who ride wheels 
but innocent girls as well " ; 

a matter "too painfully apparent in our own city of Perth" . 

In 1892 Bayley plucked golden seeds of dreams 
from the skin of the Yilgarn . 

Many rushed unhesitatingly into that 
hot 
arid 
expansive 
sandy 
Western Australian land. 

Horses were scarce (and fodder dear). 
Water was uncommon (and death even dearer). 

Into the breach plodded the camel, whose pad (cleaned and tamped by 
the shuffling feet of up to 50 beasts in a string) 

provided a readymade ribbon of rolling ease for the cyclist. 
Surprisingly, the two-wheeled device proved faster than any 

other mode of transport - much faster. 
Not surprisingly, it did not drop dead from eating poisonous 

plants. 

The Reverend Thomas Trestrail (a me:e minister) saw. 
And it was good . 

And he inquired as to wherein lay the evil of something so efficient 
at delivering the message of God to the parishioners - and 
the bush parishioners to church? 

He judged God to be a practical - deity . 
"Mothers and sisters of WA. Your sons and brothers are 
surrounded by very strong influences. Send me a bicycle 
and I will go to them ." 

They did . 
And he did . 

And so did 
other examples of 'muscular christianity ' . 

Did God, in His infinite wisdom, see fit to forbid Bishops 
from the bush? 

JIM FITZPATRICK 
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The Big Men Fly 

The Leopard tanks 

from the swamp 
their turrets poke 

pubic hairs curl & are thick 
the Swiss Army knife 

edge of the critical faculty 
those who did Arts 

courses at Duntroon 
they know 

the lay of the land 
they live the simulation 

on the hexagonal grid 

The Leopard tanks 
ruck-rover Nuggets 

they leap like startled gazelles 
knock 'em down like 9 pins 

it's stacks on the mill 
it's Guts & Determination 

The Leopard tanks 
The Big Men Fly 

leap from swamps 
flash the turret 

down 'em like 9 pins 
stacks on the mill 

Guts & Determination 

Arts courses 

they are the 

gone 

the critical edge 
at Duntroon 

the lay of the land 
simulation 

they are the grid. 

LARRY BUTTROSE 

footsteps in the dark, someone disappearing without saying goodbye, 
more than one person disappearing without saying goodbye, 
something is missing, 
some people are missing, 
I can feel in my throat the place where they left, 
I can feel in my stomach the butchers at work on what's left. 
So you ' re alone, because you can stand it alone, 
and you refuse to hurry after disappearing footsteps, 
refuse to stumble and shout in the darkness. 
You let them leave the gap here, 
where you can barely breathe. 

KEVIN BROPHY 
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Egypt 

The dam was my 
Mediterranean -
it was the source of 
all history for me, 
a vast, landlocked sea 

into which drained 
all the excess waters 
of the farm , the manures 
and superphosphates. 
That trickle, of course , 

was the Nile. 
When at a loose end 
I'd retreat to its shores 
and there walk 
from Italy to Africa 

hoping, at least, to 
catch one glimpse 
of the untouchable eels 
amidst 
that eutrophication. 

Sometimes I'd see them 
muzzling the pipe, 
their long thin bodies 
trailing off 
into the darker 

colder deep. Once, 
struck by the soft, fine 
mud at the delta 
I lay down, 
imagining that this 

is what a 
woman should be. 
After 
I felt it 
quake and receive me 

I leapt 
into that sea. 
My body 
craves again 
that desperate tug 

on air 
when water 
broke around me, 
·t craves again 
that perfumed mud. 

GARY CAT ALANO 



You, Already There 

The idea clocks on ready for work, but 
Form slept in, missing the bus. As I grow 
older you are there before me. 

Brought up to be Franz or Stan he 
turned out a Johnny approaching year thirty 
- less women about & what is this - a 
pillow to suck me in. Aha - tradition 
for love of so little money I can 
love thee. Notice they change the sirens 
so children playing find them hard 
to imitate. But they do. 
Writers get older they lose integrity 
but are honester & drink more. They adapt. 
Just look them up in the phone book, ring & 
ask. They may even tell you. 

STEPHEN K. KELEN 

Castaway 

Orchid Beach was enticing to swimmers 
clean sand, good surf, no rocks ; 
it seems, though, a resort must have a 
swimming pool , so they built one. 
Perhaps the competition annoyed the ocean 
or perhaps it just liked to play with the 
beach balls and bikini girls who 
no longer came down the sand cliff. 
Anyway, the tail of a cyclone flicked 
the beach, took away twenty yards of sand, 
left the pool stuck out like a pandanus root. 
But concrete pools can 't cantilever, so 
its back broke, one half plunged thirty feet 
to the beach , the other stays wedged in 
the cliff like a broken tooth. Orchid 
Beach remains, enticing to swimmers. 

R. G. HAY 
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waiting 

Like a lover waiting I am waiting, 
selecting attitudes and words for you 
from the edge of this chair / soul 
. . . pink, scented words of acceptance 
tough sweaty singleted words of stale fact 
candles and dinner words of passing this and that 
and late ear near dancing words that spin, 
the words that spill with the blankets and sheets 
the ad talk beach talk confession repetition 
. . . every attempt ends with revenge 

because you will consort with victim foolishly 

KEVIN BROPHY 

Family Portraits 

the film maker came today 
took a photo of ma for five kina 
said you must frame it up on the wall 
there , between two others 

the murals are no longer tame 
weeds & creepers & random beasts 
ferns & moss & thick undergrowth 
look over the lonely bed 

there are no more picture frames 
besides exile 

R. SOABA 



Landscapes 

The small self reaches out to vastness 
filling with mountains and with skies, 
making its own the scent of pines, 
the wind's arpeggios in the grass. 

Wanderer of the moments' world , 
how many landscapes do you walk, 
adding the lyrebird to your hoard, 
the stringybarks and the damp earth? 

All times may live in this time's globe, 
turning , turning in one beginning, 
as gently as the morning mists 
through trees beside the mountain road . 

The grey log hut must never die, 
the slip-rails and the rain-wet ferns. 
Gather them where your landscapes turn , 
and store them in the globe of time. 

R. H. MORRISON 

I'm in love with the lady in the Big M Ad. 

I'm in love with the lady in the Big M ad, 
When she comes on with her cartons I just about go mad . 

lights, No Camera 

Her skin 's so white and lactic, it damn near sends me spastic ; 
Oh I'm crazy 'bout that milk-maid with the juicy big Big M's. 

I go ape when I see her with her shaven pubes, 
As she carries in her selling points in all those cardboard cubes. 
She looks just like a nymph, like Venus or like Helen 
And the milk of human kindness flows through her by the gallon. 

As I watch her on the telly I cannot bear to leave 'er, 
I'd get my milk-teeth in her, I must 've caught milk fever. 
I'm nuts about her body in her skimpy two-piece bathers ; 
Oh how I love that dairy lass and all her many flavors. 

But she's just an image on the flickering T.V. tube , 
I hate myself for loving her, I' d have to be a boob. 
But when I see her smile at me I'm in the milky way, 
So thanks for the mammary, I' ll drink a pint a day. 

W. N. MARSHALL 

Here at Papunya, Bob Bailey has never been in fashion ; 
no-one has been crowned " Queen for a Day". 
The hard-luck stories are told in whispers, 
near the fire's edge, without make-up 
or applause meters. 
What comes down on the head 
is nulla-nulla 
after the shop one day, 
buying meat and eggs. 
Here at Papunya, Bob Bailey 's moustache 
hasn't raised its eyebrow; 
the nights are cold, without commercial break. 
On Saturdays, the spotlights fall off drunks. 
Poor Bob Bailey would walk through 
talking the wrong language : 'Mrs. Nampitjinpa, 
how would you like to be Queen for a Day? ' 

BILLY MARSHALL-STONEKING 
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Dog into the Future 

Through a break in the fence, alley and away. 
To the park or vacant lot. The dog of the city 's luck 
proud of his sleekness, blackness. His coat shines, tail 
points to the sky whence he came. Has a mind & memory, 
though they don 't bother him much. The past compressed 
into yesterday and tonight is the future. First things 
first. There 's a smell in the air. Getting stronger. 
Goodbye memory! Up there before the alley turns a 
corner : a dog party drunk on a smell. 

The dog of the city 's luck, of fine coat & tail, 
known in different streets by different names but is the 
one & true black dog . Who sends alleys of cats screaming 
home, chases motorbikes, appears when you ' re least 
expecting - one of life's true mystics. 

Watches people into the local cemetery to see a bone buried . 

But dogs disappear 

before it happens & reappear when you think they ' re gone. 

STEPHEN K. KELEN 

Port of Melbourne Song 

Flash rooms of noise and stars 
with mirrors on the wall -
and Port of Melbourne's bars 
are whirling ports of call 

where mirrors on the wall 
reflecting heads that come 
from sundry ports of call 
in one delirium 

are merely heads that come 
and smile and are removed 
caught by delirium 
to leave what was most loved, 

and choose to be removed 
from every point of rest 
and pitch what most was loved 
into the sea's unrest 

which is a kind of rest -
vast room of noise and stars ; 
drink, for the sea's unrest 
dissolves all Melbourne's bars. 

ALAN GOULD 
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Last Hours 
(To a Zusman':' d11ing ) 

from the ridges 
echoes are distant strangers 
in the harbor 

not even poembridges 
fly midnight wings 
of escape 

my songs are shattered evenings 
day-tattered emblems 
and hope in ruins 
smoking the hour 

R. SOABA 

'~ Pidgin f or one on the lo sing side, 
outsider or loner. 



"Something about Ian" 

OENNIS DOUGLAS: 
Whenever Richmond was playing at home I used 
to ring Ian about 11.30 and see if it was all right 
t6 go to the match from his place. It usually 
was. The party could be Ian and Peter Clarke. It 
could consist of any number of historians, jour­
nalists, political people, friends of all kinds, 
artists. You could never anticipate who might 
be there. I doubt if Ian planned the gatherings. 

Ian's place was about half a mile from the 
M.C.G. A small procession or a large one would 
leave his front gate around 12.30 and reassemble 
in one of the northern stands toward s the begin­
ning of the last quarter of the reserves' game. 
There would often be a number of Ian's friends 
already installed in the area he and his party 
habitually occupied. Latecomers knew where to 
find him. 

He watched the game closely, bringing to it his 
leading obvious trait, the tendency to disregard 
the outer surface of events and look for the signi­
ficant underlying patterns. That frame of mind 
made him a persuasive speaker at political meet­
ings and on committees. Whenever he spoke 
publicly he appeared good-humored and concilia­
tory, because he always had some new, and clear, 
perspective to offer, that placed contested issues 
in a new light. 

His freshness of outlook and intellectual energy 
were linked with a wiJlingness to see the amusing 
side of things rather than take minor matters 
too seriously ; but his celebrated sense of humor 
was entirely free of personal malice. 

He had a complete lack of self-importance. Al­
though he commanded immense and widespread 
respect, the affectations, the complacency, and 
the contempt for others that occasionaHy disfigure 
academic personalities never gained the slightest 
hold on his character. I do not believe it ever 
occurred to him that he was Ian Turner. 
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His natural modesty was the key to many para­
doxes in his make-up. He was hospitable, but he 
did not put on any kind of performance to enter­
tain his guests . He left his engaging public manner 
for the lecture-room. He was sociable, but not 
extroverted in company. He was an exceJlent 
and valued political adviser to State and Federal 
Labor leaders, but he did not seek party office. 
He was laconic and could appear elusive, but he 
was neither evasive nor aloof. He was unassertive 
but loyal. Two words from him meant a good 
deal more than the most elaborate courtesies of 
some of his colleagues. 

I once learned, from sori1ebody much closer to 
him than most of us, that he worried a good deal 
when alone about courses of action he had taken 
and commitments he had made. Without the 
natural safety-valve of a certain degree of 
hedonism he would have been completely at the 
mercy of a puritan drive to pour every ounce of 
himself into his work- and only into such work 
as seemed good in the eyes of an unsleeping inner 
moral censor. As it was, he divided his time be­
tween rest and work, and his energy went into 
work: into teaching, into writing, and into poli­
tical activities. People who saw him socially saw 
the man at rest. 

There are a number of figures in Australian 
academic life whose work I know and whom I 
respect highly. Ian was, of them all, the person I 
really honored. I am glad to have the chance to 
say as much in co ld print. His death leaves a void; 
it does not call into question the values he sym­
bolized and served . In that sense, as an influence, 
he will be with us still for many years to come. 

BERT VICKERS: 
I have never yet heard or read a full account of 
the in-fighting that went on before the Austral ­
asian Book Society published my first novel, The 



ll 

ii 

ii 

I 

fl 

'I 

t 

Mirny e. But l am very sure that l owe it to 
lan Turner that the book was published - and 
for that l am eternally grateful to him and now 
his memory. 

I recall my first meeting with Ian. I knocked at 
the door of his dingy little office on an upper floor 
of a millionaire's building in Collins Street. 

"Corne in!" 
l open the door and show myself to the man 

at a desk. "My name is Bert Vickers." 
"Jesus Christ! " exclaimed Ian. "You're the 

first bloody musterer's cook I've ever seen in a 
homburg." 

When the book came out he sent me a telegram 
shortly afterwards. It was to the point. "Good on 
you, mate. You've made the Red Page of the 
Bulletin for us for the first time." 

He was a good bloke with a fine brain and a 
burning feeling for the rights of the little people 
who need such as he to speak for them. 

CLIFF GREEN: 
I first met lan Turner in a Dickensian rats ' nest 
of a printery in Carr's Lane, off Little Bourke 
Street, Ian was running the Australasian Book 
Society at the time. It was shortly after he had 
returned from the Siberia of the Jolimont railway 
yards, whither he had been banished by the Com­
munist Party to sweep out train carriages for the 
good of his proletarian soul. Stained by experi­
ence, those hard-bitten, foul-mouthed printers 
regarded anyone who came through that door as 
either a political opportunist or a confidence trick­
ster, or both. But not Ian. His boyish charm, 
humility and capacity for technical detail won 
them all. I was a cheeky, skinny little apprentice 
compositor, and Ian and I worked together on a 
number of books, including Eric Lambert's The 
Five Bright Stars, a scissors-and-paste novel 
commissioned to mark the centenary of Eureki­
Stockade, replete with Ned Kelly's father! Not 
much of a text, but Ian's production was quite 
handsome, considering the circumstances. I have 
to admit that my regard for this friendly young 
intellectual was close to hero-worship. Ian's pub­
lishing career was short-lived. After the Soviet 
invasion of Hungary Ian was expelled from the 
Communist Party and the A.B.S. was moved to 
Sydney. 

DAVID MARTIN: 
Sometime in 1959 - T don't remember exactly 
when - our friends, Cecile and Aaron Mushin, 
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gave a launching party for a book of my poems 
in their house in Malvern. 

J was expected to read a poem or two and say 
a few words. It was going to be difficult. I had 
suffered a breakdown, my mind was in a turbulated 
state, and l was afraid I would make a fool of 
myself in public . . . perhaps I would even cry. 

The guests were already seating themselves 
when, to hide my panic, I went into another room. 
There Jan found me. I told him I did not think 
I could go through with it and asked him to 
read the poems for me. 

He refused. He said something like this: 
"This is your work, David; these are your 

poems. You must stand by them whatever hap­
pens. That's what you have to do now, simply 
stand by your work. Let's go in. They are your 
poems and these are your friends." 

It went off all right. He had said the right 
words; he had given me back some courage _:_ 
for that night, and for the months which fol­
lowed - and for this I have always been grateftil 
to him. 

RUSSEL WARD: 
I first met Ian Turner in 1953 - before he was 
expelled from the Communist Party for refusing 
to condone Stalin's crimes and the Soviet invasion 
of socialist Hungary. At that first meeting in a 
lower Bourke Street coffee-shop, I was immedi­
ately captivated by the immense mana of the 
man. Such a person I had never met before and 
was never to meet again. He gave off an aura 
of tremendous mental and physical energy, allied 
with goodness, integrity and sheer guts. 

Perhaps those who knew him not will be helped 
towards understanding by reading of the following 
incident. In the immediate post-war years th~ 
Rev. Hewlett Johnson, the 'Red Dean' of Canter­
bury, made a speaking tour of Australia. George 
Pittendrigh at that time was a student radical 
leader in Sydney, as Ian was in Melbourne. 
Pittendrigh remembers vividly an occasion when 
he and Turner were both on the platform chair­
ing one of the Dean's meetings. A venerable and 
impressive figure in his eighties, Johnson was 
neverthless unable to make himself heard above 
the cat-calls, booing and abuse unleashed by 
knots of reactionary students who had packed 
the meeting. "Come on, George," said Ian. "We'll 
have to do something about this." With Pitten­
drigh at his back, Turner jumped off the platform 
and walked through the crowd, singling out for 
attention the largest and loudest louts on the floor. 



By sheer force of personality and without actually 
striking a blow, in a few minutes he had reduced 
the meeting to order and the Dean's speech pro­
ceeded. "No one else in the world could have 
done it," Pittendrigh still says. 

All-round geniuses have been scarce for hund­
reds of years. Ian Turner was the nearest approach 
to a universal Renaissance man we have had 
in twentieth century Australia, a great radical, 
nationalist, humanist, historian and critic of art 
a:nd literature, a great parent and a great lover 
of life and people. To me though he was, though 
only potentially, first and foremost the greatest 
statesman in our annals. 

Inspired by idealistic altruism he devoted his 
first thirty years to working for the Australian 
Communist Party and to preserving his faith in 
its essential virtue - despite the massively accu­
mulating evidence to the contrary. If he had 
been born without this bump of altruism and with 
just a little more self-regard or vulgar ambition, I 
believe he would have led the A.L.P. and Aus­
tralia, in the 1970s, further into the twentieth 
century than Gough Whitlam was allowed to do. 

JACK BLAKE: 

Selecting from many experiences I recall the 
occasion when Tan Turner came to have breakfast 
with us at our flat in Bondi . If the time of day 
seems strange, bear in mind that the times were 
out of joint. It was a crucial turning point in 
Ian Turner's political life. 

He wanted to talk in friendly company about 
what had happened in Hungary and to him, and 
what might be done about it. He was going 
through the traumatic experience of fundamentally 
reassessing the political values which were of 
central importance to him. A thought of Matthew 
Arnold seems appropriate: 

.. . On mankind in the mass, a movement, once 
started , is apt to impose itself by routine; it is 
through the insight, the independence, the self­
confidence of powerful single minds that its 
yoke is shaken off . . . Masses make move­
ments, individualities explode them. 

Ian Turner was one of those individualities who, 
with others like Helen Palmer, exploded the 
Stalinism which had taken hold in part of the 
Australian Labor movement. Perhaps this seems 
a purely negative thing to do. It was not. It 
opened the way to the positive, fresh , Australian 
orientation in the progressive, democratic move­
ment which is going on now. 

-
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BRUCE CLUNIES ROSS: 

ln the heyday of six o'clock closing, around 1957 
or 1958, Ian Turner appeared at the flat in North 
Adelaide which I shared with Neil Lovett and 
Bessie Mills. He was delivered by Max Harris, 
and though unexpected, welcome, like others who 
had arrived before, equally unheralded, under the 
same auspices, for the flat had become a kind of 
staging post for writers and intellectuals visiting 
Adelaide who happened , around drinking-time, 
to find their way to the Mary Martin Bookshop 
(then a unique establishment with a staff of three, 
one of whom was the real Mary Martin). It was 
long after closing-time and I remember trying to 
explain to Max, but conceal from our guest, the 
disgraceful fact that on this occasion only there 
was not enough drink in the house to see us 
through the night. Something must be done. Ian, 
who soon grasped the problem, agreed. What 
did he drink? Well, this was Adelaide, home of 
Cooper's and in the prime of Henschke and Rey­
nella .. . but anything .. .. Most things, at least. 

l vaguely remember the next stage of the 
evening - one of those desperate quests for booze 
after hours - during which we lost Max Harris 
but acquired a large, square bottle of Swiss 
Kirschwasser. It looked about a quart. I doubt 
if Ian had ever before contemplated drinking 
such stuff. I had remembered seeing it in the 
apartment of Jenny Beck, the third member of 
the Mary Martin establishment. It had been stand­
ing there for years, apparently, awaiting the appro­
priate moment, and Jenny parted with it gener­
ously when the moment came. 

Back at the flat I had the bottle, and the 
prospect of entertaining on my own a guest whose 
distinction rather over-awed me. Usually, on such 
occasions, I had been the one in the corner, putting 
in the laughs and pouring the drinks, leaving the 
witty conversation to Harris and Lovett, both 
now unaccountably absent. But Ian soon overcame 
my awkwardness with his unassuming candor. He 
asked a few questions and quickly struck a 
rapport between us. I doubt whether I have ever 
met anyone who could do it so easily and directly, 
and for this reason I always felt drawn to Ian, 
even though we did not meet very frequently after 
that. He did not pretend that Kirschwasser would 
be his chosen drink in any situation, but nor did 
he treat it with undue suspicion, and as the 
evening wore on visibly acquired a tolerant appre­
ciation of its marzipan-in-methylated taste. 

We were soon talking about jazz. Most of my 
jazz friends tended to be verbally inarticulate 



on principle; my literary friends often had a real 
appreciation but it was peripheral to their main 
interests and they did not know much about it. 
When jazz came up, I was accustomed to taking 
a dominant role in the conversation. Ian let me 
talk, but it was soon evident that there was 
nothing l could tell him. I brought out my record 
collection, still mostly 78s, and we sipped Kirsch­
wasser and listened . Ian knew it all intimately, 
which surprised me, because jazz records were 
still hard to get and most enthusiasts had dis­
covered at least one or two di ·cs which no one 
else had . But familiarity did not diminish his 
pleasure in the music. He gave himself up to it 
physically, like a true afficionado, and when we 
got around to Bessie Smith revealed a knowledge 
of all the words I had never bothered to get right 
on records I had played hundreds of times. 

I cannot remember much of what we talked 
about as we lowered the Kirschwasser. We dis­
agreed about the major bands in the twenties, Tan 
upholding Armstrong against my preference for 
Morton ; I probably tried out on him an idea 
which I know T entertained at the time: that the 
jazz of musicians like the Bells, Monsborough, 
and especially Dave Dallwitz, succeeded in evok­
ing authentically a distinctly Australian atmos­
phere while the insipid impressionism of 'classical ' 
composers fai led to get it at all. 

Towards morning we exhausted the jazz and 
emptied the bottle. Ian looked only slightly dazed. 
Was this the first time two people had drunk 
themselves through a year's supply of Kirschwasser 
in one night? We were inclined to think so. It 
could only happen in the peculiar circumstances 
of six o'clock closing. In more civilized surround­
ings, Kirschwasser stayed in its rightful place. 
But we staggered to our beds grateful for it. 

It took me twenty years to get around to writing 
up my idea about Australian jazz, and when . I 
did , Ian's 'My Long March' became one of the~ 
main sources. It was only then that I discovered 
that Ian was lecturing to soldiers about jazz when 
l was running around in rompers; that he was 
one of those who introduced jazz to Australia, a 
decade or more before the international revival. 
He was himself part of the cultural history l 
wanted to write about. 

When l read it, I hoped 'My Long March' 
would be the prelude to a book. I am sad that 
[an has gone, and it will not. 

BARRY OAKLEY: 
In May 1976 Ian and I both. happened to go to 
a conference organised by Peter Quartermaine at 
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the University of Exeter, where he gave a paper 
in Australian popular culture. Though we'd 
known one another for some years - we both 
lived in Richmond - it was only after this con­
ference, when he invited my wife Carmel and 
myself to accompany him on what the English 
would call a motoring tour, that I got to know 
him well. 

We did a circuit of the West Country. We took 
tea in the Pump Room at Bath while a somnolent 
trio rendered selections from "My Fair Lady". 
We went down into the depths of Brunel's iron 
ship Great Britain, lying half-renovated in a 
Bristol dry dock - the fore portion fresh-painted 
red and gold, the aft section still sludged with 
Falkland Islands grime, whence it had beert 
towed. We went to Stonehenge, which Ian found 
numinous and I did not, surrounded as it was by 
gravel and wire fencing. We drove on, through a 
perfect E nglish springtime, in bubble-delicate 
blue sunshine, down a side road overleafed by 
gold and green trees, to the village of Broadchalke, 
where we paid our respects to a sprightlier monu­
ment - William Golding, yet another of Ian's 
battalion of friends . 

We had lunch at Golding's pink-bricked farm­
house, and I still have the photo Ian took of him 
- white-bearded, weathered and genial - in his 
garden - pure pastoral, a world away from the 
demonic undercurrents of Lord of the Fl'ies. 

Hence to a tiny pub at another tiny village, 
Rusper, where Ian had yet another good friend -
the folksinger Martin Wyndham, who dined us in 
a tiny house stuffed - he's an antique dealer -
with old country things of wood, leather, pewter 
and brass. 

Next to Brighton, where we lost ourselves in 
that aristocratic Giggle Palace of chinoiserie, the 
Brighton Pavilion. On past Arundel Castle, where 
the West Indians were playing cricket, the Pet­
worth, one of the Great English country houses, 
where the sun stood at every window, giving the 
rich paintings by Ian's namesake within an added, 
almost surreal fire. 

And finally, in a thunderstorm, back to the 
greyness of South London. It was a memorable 
excursion, which we, carless as we were at the 
time, would otherwise not have been able to 
make. The weather had been perfect, Ian's com­
pany had been relaxing through.out, and he 
capped it with a typically generous gesture: having 
bought in an Exeter bookshop an earlier and 
even more valuable set of Balzac, he gave the 
vclumes he already had to my daughter Made-



~eine, once he saw her interest in La Comedie 
Jbmiaine. 

Though I saw him frequently afterwards at 
Monash University, where I was for a time 
writer in residence, my memories of Ian remain 
fused with five idyllic English days where the 
sun always shone and we always had another 
interesting friend and place to go to . 

LES LOUIS: 

Essential to the core of Ian's greatness was hjs 
l}umanity, and that marked him off. I recall an 
incident, seemingly trivial. We were working 
feverishly at Ian's home at Lennox Street on the 
manuscript of The Depression of ·the 1930s. 
Facing a publisher's deadline that meant minutes 
were precious, we had pieces of the final draft 
strewn over tables and the floor. Then the door­
bell rang. My response was irritation; but lan 
politely opened the door to an elderly migrant 
woman, obviously lost, who proffered a slip of 
paper bearing a name. With ineffable patience, 
ian consulted the electoral roll, then a street 
directory, and guided her on her way. 

Then he was back to the paper-strewn room, 
with a penetrating contribution to the book. 

NIALL BRENNAN: 

Ian and I had a curious love-hate relationship 
over many years. When we were both younger, he 
was very Left, and I was very Right. We must 
have looked like a marching team. I did not have 
much to do with him personally as we both 
regarded each other as The Enemy. As part of 
his identification with the working class he affected 
a kind of scruffiness which he never really threw 
off. r could never imagine him, right to the last, 
in a suit and tie; and facially he seemed to get 
more and more like Marx. Once in Queen Street, 
I saw this guy coming along and I said to my 
companion: that guy is scruffy enough to be Ian 
Turner - my god! It is Ian Turner. 

I drifted away from Bob Santamaria in the 
60s, returned like a prodigal to the A.L.P., and 
found Ian there. I suppose his views mellowed . I 
understand that a number of hardcore comrades 
were mellowed by the events of the Fifties. For 
me, what was something of an ideal in Catholic 
Action became more and more political reaction 
and opposed to my religious beliefs rather than an 
expression of it. I summed up my experiences in 
The Politics of Catholics. Jn the divisions within 
the A.L.P. leading up to and after the federal 
takeover, I found myself on the same side as 
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Ian. l admired his political dedication, for it was 
obvious that he was an AL.P. activist for the 
purest of motives. I was never sure myself how 
my political activism was dictated by self-interest; 
but his could not be, as it was an additional and 
burdensome activity on top of his already suc­
cessful career. 

After his first heart attack he told me how he 
felt being nursed by the nuns, and incarcerated in 
the John Wren wing of St Vincent's Hospital. He 
saw some wry humor in the situation and l warned 
him that the claws of Rome were subtle indeed. 
l never had the opportunity to talk seriously with 
him about the big issues of life and death. I wish 
l had. May he, as we micks are wont to say, 
rest in peace. 

lLANCE LOUGHREY: 

l was associated with Ian, to a small degree, in the 
late Forties and early Fifties. But I never got to 
know him all that well, due probably to those 
frightfully inadequate snatched conversations be­
tween meetings and whatnots. However, in one 
tiny incident I daresay I learnt all I'd ever want 
to know about any man or woman. Enough cer­
tainly to establish him forever in my mind as one 
with a rare and lovely touch of human kindness 
and understanding. 

There was some sort of political meeting in one 
of the city halls where something happened which 
moved me to make one of my rare, impulsive 
contributions. It seemed I was, as usual, shockingly 
out of line with the thrust of the meeting's political 
purpose. No one supported me and I was crushed 
by an angry, seething silence. 

l sat down, heated, nervous and one out. 
Maybe J deserved it. And maybe it was only a 
trifling, momentary thing. But a little later Ian, 
who was either an organiser or a speaker that 
night, strolled ·up the aisle on his way out some­
where. T was sitting on an outside seat and as he 
went by he paused for a fleeting moment. 

Without saying a word or affecting the slightest 
ceremony he put his hand on my shoulder and 
gave it a friendly squeeze. And by Christ, silly 
bastard that T may have been, right then I needed 
that comfort. 

UDO SELLBACH: 
Through Tan l have become an Australian. Meet­
ing him has opened my eyes to the real Australian, 
the warm , casual, intelligent, committed , broad­
minded, informed and active struggler. His inquisi­
tive mind knew enough of the European back-



ground for me to find an appreciative partner in 
our talks. But beyond all this his qualities and 
nature as a human being became an inspiration. 
Knowing Ian and through him others of a kindred 
kind has turned me into an Australian. This is 
my best and lasting memory of him. 

JOHN McLAREN: 
f find it difficult to recall any particular incidents 
that ] would associate with Ian. Certainly, there 
were many major episodes which l shared with 
him from a distance, most notably the recon­
struction of the Victorian branch of the A.L.P., 
in which he played a leading role and which Jed 
to the triumphs of 1972 and 1974. Although l 
had no part in the detailed negotiations of this 
time, I did have the chance of talking with him 
about them while the struggle was still on, and of 
seeing the insight not only into issues but into 
the intricate relations between strategy and tactics 
which made him such a formidable yet principled 
operator. Yet perhaps the most fascinating ele­
ment of Ian's political involvement at this time 
was his stance. Although deeply committed and 
constantly active, his style was that of the on­
looker, summing up prospects and issues with 
academic detachment. His warmth he kept for 
friends, or the Richmond FootbaJJ Club, or the 
platform. He was possibly the last of the great 
orators, with the ability not only to gather and 
enthuse an audience, without any of the gimmicks 
demanded by a television age, but also to clarify 
their minds. His emotion was at the service of 

71 I Overl,wd 76-77-1979 

reason, and his reason governed by a radical 
commitment to humanity. 

Yet it is not so much with episode or incident 
as with place that I most associate Ian. There is 
of course the old Melbourne University Public 
Lecture Theatre in the grim days of the cold 
war, where Ian's golden tongue kept alive some 
sparks of idealism even in the icy structures of 
competing ideologies. But even more, and much 
later, it is Ian privately, sitting back, glass in 
hand, and unflinchingly accepting the heaviest 
commitments to work he believed important, to 
the danger of his own health and of the sanity 
of those who relied on him to keep to his dead­
lines. There is Ian at the table at Lennox Street, 
surrounded by newspapers, newspaper cuttings·, 
books and other writings, and watching World of 
Sport. There is Ian returned triumphant with his 
mates from a football match, the lot looking like 
a bunch of demonstrators in search of a cause, ◊r 
Ian in the outer at a Test match, connoisseur of 
both players and spectators. 

There is of course Ian as my colleague on 
Overland , not only taking on such rough tasks 
as seeing it through the press but also providing so 
much of the key writing which kept us open to 
our times. "Yeah, of course, I'll do that." Thus 
was "Temper democratic, bias Australian", one 
of his last and most important review articles, 
generated. But most of all I think of Ian as the 
person who would be there to turn to when I 
wanted help, political, professional or personal. 
l shall keep turning for a long time yet. 

Jiri Tibor 



ROBIN GoLLAN Ian Turner as Historian 

I didn't really get to know Turner until he came -· 
to Canberra in 1959. I had met him in London 
when I was a post-graduate student there and he 
turned up as a member of a peace delegation. I 
had heard of the history class presided over by 
Manning Clark and of which he and Noel Ebbels 
had been distinguished members. I had met him 
infrequently in Melbourne. In 1959 he applied 
for an ANU post-graduate scholarship and was 
asked to come for an interview. 

Because Turner had been outside the academic 
world for ten years, Sir Keith Hancock - who had 
recently taken up the Chair of History and the 
Directorship of the Research School - wanted to 
talk to this man who had abandoned a poten­
tially brilliant academic career for the life of 
a Communist activist. Hancock came immediately 
to the point: "Why," he said, "have you decided 
after ten years as a politician that you want to 
enter the academy?" Ian's reply was equally 
direct and to the effect that his previous life was 
no longer possible and that he needed time to 
work and think. Hancock was satisfied but de­
cided to continue the testing, after the scholar­
ship was awarded. He asked Ian to write a 
number of essays on various theoretical and his­
torical problems - one of which, I remember, 
was the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk. The testing did 
not last long because, as Tan remarked with a 
laugh, "I can write faster than he can read." Not 
strictly true, but he had established his credentials. 

Indnstrial Labonr an d Politics, a revised ver­
sion of his Ph.D. thesis, remains as his major pub­
lished historical work, although his historical 
writing ranged far beyond its limits. It is import­
ant to remember that Ind1istrial .Labour arid 
Polit'ics was written in 1959-63. Labor history was 
just beginning to be seen, mainly as a result of 
influences from Britain, as a specific kind of 
historical study. The formation of the Society for 
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the Study of Labour History in 1961 was a direct 
conseq uence of the English example and the 
presence in Australia of Asa Briggs, who had 
played a leading part in the establishment of the 
British Society. Ian was a foundation member. 

The interest in Labor history was a result of two 
main factors. First ly, Marxists had a lways been 
dissatisfied with fact -grubbing, unguided by any 
coherent theory of historical explanation. Sec­
ondly, the re-thinking of Marxism, which still goes 
on, was just beginning. Not that the Labour His­
tory Society was composed exclusively of Marxists 
- it was, and is still, eclectic, but there was plenty 
of room in it for Marxists who were attempting 
to throw off the dogmatic and schematic ideology 
which they had inherited. In an important sense 
Turner's Indnstrial .Labonr and Politi:cs was his 
first attempt to apply a more flexible Marxism to 
an historical problem. 

It was an important work at the time of its 
publication, but the question which needs to be 
asked is how has it stood up to criticism over the 
last fifteen years. Historical writing which has 
focused on the working class has always attracted 
at best, polite condescension, and at worst angry 
denunciation, from conservatives and pedants. 
During the last decade, however, the critique of 
Labor history as such has been most firmly pressed 
from the Left. 

In a new introduction to I n cl11 strial .Labour 
ancl Politics (just republished by Hale and Jre­
monger) , written a few months before his death. 
Turner surveyed the criticisms of his own book 
and of Labor history generally. 

He quotes from his first introduction a passage 
on the nature of Labor history. "Labour history 
is a history of a new kind : it introduces the con­
cept of masses rather than elites as the moving 
force in the historical process . . . The labour 
movement is the institutional method by which 



the masses transform themselves from passive to 
active elements in society, from weights to be 
pushed around to social levers in their own right." 
His second proposition was about the role of 
elites within the labor movement. He considered 
that they were different from other elites in that 
they were under constant pressure from the rank 
and file pushing them in the direction of socialist 
policies - a "continual tendency towards purifica­
tion, towards the restoration, perhaps in new 
forms. of the original ·values". 

ln retrospect, in the light of criticism and experi­
ence, Turner was less confident about rank and 
file action pushing the labor movement in a 
socialist direction. He made these points: that 
economic needs felt by the working class don't 
necessarily lead to socialist consciousness; that 
labor elites, who are seen in his book as betraying 
the interests of the working class when they achieve 
positions of power and influence, can also be seen 
not as 'betrayers' but as people responding to 
the political realities they confront; and thirdly, 
that his book was too much about institutions and 
leaders and not sufficiently about actual workers. 
In other words he accepted a part of the con­
temporary Left criticism that his kind of writing 
was insufficiently concerned with the people who 
constitute 'the mass'. 

Turner also accepted the kind of criticism, most 
cogently put by Stuart Macintyre (Intervention no. 
2, 1972), that the working class in his book was 
isolated from the system of class relationships. 
This, so the argument goes, leads to a kind of 
determinism, a belief in the inevitable progress of 
society towards a communist class less society. 
This assumption of an inevitable working class 
victory led those who accepted it to reduce the 
problem of class relations and class consciousness 
to a study simply of a vanguard and the class. 

Two other points need to be mentioned. Follow­
ing Grarnsci much of recent Left thinking has­
focused on the cultural hegemony of the bour­
geoisie, a hegemony which stands between the 
working class and its understanding of the actual 
social relations within a capitalist society. Capi­
talism survives not merely because of the state 
apparatus which the ruling class can utilise if its 
power is threatened, but also by its ideological 
dominance. The problem for socialists is to break 
that domination. The question is, how is it to be 
done. Turner agreed in part with this view, but 
considered that in it lay the danger of isolating 
the debate about hegemony from other political 
and social realities. 

Then there is the thorny question of radical 
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nationalism. Turner's summary of the criticism 
goes this way: 

The assertion of a continuity of radical tradition 
imprisons the 'Left Australians' within the domi­
nant ideology, the bourgeois-liberal hegemony, 
which at the same time rationalises the power of 
the ruling class and works within the confines of 
a reformist programme and strategy which 
legitimises that power. 

He conceded that this argument must be taken 
seriously but was not convinced by it. As he did 
in his review of Tim Rowse's book, he maintained 
that there was value in the radical nationalist 
tradition, including the element of myth in it. 
His words: 

Radical nationalism - which is both a way 
of looking at the past and a programme for 
the future - does seem to me to be useful. It 
leads towards a political strategy which is based 
on present realities, and to an attempt to re­
define socialist means and ends in terms of a 
tradition which incorporates whatever is valu­
able in Australia's past - including a political 
democracy and intellectual freedom - and 
which carries a specific Australian resonance. 

One of Ian's great strengths was his ability to 
confront new ideas and to either incorporate 
them into his own thinking or to reject them. This 
led him, I think, to see his own work in retro­
spect too harshly. I ncl11.strial Labour ancl PoMics 
was a book of the early sixties and as such it 
stands as a profoundly important work. It was 
an important break from dogmatic Marxism, even 
though it retained the seeds of his earlier Stalinism. 
The theoretical and historical work, which has 
either been done or become available, and on 
which contemporary criticism rests, was still in 
the future. And it has not so far produced any­
thing of the quality of Incliistrial Labonr. 

Sydney's Burning (1969) was an offshoot of 
the first book. It carries a ~trong story line as 
well as close analysis of difficult and scrappy 
evidence. It is not so important in a general sense 
as I ncl1isfrial Labo11 r, but it is a fine example of 
investigative writing. His book, in collaboration 
with Les Louis, on the 1930s depression is invalu­
able in the teaching of modern Australian history. 
In Union is Strength (1976) is a modest work, 
intended as an introduction to the study of trade 
unionism. ]t fulfil s its purpose admirably. 

In the last ten years of his life Ian's major intel­
lectual concern was the study of culture in its 



broadest sense - both popular and high culture, 
but with the emphasis on the former. The A11s­
tralian Dream, (1968), in the comment and 
selection of documents, is an exploration at some 
depth of the Australian tradition. 01'nclerellci 
Dressed -in Y ella is both a delightful book and a 
path-breaking work in the field of popular cul­
ture. This interest had not, at the time of his death, 
produced any major analytical works , but there 
were plenty of articles and chapters of books to 
demonstrate the lines along which he was working 
and thinking. 

It is perhaps worth commenting - or specu­
lating - on the direction of his work over the 
last decade. Despite the criticism that his first 
book was insufficiently concerned with cultural 
hegemony, the fact is that throughout his life 
Turner was chiefly involved in the attempt to 

understand, and expound, the nature of Australian 
culture. The ideas of Gramsci and other Marxists 
undoubtedly influenced him in the direction he 
took. This was part of a political commitment. 

He was an eminently political person. Some 
people have suggested that his writing was limited 
by his political involvement. He certainly had less 
time for research and writing than do those who 
close themselves in the academy. The remarkable 
thing, however, is the amount of writing he did . 
Furthermore, the creativity of his writing cannot 
be separated from his role as a political person -
his life provided a continuing test of theory and 
practice. 

Last time I spent an evening with ]an he 
wondered whether he had spread himself too 
widely. In my opinion he didn't. He was one of 
the truly creative intellectuals of our time. 

Did you know that over 1000 Australian books are published every year? 

Some of them are rubbish, some of them are of specialist interest only, but many 
of them are very important. How to tell the difference? Each month 

Australian Book Review 
brings you short notices of general books received in the previous month, as well 
as longer reviews of important poetry, fiction and drama, and review articles on 
other Australian books of general interest. And of course. we have regular surveys 
of school textbooks. 

As well, Micele Field writes on the politics of the book w·orld, Martin Em looks 
at the making of books, Charles Emerton tells readers what's new among the 
periodicals, and Nancy Keesing writes her Centrepage on new books of her choice. 

Subscribe now, from 46 Porter Street, Prahran, Vic. 3181. 
$20 a year. 
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LEONIE sANDERcocK Letter from San Francisco 

Here is everybody's favorite city. In the midst 
of petrol shortages, job shortages and worsening 
relations between black and white and rich and 
poor, there's an overpowering impression that the 
most important on-going struggle is not the class 
struggle, but the pursuit of pleasure and indivi­
dual well-being. 

You hear it said that in San Francisco hedonism 
has been elevated to an art form. Its people .work 
at having fun. It's a city of self-indulgence. 
Weavers, astrologists, Zen Buddhist followers, 
self-actualizers, macrame specialists, tarot card 
readers, organic food freaks. And a plethora of 
liberationists for every conceivable personal cause. 
But while the latest trends in life-style are em­
braced with unabashed commitment by the 
natives, to the outsider there's an underlying edge 
of desperation. You feel you're in the midst of 
an over-ripe society. 

San Francisco is, as post-industrial-revolution 
cities go, one of the most physically attractive. 
lts bright sunny days set off with a Jow fog that 
rolls in from the Pacific Ocean; its distinctive 
housing style of three- and four-storey apartments 
fronting onto the sidewalk; bay windows full ot 
hanging plants and ferns and flowers ; outdoor 
cafes offering lingering lunches in the sun, with 
views of the bay, and delicious avocado and crab 
sandwiches on light rye. 

Tourists take trips up and down the hilly streets 
in the old cable cars (locals use the buses, which 
don't break down as often); visit Alcatraz to be 
told how terrible the penal system 11sed to be; 
tour the wineries; eat sweet and sour hamburgers 
in Chinatown and Polish hotdogs and French fries 
at baseball matches; and spend lots of money at 
Fisherman's Wharf and The Cannery and Ghirar­
delli Square in very fashionable shops in superbly 
renovated old warehouses and factories which 

75 I Overland 76-77-1979 

attract the tourist dollar but have displaced the 
local fishing and canning industries. 

But the beautiful streets of San Francisco -
known to all the world through the cops and 
robbers and murderers series of the same name -
those streets aren't all that safe to walk in, day 
or night in some parts of town. Everyone I've met 
is intense on the subject of house security systems. 
Nobody wants to live near public housing. Most 
people will talk at length on the merits of this or 
that security system or the relative safety of 
neighborhoods. Most people, in fact, seem to have 
been broken into at least once. Nobody wants to 
live in ground-floor apartments, because they're 
too easily broken into. . . . 

Motel neons invite you to "Try Our Water Beds 
Tonite". Icecream parlors offer you a choice of 
81 delicious flavors. Coffee houses have coffee 
menus that run for several pages. (How many 
ways are there of combining steamed milk with 
a coffee roast?) And breakfast cereal now comes 
with chocolate chips in it. 

So the streets are full of overweight joggers and 
roller skaters - all wanting to "get fit" and all 
elevating that desire into a religion. The joggers 
seemed all to be in bad physical condition. Their 
unbecoming shapes clogged downtown sidewalks 
at lunchtimes and their expensive ($200) jogging 
outfits didn't compensate for the unaesthetic 
puffing, panting and flopping. But the addicts 
talk to you about being "blissed out" by running, 
and they go to running classes, just like last year 
they went to meditation classes or yoga classes or 
holistic health and nutrition classes. Over-ripe 
people, trying to sweat off years of business lunches 
and cocktail parties, TV snacks and junk food , 
and rat-race pace. 

The hills of San Francisco are also alive with 
the sound of the second great Trend of the 



moment - the sound of the polyurethane wheels 
of roller skaters. Skates are currently selling at the 
rate of 300,000 pairs a month, bringing boundless 
joy to those who invested in skate futures. The 
skate wheels are variously colored. Red wheels 
usually denote pliable wheels good for absorbing 
the shocks or bounces of rough or pebbly surfaces. 
Blue wheels, for skating on smooth surfaces, are 
the hardest. Yellow falls somewhere in between. 
Superhard wheels in day-glow greens and oranges 
are usually for indoor rink skating. A pair of 
these skates sells for around $100. Skate rental 
businesses, operating out of curbside vans and 
campers outside public parks, have proliferated. 
TV commercials already feature attractive young 
skaters singing the praises of soft drinks and 
depilatories. 

On a Sunday afternoon in Golden Gate Park 
I saw at least five thousand people of all shapes 
and sizes zipping about on their polyurethane 
wheels, with their knee pads, elbow pads and ear 
pads. The latter, on close inspection, turned out 
to be transistor radios, made to be worn as head­
phones so that joggers and roller skaters can listen 
to disco music as they plod or wheel through the 
streets. The skating addicts, like the joggers, talk 
about the activity in similes - "It's just like 
flying", or " just like being stoned" - suggestive 
of a spiritual need and spiritual escapism that is 
more desperate than the simple pursuit of 
pleasure. 
That's also true of the third great popular pastime 
- hot-tubbing. If you have a lot of body fears 
washing over you, if you're not feeling in a space 
where you can work, if you need to mellow out 
and get your head into a new place, then you 
need a hot-tub experience. 

A few years ago it was the fashion to attend 
champagne brunches at apartments with fabulous 
views owned by male interior designers. This year 
good San Francisco hosts and hostesses are cart­
ing their guests off to any number of the new 
hot-tub establishments flourishing in the Bay area. 
That is, if they don't own a hot tub of their own. 
Several dozen companies are selling tubs - red­
wood tubs, fibreglass tubs, plastic ones, ceramic 
ones, plywood-coated-with-resin hot tubs, square 
ones, round ones, big ones and small - ranging in 
price from $1,500 to $15,000. 

The public tubberies do everything they can to 
make hot-tubbing a blissful experience. They 
employ people of a "friendly and healthy nature" 
and provide juice bars, vitamin counselling, 
saunas, showers, beds and quiet music. Everyone 
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knows that San Francisco is the city of The 
Shared Experience. (Part of the bliss is supposed 
to be in the sharing.) A popular joke about town 
asks how many Bay Area people it takes to 
change a light bulb. The answer is five. One person 
to change the bulb and four to share the experi­
ence. Needless to say, hot tubs are seldom taken 
alone. 

Hot tub purists says that soakers inevitably 
leave the hot tub more attuned to each other than 
when they entered it. There are some who claim 
that the hot tub can change your life. ln the 
hot tub, they say, there is no need for facades or 
pretences. You can let your true self bubble up 
to the surface. Whoever you are it will really be 
yon. And afficionados who have hot tubbed for 
a long time talk about its virtues in terms puzzling 
to the Aussie ear. "Throwing out to the uni­
verse" , and " letting the energy flow" or "being 
born again". 

Californians do not keep their new-found 
pleasures to themselves. They talk endlessly and 
religiously about them. They talk about the bene­
fits of morning-tubbing, late-at-night tubbing, 
tubbing under the stars and tubbing with a view 
of the sea, a garden, a mountain valley. Tubbing 
in the city as a break from work. Tubbing by 
candle-light; tubbing by moonlight; tubbing in 
the dark. Rhapsodies on The Hot Tub Experi­
ence can be heard on the Berkeley campus or at 
McDonald's counter. 

Meanwhile, the man who shot the Mayor and 
a City Supervisor in cold blood last year has been 
sentenced to six years jail. His defence was tem­
porary insanity due to eating too much junk 
food. And two black youths shot a bus driver be­
cause he asked them to turn down their radios. 
And the petrol queues get longer and more ill­
tempered and associated with knifings and 
shootings. 

Now California may be an exaggerated version 
of this over-ripe species of advanced capitalism. 
And not everyone is desperately pursuing the 
ultimate blissful experience. A glance through 
the list of meetings and seminars in any one 
week in the Bay Guardian (the Nation Review of 
San Francisco) produces the following picture of 
political activities: The Bay Area Committee for 
Alternative Psychiatry; San Franciscans for 
Affordable Housing; the People's Law School ; 
Bay Area Energy Action Inc.; Lesbian School­
workers ; Zimbabwe Material Aid Campaign; 
Berkely Women's Music Collective; Frente San-



dinista de Liberacion Nacional de Nicaragua; 
National Organisation for Women; Abalone Alli­
ance (against nuclear power). A mere sample of 
the multitude of political action groups covering 
everything from alternative health to anti-freeway 
groups, environmentalists and revolutionaries and 
anti-taxers. The anti-nuclear movement has clearly 
inherited the mantle of Most Important Cause 
since Vietnam. Twenty-five thousand people 
demonstrated last weekend at Diablo Canyon 
(midway between Los Angeles and San Francisco) 
against the building of a nuclear power station 
there. (The proposed site is on an earthquake 
fault line.) A second demonstration, since I've 
been here, attracted 100,000 marchers. lt was the 
Gay Street Parade, a basically joyful affirmation 
of their existence by the very large gay community 
that lives in this city. 

And this state is still the spiritual and physical 
home of the counter culture. But the competing 
nirvanas displaying themselves at the New Age 
Awareness Fair at the Cow Palace one weekend 
in June were all very well integrated into the cash 
nexus society - the meditationists, holistic health 
and nutritionists, Emissaries of Divine Light, 
tarot-readers, I Ching experts, palmists, and alter­
native technologists and masseurs. They all wanted 
your money as well as your soul. Not a socialist 
among them, this assorted bunch each claiming 
some mortgage on the New Age. 

Surely some good can be found. Or, perhaps, 
California just isn't representative. Back East, 
they say, it's different. Well, maybe. But California 
is what the rest of the country seems to aspire 
to. 1f the internal migration figures are any indi­
cation, they're moving to California in large 
numbers. Soon we may see them being turned 
away at the border, like the Okies in the thirties. 
For the natives (of California) are getting restless. 
They're becoming increasingly xenophobic about 
the competition for jobs and housing, and politics 
accordingly is increasingly preoccupied with de­
fence of privilege. 

You can't buy a house in San Francisco unless 
you're a middle income couple (both earning 
middle incomes). And local politics is increasingly 
exclusive. The way in which American suburbs 
persistently excluded the poor and minorities 
during the 1950s and 60s has been well docu­
mented in urban research. But it's now clear that 
the new environmental rhetoric of the 1970s has 
achieved the same thing and more. Its goal of 
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"freezing growth" effectively excludes all those 
who aren't already homeowners. The goal of the 
seventies' urban environmental politics, stripped of 
its rhetoric, amounts to keeping out everybody 
in order to hold on to what you have. Thus a 
variety of arguments against growth are em­
ployed, as the circumstances demand . In the 
distant suburbs it is argued that more housing 
produces Jong commuter trips that waste energy 
and pollute the environment. In the inner suburbs, 
the environmentalists say new housing "bleeds the 
cities" . In the middle suburbs, it uses open space. 
So the drawbridges are being raised and the estab­
lished middle-classes are digging in for the dura­
tion. 

But there is some reluctance about paying the 
costs connected with their own version of environ­
mental protection. Usually they are able to per­
suade a state or federal agency to pick up the 
charges for preserving open space, or arrange 
elaborate tax exemptions which place the burden 
on larger pools of state and national taxpayers. 

In Marin County, for example, where residents 
decided to "stop growth" after only 7 per cent 
of the land had been developed, the languid sub­
urbanites persuaded the federal government into 
buying large tracts of sea shore as a " recreation 
area". Then, when it came time to develop the 
area, they decided that the "fragile ecosystem" 
could not tolerate visitors, and succeeded in clos­
ing it off to almost everyone but themselves. 
(This ideology of elitism in urban politics is well­
documented in a recent book by Bernard Frieden, 
Th e Envii-onineni:al Pi-otecti:on H11ssle, M.I.T. , 
1979.) 

Yet in the midst of all this self-indulgence and 
selfishness and over-ripeness and protection of 
privilege, there still emerge thinkers, about the 
nature of man and the directions of modern 
society, who produce works of imagination that 
redeem in some way the brute facts of American 
capitalism. Ecotopia by Ernest Callenbach is such 
a work. Part of the literary genre that includes 
1984, Brav e N ew vVorlcl, Ewrth A bides, Mernoirs 
of a S 11rv iv01· and the like, E cotopia. portrays an 
eco logical utopia established in California after · 
it secedes from the USA in 1980. lt is a fantasy 
of a stable state, humanitarian society. Similarly 
the recent film "The China Syndrome" is a devas­
tating critique of the nuclear industry. 

That kind of work is not, as far as I know, 
being produced in Russia or China. 
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Verse by Ian Turner 

S.F.A. Expedition: 1966 

(Written by Ian T urner to announce the annu al Easter walk° he and friends 
made cm nually for ci number of !}ears .} 

There is movement in the nation, for the word is going round 
That Eastertide's not very far away, 

And it's time for noble bushmen to get themselves ungowned 
And rally round the banner, " S.F.A. " 

To all tried and noted riders from the bedsteads near and far 
The call goes out to sacrifice the nest-

Remembering Jesus' passion, and the moaning at the bar, 
And the year our bullocks perished Way Out West. 

The muster's set for Thursday,1 at the old Tawonga Inn -
All starters now must notify the clerk, 

Who will warn the landlord 's lady to procure a case of gin , 
Two firkins, and a dozen Cooper's Dark. 

With the liquor hanging over where the mountains overhang , 
We will stagger out to crucify the Lord , 

And commute one Timor pony to await the footsore gang 
When they reach the bottom of the Bon Accord. 

Next we'll saddle up our packhorse and we'll face into the gale 
Leaving wine and women (sadly) far behind 

(But we ' ll take some rum and brandy and a can or two of ale~ 
To soothe our weary muscles when we 've dined.) 

And we'll hobble then our packhorse in the stockyard on the spur 
Two miles or so due west of Junction Dam 

And partake of light refreshment, with never a demur -
Salami , vintage bully beef and spam. 3 

Then the order " Shoulder Crosses" will resound from Spion Kop­
No man must carry less than eighty pound -

And we'll set our compass bravely for the nearest mountain top, 
Passing over Bogong Jack's all-hallowed ground ; 

Skirting Niggerheads and Fainter, climbing, panting , cursing (but 
The order is reversed or it won 't scan) . 

We should reach our first night's bedding in ~the warm Tawonga Hut 
Where we'll stew the steak in brandy in the pan. 

Then to edge of Bogong High Plains , where w(l' II pause to take a breath 
And drink a toast to Feather 's proud extent, 

And we ' ll plunge into the valley , facing instant, painful death 
As we slither down that terrible descent. 

Along Snake Valley River, over Dungey 's timbered track. 
To Dibbin 's (resting place of I.R.A.) , 

Our farthest point from comfort, but there can be no turning back, 
For Hotham 's just two thousand feet away. 4 



On Sunday, up to Hotham, where the beer 's flowing fresh 
And the chef will take a quid to cook a meal , 

And the beds are made of rubber and the waitresses of flesh 
And noble bushmen have great sex appeal. ii 

One night of gay carousing ought to leave us sick and slack, 
But the mountain air soon blows away the scunge. 

So we'll sadly drink a nobbler and turn west off Razorback 
And down the deadly Bon Accord we' ll plunge. 

A long day, never-ending, through to Lazy Harry 's town 6 
Where the new-built pub awaits with open arms 

The bona fide walkers, wearing beards and great renown . 
And so to bed - and so to other charms. 

- " The Twelve-String Banjo. " 

NOTES: 
I. I .e., A pr il 7. Memo to N .S.W. contingent. : there 's no need to hurry - T awonga has 
ten o'clock closing now. 
2. Each man to provide his own hard rations. 
3. Murray-Smith can 't come, so the bully i s doubtful. Will we do all th e rationi-ng 
from here (in Steve's absence, I'm not sure of quantities)? Or will Sydney provide dry stuff 
and Melbourne bring steak? 
4. All up. 
5. Puritans may be excused this stop - they can walk on to the hut at St Bernard. 
6. l .e. Harrietville, but I can 't make it scan. 
Quick reply to 205 Lennox Street, Richmond, Vic.? 
Distribution: 

F owler, four copies for re-distribution in Sydney. 
Waters, one copy to Sydney in case he's gone to Canberra. 
Golian, three copies in case Waters is in Sydney. 
N oel McLachlan 7 two new Melb. starters, to substitute for SMS. 
John Ritchie f (Captain. art tha dreamin dahn below?) 

28 M arch 1966. 

Suddenly, it's Spring in London 

It's March, the month when birds refurbish nests, 
when trees hang curtains, flowers lay carpets , when 
the house-proud thousands take the tube to town , 
their credit ratings poised to buy the best 
of mixer, washer, fridge, the Ideal Home. 
" Your easy purchase plan - just five pounds down , 
a pound a week for life, with Masterloan." 
And, in a plastic rubbish bin , a bomb. 

The cost? Dead , no one ; injured, sixty-four. 
There 's Alan Richards , seven, small and black , 
and Rachel Cohen, eighty, Jewish mum -
time payment on Old Ireland 's wrongs. A broad 
and bitter brogue returns to the attack: 

LT. 

" You fucking Brits, there 's more where that came from. " 

F rom Overland no. 64 
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County Clare 
For Clifton Pugh 

The landscape's printers set their type in stone. 
Men beat the barren boundaries of pain ; 
they turn and harvest rock-strewn earth, build cairn 
and fence , praying " there 's · this at least I own -
God 's little acre, surveyed for my sin." 
They plough up granite , plant the ste rile grain, 
trusting in labored sacrament to earn 
forgiveness for the primal fall of man . 

A stone's a dead weight, binding man to earth. 
Put stone on stone, that builds a cross of faith -
ascension prised from granulated death , 
a sculpted prayer to God for fertile birth . 

Stones have their season, whether cairn or cross; 
when stones score profits, then I mark my loss. 

August 1976. 

Luncheon A Go-Go 

" The Cock and Crumpet. Fulham Broadway. Noon ." 
The posters smear the walls for miles around. 
" Luncheon a go-go. Get that midday sound. 
The Holy Rocking Rollers. Coming soon. 
Two topless twisters. See those sisters strip . 
No cover charge. No tips. We take L.Vs. " 
Some horny nosh? My mates and me ? Yes please. 
No score at home, no score at work- let's flip. 

The tinted windows spray the promised dish, 
the ceiling drips with globule butterflies. 
We scan the a la carte. When do we come? 
The barmaid breasts the counter, asks our wish. 
" What's it to be?" " The mixed grill , love - a slice 
of boobs, a touch of twot, a pinch of bum. " 

1976 
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No Man's Island 

No man's an isle : the bomb blast tolls; 
the splinter shrills there 's room for all 
inside the whale; when some men kill , 
all reckon by the norms of steel. 

No man 's an isle : each heart fires off 
its harpoon line of tautened love 
seeking with well-honed dart to prove 
that no man's isle is quite enough. 

No man 's an isle: and yet, 
when all is done, 

when , over man 's estate , 
the bell is rung , 

each listener turns to meet 
himself alone. 

1976 

Swashway Sandblow 
F or Rhys Jon~s and Ron Lamvert 

The meal is done. The hunt will soon begin. 
The hunter sits crosslegged, striking stone 
on stone. Shrewdly he studies angle, plane, 
sees through the surface to the knife within , 
ten thousand years of craft behind his eye: 
technique prised loose from nature, hardly won, 
a ritual passed from father down to son. 
Fire first of all. Beside him , ashes lie. 

That hunter's gone these twenty thousand years. 
New hunters come with trowel and sieve and tape , 
from now to Pleistocene they stretch their span. 
Their tools are few: the windswept stratum clears 
some crumbs of charcoal , bones, a minute flake. 
In that one stone, the history of man . 

Erith Island , 22 January 1978. 



1AN TURNER Letters 

No cloubt one clay ·much of I cm Tm·nei· 's co1-i-es­
ponclence w,,:Zl be collected ancl p-iibl·ishecl. H ere 
we are content to pnblish fo ur of I an's letters, 
widely placecl in tiine ancl topic. Th·is first letter 
appeared -in Angry P enguins, No. 6, 1944. The 
othe1's are froni prfoate fil es. 

LETTER TO JOHN REED 

[1944] 
Dear John, 

To-day is one of those perfect tropic days; it only 
needs Dorothy Lamour to make it seem finally 
unreal. But even the tropic weather carries "the 
seeds of its own destruction" inside of it. By 
to-night it will be raining. The sun is too hot to 
last; the breeze which provides temporary relief 
a lways brings up stormclouds; the rain is too 
violent so that in an hour it is over. But just now 
the scene is conventionally perfect - my tent is 
on the brow of a hill, overlooking a stretch of 
jungle, and then a mathematical coconut p~anta-_ 
tion leading right onto the sea. The regularity ?f 
the plantation looks out of place; it's only a. 
superficial one. Without squads of men to keep 
it in order, underneath the healthy spaced rows 
of palm-tops, the bushes, creepers and kunai, in 
a matter of weeks or even days, destroy what 
little order the planters could create. lt seems as 
if only by physical detachment is it possible to 
discipline the jungle. Living in and with it, the 
only feeling is of its hostility; by looking down 
on it from a distance, you can dominate it men ­
tally in a way as compensation for the inability 
to conquer it physically. 

Gauguin seems almost photographic after see­
ino- the real thing in tropical landscape and 
at~osphere. There is that same blinding vividness 
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of colour, the sense of enclosure, even that 
curious flat , or, rather, stereoscopic perspecti~e 
that he has. It is a trick of the atmosphere, especi­
ally noticeable just before an electric storm, when 
the whole vision is of a dull but pervasive yellow, 
that makes the trees, the mountains and the tents 
seem artificially imposed on one another, as if 
seen through a stereoscope. Rousseau, l think was 
wrong, if he was trying to prove a thesis - there 
is no order in his country, but only a tangled mass 
of growth and conflict, and a hostility to any 
attempt to control it. 

Reading is very scarce in New Guinea, and what 
there is is all solid, conservative stuff - mostly of 
the M~rie Corelli type and era. Music is even 
rarer. The Army Education Service seems to 
take a deliberate delight in mangling what few 
musical memories I have, by playing one move• 
ment of this, and half a part of that, interspersed 
with Gallicurci singing "Your Tiny Hand i~ 
Frozen", and a wealth of redundant comm~nts. 

Occasionally I read inadequate reports m the 
dailies or futile and biased reviews by Norman 
Lindsay in the Bulletin that remind me that 
there is still plenty going on in Melbourne. And, 
strangely, it still seems important that it ~hould 
continue. I expected that after so long m the 
Army my evaluations would gradually change 
until they reversed themselves, but it just hasn't 
happened. 

IAN TURNER. 



LETTER TO BILL BROWN 

W. J. Brown 
c/ Tribune 
40 Market St 
Sydney, NSW. 

Dear Bill: 

3 Rix Street, 
Glen Iris, Vic. 
Oct. 25 , 1956. 

You may be now convinced, as you say in your 
statement in Trib. of October 24, that the decision 
of the C.C. on the cult of the individual was 
correct and that the position you took up was 
wrong. Personally, I am not so convinced. 

Just what were these views of yours that were 
erroneous? Or, rather, that the C.C. considers 
erroneous? 

I've read your three articles in the "Review", 
in August, September and October. With some of 
what you said in these articles, I agreed; with 
some, I disagreed. But until I know precisely what 
it was in these articles that the C.C. thought was 
wrong, l just don' t know whether l agree with 
you or with the C.C. And I imagine there are a 
lot of other party members who are in the same 
predicament - I can't see how they could fail 
to be in a similar dilemma to mine, unless they 
accept the position, which I do not, that the C.C. 
is automatically right about everything. 

Or perhaps the reference to "erroneous" views 
is to some other set of ideas of yours which 
haven't found expression in any of your articles, 
or elsewhere in the party press. In that case, I'd 
like to have some idea of what these ideas were 
before I make up my mind. 

Let's assume for the moment that it is your 
articles which are in question. 

Your first article suggested that it was one-man 
rule, taking the place of collective leadership, 
which caused the disruption of state and party 
democracy in the Soviet Union. You went on to 
say that this sort of thing was not something 
new to Australians, and recalled the "Lang is 
Right" myth. 

I didn't agree with this - but I don't imagine 
that this was what the C.C. objected to. My own 
idea, for what it's worth , is that this is only part 
of the truth. One-man rule is certainly more likely 
to be wrong, and arbitrary, than a collective 
leadership. But a collective can make mistakes 
too; and in any case the most important collective 
for us Communists is the collective of the whole of 
our party. I believe that the most important single 
step taken by the C.P.S.U. to ensure that there is 
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full democracy inside the party is the recently re­
ported change in their rules to provide that com­
rades on a leading committee who disagree with 
the majority view of the committee have the right 
to put their views, as a minority viewpoint, to the 
party organisation to which they are responsible. 
And I cannot help being impressed by the de­
cision of the recent Chinese party congress to 
appoint a permanent commission to supervise 
the work of the central committee between con­
gresses. 

Your second article was about criticism, and 1 
agreed with practically the lot of it. Particularly 
the part where you say: "Throughout our Party 
today a lot of new thinking is going on." 

There certainly is a lot of hard thinking going 
on among our comrades today; how could it be 
otherwise? But I doubt whether the full extent 
of this is yet reflected in the party press. Person­
ally, I'd like to see a lot more attempts being 
made by a lot more party members to work 
out, creatively and without being worried too 
much about "correctness" of formulation, the 
implication for us here in Australia of what has 
been and is happening in the Soviet Union, 
People's China, Yugoslavia, Poland. 

My only disagreement with you about these 
questions was a feeling that you didn't go far 
enough - that you only dealt with one side of 
the question. 

Criticism is an essential part of a living, vigorous 
party like ours. But often it comes to mean only 
criticism of the means of fulfilling an already­
decided policy - and that carries with it a danger 
that criticism will become a substitute for serious 
discussion of basic questions of our policy and 
our theory. 

True, in such a discussion, differences of opinion 
will be revealed, and argued out. And that will 
be a good thing- because understanding, con­
viction and unity all grow in the course of 
hammering out the best policy to be followed in 
any particular situation, or in working out the 
most accurate generalisations to be made from 
past experience. 

I was reading a while ago a speech made by 
Stalin in 1924, in the middle of the big argument 
with Trotsky. He was talking about the Russian 
party in the period May-August, 1917, and he 
said: "There were differences of opinion at that 
time in our party. . . . But . . . they were 
differences of opinion of a kind without which 
no active party life and no real party work can 
exist." 



I think that in our party there's too much 
accepting what comes down to us from the leading 
committees, and not enough discussing - and 
arguing out, if necessary - the really big prob­
lems that are in front of us. I'm all in favour of a 
few more differences of opinion in our party -
not for the sake of the differences themselves, but 
for the sake of the more profound, more deeply 
felt agreement that would come out of the dis­
cussion. 

And that's probably the main reason why 1 
was disturbed by your statement in Trib. You 
might agree with what l've just said ; equally, you 
might think I'm completely haywire. l don't 
know. But I do think, strongly, that these things 
ought to be discussed by the whole of the 
party, and not just by the leading committees. 
Because we've all got a stake in our party, and the 
sort of future it's trying to build in Australia. 

ln your third article, I reckon you're a bit 
inclined to fall over backwards in an attempt 
to present a balanced view of our attitude towards 
theories put forward by the Soviet party. I think 
we have tried hard to work out just how the 
experiences of the winning of working-class power 
and the building of socialism in the Soviet Union 
apply to Australia. 

But we have taken for granted that the main 
lines of development of the Soviet socialist revolu­
tion do in fact apply to Australia, or can be 
so applied . Recent developments suggest pretty 
strongly that there is more than one way of reach­
ing socialism - that in every country of the 
world Communists have to chart their own course, 
taking into consideration the economic, political 
and social levels of their country, and its national 
tradition. There are plenty of unresolved problems 
for us here - and it will take the whole of the 
party, with the help of large sections of the 
people, to work them out. Once more, that's wh: 
we want more, not less, uninhibited discussion of 
the recent experiences and conclusions of our com­
rades in Europe and in China. 

Those are only a few of the multitude of ideas 
- many of them new - which are tumbling over 
one another inside me. 1 haven't worked them out 
very well, and undoubtedly you and others will 
be able to shoot plenty of holes in them. 

But still I think that my ideas, and yours, and 
those of all our other comrades, including the 
comrades we have elected to the C.C. , should be 
out in the open, so they can be argued over, and 
eventually resolved. I'm one of those comrades 
that Comrade Sharkey was talking about when 
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he referred to "a fear on the part of the member­
ship to offer criticism of . . . the higher organs 
of the party." Maybe I'm wrong, but I've got a 
criticism, and, as we used to say, it's better out 
than in. 

Yours fraternally, 
IAN TURNER 

LETTER TO ALAN McBRIAR 

Dear Alan: 

73 Gloucester Rd, 
London, S.W.7. 

20 May, 1969. 

From time to time I have a flatulence of guilt, 
thinking that perhaps 1 should at least make a. 
terminal report. (Is 'terminal' the right word? It 
sounds so final.) But I gather from those item~ 
which catch my eye in the Australian in between 
the reports of the League football that you have 
other matters on your mind . Parking barricades, 
conscription, and discipline statutes I have seen; 
together with Mungo McCallum on Albert the 
Good. (Words fail me when I contemplate the 
high-campery of that Memorial; it is a con­
venient restingpoint on my daily walk, and I 
estimate that I will have circumnavigated it, from 
Praxiteles to Les Darcy, 300 times before I get 
back to Melbourne. What's the point of acid whep. 
it's all happening in Hyde Park?) 

In London, it seems to me, by far the most 
important area of investigation for an Australian 
academic is the student scene. You may think 
that I am overpoliticising for nostalgia's sake. But 
Bill Kellaway agrees with me - he was fervent (I 
don't think the word is too strong) about the 
need for Australians to assimilate what is hap­
pening here while it is still of more than historical 
relevance - i.e. while lessons can still be learnt 
and applied . So that first. 

You'll have read about the bare facts. LSE is 
the centre, currently. The issue has shifted from 
the original one of government, curricula, discip­
line etc., to solidarity with discharged staff (Black­
burn, Bateson) and prosecuted students. Tactics: 
disruption of lectures, and of H. of C. select 
committee come to inquire into the troubles; roll­
ing strike, picketing, demos. This is the most 
spectacular area. Essex had some trouble recently 
- Essex staff said overpublicised - when the 
select committee was disrupted . At Warwick, Ed­
ward Thompson was confronted by a refusal of 
students to sit exams - his post-grad. class in 
one (justifiably unpopular) subject; undergrads, 
generally threatening strike. (Thompson, by the 



way, had a hair-raising story from somewhere in 
the USA: Eugene Genovese, best of the younger 
Amercian Marxist histor ians (slavery) and usuaUy 
regarded as a solid left-wing activist in the AH.A., 
pro-student, etc., issued a statement deploring the 
burning of some computer at some university. 
Next day a poster with his photo and the slogan 
" Wanted: CJ.A. agent" appeared around the 
town, and he began to get threatening phone 
calls.) Quote from a Jetter in the current OZ from 
the publishers of a Hull student underground 
paper, Worm: "The mag is also a good revolu­
tionary and active political uni t. I ssue number 
three carried instructions on how to make a 
molotov with diagram and sa id where in the 
university to strike with same. No student took 
the hint but the Authorities certainly tried every 
form of secret pressure to stop circulation.' 
Utopian Jetter from Cambridge radicals in current 
Black Dwarf (the most revolutionary of the Lon­
don underground papers): " . .. last term's events 
in Manchester where . . . a motion to occupy 
until the three-hour written paper was abolished 
was defeated by 2400 to 1600 . . . A large and 
politically led boycott against assessment would 
not give the authorities the opportunity to com­
promise with committees on continuous assess­
ment, and thus drive the left to star t all over 
again, but leave them with two 'impossible' alter ­
natives: to accept our demands or to send 1000 
students out into the world without degrees, either 
of which would mean a considerable defeat of 
ruling class education . . . such a boycott is 
clearly on the cards even for next yea r. " Oxford 
radicals have rejected the refo rmi st proposals of 
the Hart committee. And so on. 

C learly there are diverse groups of wid ely differ­
ent strengths and degrees of influence involved in 
this. The essential tendencies, for the purposes of 
political analysis, seem to me to be: a large 
grouping of students - for many purposes a con­
siderable majority- in the humanities and social 
sciences who feel an acute frustration and dissatis­
faction with the character of the university, the 
training they are getting, and the society they are 
going to be moved into (the passive is deliberate) ; 
a militant vanguard who want to mobilise and lead 
this discontent so as to secure significant structural 
reforms - i.e. to government, teaching, curricula, 
and perhaps to secure ulterior political advantage, 
atlhough that is not the most important aspect 
of the question . It's useless looking for conspir­
acies, of course, though it might be hard to 
persuade Bolte and Thompson of that ; and a 
revo lutionary vanguard who regard the universi-
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ties as the transmitters of the ideology of a corrupt 
society and who therefore want either to destroy 
them or to transform them into "revolutionary 
bases" . 

Politi cs - at least the day to day course of the 
struggle, if not its final outcome, is a matter of 
initiative. At the moment, the initiative has passed 
beyond the establishment forces - even the liberal 
establishment like Hart at Oxford . The only way 
they can get it back is, in my opinion, by the most 
determined effort to "restore discipline" - which 
might range anywhere between the "whiff of 
grapeshot" which some government sources have 
already hinted at (presumably exclusion, expulsion 
or cutting off grants) to police occupation and 
screening of students on campus (Amis would 
probably settle for this - he supported the police 
heaving a whole carriage full of football sup­
porters off a train and making them walk 25 miles 
home recent ly) to - if such attempts produced 
further confrontation, as they a lmost certainly 
would - clos ing the universities down altogether 
for a peri od , and starting again. 1 can't see the 
first course doing anything other than exacerbating 
the situation; and the two further escalations would 
be as surely destructive of universities as we know 
them and prefer them to be as would be the 
revolutionary project. 

T he core of the British problem, as J see it, 
and why J am writing (deliberately) in what might 
seem rather an alarmist way - that is, why l am 
trying to project rather than to describe things 
as they are right now - is that almost every step 
the ll n ivei ·sity a llthorities have so /a1· fo k en, ancl 
especially t hose in th e L.S.E., seem s to m e tu 
ha'IJC res llltecl in a, f udher pola.1 ·is(l.tion, i n rnov inu 
t h (' initiative to.wanls the revollltional'y altenw­
t ive . Which increases, and will increase, the con­
frontati on. Which will produce a further backlash. 
Which will increase the confrontation. 

What I ask myself is: why? The essential 
answer is that, from the side of the university 
authorities and the academics, what has emerged 
is a cautious, limited, grudging response to a 
sudden upsurge of pressure, arising from quite 
legitimate grievances, which the university estab­
lishment didn't foresee and hasn' t understood - a 
classical case of too little, too late. 

I think there are two reasons for this. First and 
mos t important: the failure of the left and the 
libera ls who believe that the universities should 
be maintained as centres of free inquiry to re­
examine their beliefs and to try to translate them 
(in terms of university structure and curricula) 
into terms which the critical students would re-



gard as relevant. We should have realised the size 
of the challenge - and met it willingly - and we 
didn't. (Bill K. thinks it's now too late to take this 
sort of initiative in England; maybe it's not in 
Australia.) l wonder whether we ducked this 
problem because this would have involved us in 
our own confrontation with the establishment 
which sits on top of the univerisities? 

Second: we've allowed ourselves to be ham­
strung by our colleagues in the technological 
faculties. This is essentially an arts-social sciences 
problem. All over , it's from the students in these 
'disciplines' that the initiatives are coming; so me­
times the engineers, meds, &c. are carried along; 
more often, as in Sydney recently, they're in there 
f:.gthing on the other side. The Eng., Med. , &c. 
staff, just because they are career-training, can 
swing more weight around among the students 
than we can in the humanities, etc.; and their stu­
dents do tend to think differently. lf there's any 
reality in the Two Cultures argument, this is 
where it is. lt' s not bloody well good enough for 
us to allow ourselves to be outvoted by those of 
our technologically-minded colleagues who believe 
that the whole matter can be resolved with a show 
of strength, because their solution will merely 
make things worse, and will lead to the destruction 
of their university as well as ours. l don't know 
how we get that through their heads, but it's 
essential that we do. 

1 haven't talked to anyone here yet who thinks 
things are going to get better. Maybe that merely 
reflects the limited circles in which I've moved -
but I don't think so, because they're not as limited 
as that. (I haven't talked to any students at any 
length yet; I hope to make a start with one of the 
LSE leaders tomorrow.) And I can't see any 
reason why, given the normal culture lag and a 
natural spirit of socialist emulation, things should 
not move the same way in Australia. There is only 
one way to short circuit thi s, and that is for the 
lefts and liberals among the academics to come 
up with a self-critique and a program of change 
which is fast , meaningful and credible. And to 
persuade the gunboat diplomatists among our 
colleagues that you can't sail gunboats through 
treacle. 

Not, mind you, that I feel very hopeful about 
it. Disciplinarians are no t given to thinking ahead ; 
they won't really know what's happening among 
the students until it's all over and they're left with 
an institution that might as well be (if it has not 
become) a part of the Education Dept. Mean­
while, we'll be over the barrel - caught between 
our knowledge that much of what the students 
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want is reasonable and ought to be given to 
them and our desire to preserve the integrity of 
the institutions (even if we are the only ones who 
believe that they have, or can have, any integrity). 
T he students - and especially the revolutionary 
minority - aren't dopes; they know that we are 
confronted by this dilemma, and are therefore 
susceptible to pressure; we are the orifice up which 
the thin edge of the wedge can be most easily 
pushed, and we are going to get it- as Edward 
T hompson is a lready getting it. That will be the 
consequence of our failure of initia tive - and 
which way will we polarise then? 

Mention of Thompson brings me to Part II of 
this report. (Please file so that I won' t have to 
write another one for Council when I get back.) 
lf anyone has a chance of escaping, it's probably 
Thompson (and Richard Haggart in Birmingham, 
of whom I've also been seeing a bit). Reason: they 
have at least part of the initiative; they have de­
veloped courses which their students do rega rd as 
relevant, and have a corresponding measure of 
respect. (The fact that they're both very bright, 
and engaging personalities , helps.) I know the 
argument about intellectual discipline and so on; 
but l think that one of the student's strongest 
points is this question of relevance. Why shouldn't 
they demand this? If the university is supposed 
to train them to become useful members of society, 
or some such crap, as well as giving them a mind­
using technology, then it might as well develop 
some disciplined studies about those aspects of 
society which are revelant. Why I've been most 
interested in Thompson and Hoggart, of the people 
with whom I've so far talked , is that they - and, 
increasingly, Eric Hobsbawm - are concerned 
with the problems of culture as a determinant 
of consciousness. From the left, this of course 
tends to become an attempt to find answers to 
the questions why the workers think like they do 
- or perhaps why they don 't think like they ought 
to. Thompson's own work is pushing further and 
further back - from the 19th into the 18th cen­
tury - using li terary and folk-loristic sources as 
well as the more conventional ones, still probing 
the making of the working class, with tremendous 
energy, penetration, and generosity of spirit. He 
is, I think, impatient with administration, although 
the last time I was in Warwick he was saying it 
was just as well that he was head of some com­
mittee as this enabled him to block some par­
ticularly bastardly piece of stupidity (anti-student 
type) which the administration was trying to 
c~ecute. I've seen his post-grad. seminar at work, 
and talked at length with him and others on his 



staff. Their work is directed towards a compara­
tive study of labour movements ; but the emphasis 
is on the people and their culture rather than 
on their institutions and ideologies. 

Hoggart works from the opposite end, as it were. 
His post-grad . seminar, which is stage-managed 
by a brilliant West Indian called Stuart Hall, starts 
with theories of society, culture and personality 
formation and moves into various case studies, 
mainly in the field of popular culture of the 19th 
and 20th centuries. It's a delight to see Hoggart 
i1tnd Hall working together; they're a formidable 
pair, intellectually; they differ sharply-Hall tends 
toward s empiricism (phenomenology seems to be 
rhe in-word; l think it means about the same 
thing), Hoggart feels it in his guts, believes in 
understanding a culture by empathy; they argue 
with one another and educate the post-grads. in 
the process (and sometimes mangle visiting semi­
nar-givers) . The post-grad s. are working on things 
like popular reading, pop music, t.v. , lit. and 
society; as a group they are doing a depth study 
of the press treatment of last year's Birmingham 
student sit-in - trying to unravel the assumptions 
of the press and their relation with the culture. 
I find it fascinating. Fair warning - I'm goino 
to be arguing for this sort of treatment of histor; 
when I get back (I had been moving this way, of 
course, over the last three years - what I'm doing 
now is picking up the techniques, the jargon, and 
the rationalisations). 

Otherwise? I've been reading mainly the ' theo­
ries of culture' stuff, and some sociology. Going to 
seminars as they seemed interesting. Visiting Bir­
mingham, Warwick, Cambridge, Oxford. Strictly 
for professional reasons, going to the football -
and off to Ireland next month to catch the last of 
the Gaelic game. Lots of lovely time in the 
Tate and the Courtauld. Walking around London 
- for health as well as pleasure. Promising myself 
that I'll never touch another drop of bitter. Read­
ing many too many newspapers, weeklies, month­
lies, quarterlies - how does anyone have time to 
do anything else? Enjoying London. and , hope­
fully , learning a bit on the side. 

All the best to you, to Marilyn, and to the 
department. 

IAN 
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LETTER TO CLYDE HOLDING 
AND BOB HOGG 

Clyde Holding, Pres. 

205 Lennox St 
Richmond , 3121. 

11 Nov. 1978. 

Bob Hogg, Sec. Vic. Branch, A.L.P. 

Dear Clyde and Bob : 

l am filled with anger and despair at the decisions 
which were reported tonight to have been carried 
by conference. If we put together the decision to 
recommend to Federal Conference the reaffirma­
tion of the 1921 objective and the rejection of the 
Administrative Committee decision to condemn 
violations of civil liberties in the USSR, it adds 
up to historical illiteracy and political imbecility. 
That combination of decisions has probably cost 
us whatever chance we had of winning the 1979 
state elections and may well have seriously 
jeopardised our federal prospects. 

As l read it, we have gone back to a situation 
in which the Victorian branch of the party is 
determined to demonstrate that it is more con­
cerned with ideological " purity" - including en­
dorsement of the authoritarian dictatorship which 
has run the USSR for the last fifty years and which 
has di sfigured the very ideal of socialism - than 
it is with returning a government which will work 
effectively to ameliorate the condition of the un­
employed , to restore the many initiatives of the 
Whitlam government which contributed to social 
justice, and to move Australia in the direction of 
socialism. 

I assume that that combination of decisions was 
initiated by the Socialist Left, as it describes itself. 
I had hoped that we were moving to a situation 
in Victoria in which we were trying to find a 
consensus on a policy which was at the same time 
radical and realistic. The decisions taken by con­
ference have destroyed that hope. lt seems to me 
that the probability is that we are moving back 
to a position in which the war within the party 
will once again become more important than the 
war against the common enemy. 

To make my position quite clear, l will say 
that, while J regard the argument about the party 
objective as important and necessary to any 
party which professes democratic socialism, T do 
not want to be associated with anything which 
lend s credibility to what the USSR describes as 
~ocialism. Accordingly, I have alread y told Jock 
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Reeves that I am not prepared to take part in a 
publishing programme which appears to endorse 
the position of the Victorian branch as expressed 
by today's decisions. 

Nor am I prepared any more to initiate financial 
support within my working environment for the 
Victorian branch. Whatever influence I can exert, 
and whatever financial support I can muster, will 
be directed towards the federal executive of the 
party, and towards improving the position of the 
party locally. 

lt is with great sadness that I write this letter, 
but today's decisions, as reported , leave me with 

no other option. I should say that it is my inten­
tion to send copies of this Jetter to such other 
members of the party as I think may be interested 
to read it. 

Yours fraternally , 
IAN TURNER 

You will, I hope, understand that, as I am not 
party to any caucus or faction, this is a personal 
letter. 

[1'he clecision n ot t o conclemn violations of civ il 
liber ties in the USSR was rescinclecl befor e the 
encl of the con f er ence. - E ditor .] 

Turner Trust Fund 
As previously announced , a Trust Fund has been established in the name of 

Ian Turner, the trustees being Leonie Sandercock, Clyde Holding, Ken Gott and 
Stephen Murray-Smith. Letters have been sent to all those who, at Ian's wake 
in February at the Richmond Town Hall , expressed interest in contributing to 
such a fund. So far some $1100 has been received , but the trustees are aware that 
many others would wish to contribute to the fund . 

Two main ideas have emerged as to the application of the trust fund. If say 
$5000 could be raised, $500 might be available annually to purchase a work of art 
f~om a final-year art students' exhibition for donation to an institution, probably 
a different institution (university, college, trade union, youth club?) each year. 
This was an area in which Ian Turner was especially interested. 

Alternatively, money raised could· go towards the publication of Ian's collected .,_ 

articles - much of his most important work appeared in journals and chapters 
of books. 

Contributions (cheques to Turner Trust Fund} and suggestions may be 
addressed to Overland or to Leonie Sandercock at 205 Lennox Street, Richmond , 
Vic. 3121. 
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IAN TURNER 
AND GARRY STURGESS 

Australia, The Myth and 
November 11 

'l '}wee events in A1istralian history happened 011 11 N overnber . These are the 
exec:idion of Neel K elly in 1880, the annist-ice wh-ich enclecl the Gr·eat W cir 'in 
1918, and the dismissal by the Governo1· Genernl, Sil' John K err, of the Whitlmn 
Gover·nnient 'ir1 1975. The following discu ssion on these events was 1·ecorded and 
prodncecl by Garry St1,1rgess, for broadcast on the A 1drnlia11 Broadcasting 
Commission's ' B roadband' progra,m of 14 November 1978. I t is reprinted he1·e 
with Garry Stnrgess 's permission. I n francr iption some editing has been ca1·1·iecl 
out, main ly to recl11ce the oral to the 1jn:nted 1nocle, ancl to obvia.te repetitions 
and 1·eclun dan cies . Tra11scription by J oannci and Stephen M urray -Srnith u•,._ 
K en Gott. 

STURGESS: Jan, there seems to be a tradition in 
Australian history almost of heroic failure, a 
tradition which is characterised by these three 
events. It's something I have spoken to Ian Jones 
about, and to Mungo McCallum, and they see 
some kind of parallel thread between the three 
events. 

TURNER: Unhappily, November l l is Armistice 
Day and not Anzac Day. Anzac Day is the real 
celebration of the heroic failure, because we lost 
the battle at Gallipoli. Armistice Day celebrates 
the major European war, which our side won. 
Perhaps we might as well incorporate Anzac Day 
into Armistice Day for the purpose of this argu­
ment, but they're not really the same thing. I 
don't think the Diggers would think of themselves 
as being a failure, would they? Anzac Day .. . 
Well, the Gallipoli campaign was a masterstroke 
of Churchill's genius which in fact dropped off 
the edge of Sari Bair into the Aegean Sea, and 
didn't work all that well. But after all, we did 
win the war. But the Diggers are remembered 
more for Gallipoli, which 1was a tragic failure, 
than they are for the battles in France. If you 
think of the Anzacs, failure is fair enough - or 
perhaps the tragic hero is the better metaphor. 
I'm quite sure that Whitlam and Kelly, and the 
Diggers of world war one, are all in some sense 
tragic heroes. 

STURGESS: Do they really make it to that? I 
mean people talk of Australian history more in 
terms of tragic comedy than tragedy. 
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TURNER: l think so. I don't think tragic 
comedy is the right way of looking at Australians. 
Australians use comedy in a particular kind of 
way, as a means of compensating for the natural 
and social disasters by which they're continually 
surrounded . But Kelly is not a comic figure, 
Whitlam is not a comic figure, and the Anzacs are 
not comic figures . They are tragic figures . And 
in many ways they are classic figures of tragedy 
because, like the heroes of the great Shake­
spearian or Greek tragedies, in a sense they are 
defeated by divisions within themselves. Kelly was 
defeated at the end because he could no longer 
live outside human society, he had to come back 
in: the bushranger coming in from the cold, if 
you like. He wanted to fight it out at Glenrowan 
and settle it in the only way in which it could 
be settled . Whitlam was a man of giant stature, 
who was brought down by a secondary man 
whom he himself had created , had appointed to 
the position of Governor-General. The Anzacs 
were divided heroes because they bought their 
heroism at the cost of defeat on the Gallipoli 
Peninula and the terrible slaughter of those three 
long battles on the Somme. So, T think we are 
really talking about classic tragedy rather than 
tragic comedy. 

STURGESS: Do you think that the idea of tragic 
comedy is built up because these three figures, 
within themselves, had a great amount of humor 
through which they viewed their own situations? 
Are we mistaking that part of their character for 
tragic comedy, rather than seeing them as tragic 



figures with a certain amount of humor which 
was revealing of their own situation? 

TURNER: No, I don't think that is quite on 
target. I think the centre of the target is that 
European Australians (though you may want to 
extend this to Aboriginal Australians as well) 
have lived with harshness, defeat, failure, all the 
old rhetoric about drought and flood and fire -
it's a hard country and so on. Their way of recon­
ciling themselves to impossible circumstance has 
been to treat it with a sardonic humor, and that 
is why it appears to be comedy. But underlying 
that it is not funny, it is not a farce, it is not 
slapstick, it is a tragedy. But it is a tragedy which 
in terms of the Australian tradition is treated with 
sardonic humor, because that's the only way that 
you can live with tragedy in our tradition. 

STURGESS: It seems to me that within all of 
these conflicts there's an element of divisiveness. 
The Kelly gang was supported by large sections 
of the community. The conscription debates of 
the first world war split the Australian Labor 
movement. November 11 th is obviously a question 
of division. Can you look at these three events 
in terms of the massive splits which they intro­
duced to Australian society? 

TURNER: l certainly think that you can do 
that, but l would think of it in slightly different 
terms. I would think of the execution of Ned 
Kelly and the sacking of Gough Whitlam in 1975 
as being in a sense both victories for the estab­
lishment. Here were the establishment forces 
coming out on top in an acutely divided social 
situation, the popular forces losing on both occa­
sions. The Anzac thing and the whole Digger 
tradition is rather different. I'm quite sure the 
Diggers were not only pleased on November 
11th, 1918 at eleven a.m. when finally that bloody­
slaughter was finished , but also that they took 
pride in the victory. I'm quite sure also that for 
very many of those Diggers, the ones on the non­
establishment side, the private soldiers and non­
commissioned officers, rather than the officer class, 
the victory itself later on turned bitter in their 
mouths. But of course the social divisions are 
always there, and that's inescapable, we don't 
live in a unified society, a monolithic society, we 
live in a divided society. People have different 
intellectual a!Jegiances, people have different 
values, material interests and so on, and those 
differences are reflected in the way people think 
of major events. Kelly was a major event, Whitlam 
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was a major event, and indeed I would guess that 
Whitlam has some of the mythic qualities that 
Kelly had . I'm not saying that Whitlam was a 
bushranger, but Whitlam has already some of the 
stature of a folk hero in wide sections of the 
Australian community. Quite apart from the way 
Whitlam is judged by the historians in ten, 
twenty, thirty years time, there is going to be in 
wide sections of Australian society, the same sec­
tions which have a degree of admiration or 
reverence or whatever for Kelly and folk heroes 
of that kind, a similar kind of folk reverence for 
a figure like Whitlam. 

STURGESS: Well, can we go into the mythic 
qualities which you think Whitlam possesses in 
common with Ned Kelly? 

TURNER: I think essentially that I would have 
to say something like stature, though that's not 
a very good word, perhaps you'd prefer charisma. 
Its a capacity to capture the imagination of 
people. They were both big men, not physically -
Kelly was quite a short man, Whitlam was a very 
big man, but big men in the type of psychological 
impact they made on their community at the~r 
time. They were men who could command allegi­
ance, they were men who when they spoke, even 
when they spoke wrongly, could nevertheless 
command respect, and e.ven command following. 
They were men who in a way were forgiven their 
mistakes, if you like, because of some kind of 
greatness that was in them. When I'm saying 
that, of course I don't want to suggest for a 
moment that they're men in the same kind of 
social situation, they weren't. Kelly was an indivi­
dual kind of anarchist rebel, and Whitlam was 
a consummately skilled politician in a mass 
democracy, but they do both have a legendary 
quality of greatness, the capacity to inspire affec­
tion, respect, the capacity to command allegiance 
and respect. 

STURGESS: If we look at the way Kelly ap­
proached his own death, it was with resignation, 
a kind of 'such is life' attitude. Whitlam was quite 
the reverse, he was raging against established 
authority right to the end, but after that point 
he seems to have developed a certain amount of 
affability. 

TURNER: I think that's true. If you look at the 
Anzacs, they approached their situation with a 
kind of sardonic · resignation. That's implicit in 
all the writing, the letters Bill Gammage and 



Patsy Adam-Smith worked over, the kind of 
humor that comes through in the Anzar Book and 
things like that. There is a sardonic resignation 
towards circumstances imposed on them from out­
side. Kelly had anger, there's a lot of anger in the 
J erilderie Letter, but after his capture and after 
he had lost, as he inevitably had to lose, the battle 
of Glenrowan, his final words were "Such is life". 
res ignation . Whitlam went out fighting. That last 
speech on Parliament House steps, which is one 
of the most vivid images in al l Australian politics, 
is a speech of anger. Whitlam maintains anger 
about those events, although he now sees them in 
terms of resignation, because that's in the past, 
that's water under the bridge, and you can't 
rewrite history. 

STURGESS: It nevertheless marks an extra­
ordinary drift of mind in his own circumstance. 
With most so-called 'tragic figures' the so-ca lled 
'rage' lasts until their death, but Whitlam's more 
or less made a clear division, and has started out 
on a new life. 

TURNER: But the great tragic figures were in 
fact destroyed physically by their tragedy. Hamlet 
dies in the last act of "Hamlet" , doesn't he? And 
Lear dies, doesn't he? And so with the Greek 
tragedies, Whitlam doesn't die. Whitlam is assas­
sinated politically, but Whitlam continues and 
Whitlam is a man of extraordinary intelligence and 
subtlety of mind who, I believe, is in exactly the 
right job at the moment. Whitlam is going to 
write his own history, and I hope he himself is 
going to be a central figure in the history that 
he writes, as he was a central figure in creating 
history in this country. So in a sense you don't 
have that neat dramatic reso lution of the tragedy, 
as you get with Sophocles or Shakespeare. Whitlam 
lives as a man to write his own history. 

STURGESS: We're really taking this to a high 
plane when you're invoking people like Sophocles 
and Shakespeare. 

TURNER: I don't see any reason to think the 
drama of Whitlam is different in kind to the 
kind of drama Shakespeare created in his Roman 
plays, "Ju lius Caesar" and so on. Those Roman 
plays are all about politics, and people are killed 
for politics. We are rather kinder, we no longer 
knife people to death, these days in politics, we 
only knife them in the metaphorical sense. But 
the kind of politics in Shakespeare's Roman 
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dramas, the nights of the long knives, Brutus and 
Caesar and so on, that's not in kind unlike what 
was happening in Canberra, and the issues were 
no greater in Shakespeare's Rome than they were 
in Canberra in 1975. I don't think that is an 
unfair comparison at all, nor do l think it is an 
unfair comparison to suggest that Whitlam is a 
genuinely tragic hero. 

STURGESS: Throughout the three circumstances 
that we' re dealing with tonight there a lso seems to 
be an incredible amount of naivety. Fighting for 
King and country, Whitlarn's own appraisal that 
the establishment weren't as bad as they turned 
out to be. 

TURNER: l think that is in a sense true, but 
almost all actors in significant historical events 
have to be in a sense optimistic, and to be opti­
mistic is in a sense to be naive, because, if you 
count them in numerical terms, the great majority 
of people involved in historical events lose. Obvi­
ously history is written more about the winners 
than about the losers, but the majority of the 
people are losers, not winners. Yet people who 
are involved in historical events are almost always 
optimistic; very few people enter onto the histori­
cal stage believing they are going to lose, other­
wise why go into it, you think you are going to 
win - and that of course is part of the tragedy. 
Optimism is in fact defeated by circumstance. 

STURGESS: Does the fact that history is mostly 
written about winners, and the fact that most of 
Australian history really is about losers, suggest 
a new way of looking at Australian history? 
Almost folkloric figures, who did in the end 
fail? 

TURNER: There's something very curious about 
the Australian character, or psyche, or whatever 
you like to cal l. it. In a sense there is a deeply 
inbuilt belief implicit in most of what's regarded 
as the classical Australian literature. If you think 
of writers like Lawson and Joseph Furphy and 
Xavier Herbert, they are taiking about losing, 
and they're trying to reconcile people to the inevi­
tability of loss. It is odd that we don 't make 
heroes of the people who've been successful. Not 
even Monash. The exploring heroes are Burke and 
Wills, and they lost. Eyre, Sturt, Stuart, the ones 
who looked like being winners at some stage or 
other, are not the heroes. There's something in 
our tradition which suggests to our people that ­
given the country we inhabit - we just have to 
live with the knowledge that we are losers. 



STURGESS: ls it tied up with the geography of 
the country? A parched ]and that doesn' t really 
belong to modern civiliza tion? 

TURNER: Yes, l think it's very tied up with the 
phys ical environment, and that is the message 
that comes through most of the writers of the 
1880s and the l 890s, running through to Herbert 
and others. I a lso think it's true to say that 
the kind of socia l structure we have created in 
Australia, and the kind of aware community that 
we have in Australia, suggests to most people 
that rea ll y the old idea of a field marshal 's baton 
in everybody's knapsack, Log Cabin to White 
House and that kind of thing, is not on in our 
society. People don't expect to win in this envi ro n­
ment. 

STURGESS: And the tradition that Australia is 
a levelling, cut down the tall poppies place, is 
that a lso rooted there? 

TURNER: Very likely, yes, though when you 
say "Cut down the tall poppies", what are we 
cutting down ? We don't cut down our sporting 
heroes, Jeff T homson or R on Barassi , or the 
great racehorses, Phar Lap, Bernborough, Gun­
synd a nd so on. T hat's almost the only area of 
Australian endeavor in which people may be 
expected to succeed. Perhaps it's in the sporting 
arena that we best celebrate ourselves and our 
nationa l pride. Here success can come to people 
from down the bottom of the social ladd er, if you 
like: it's the way in which individual excellence 
can best be fulfilled. Intellectual endeavor, I think, 
has a lways been suspect in Australia. Both politi­
calJy a nd socially, the general climate has been 
anti-intellectual , and that is one of the things 
that ran against Whitlam. He was a man of signi­
ficant intellectual quality who was bead and 
should ers, in that sense as well as physically, over 
most of the people who surround ed him, and they 
disliked him for that too. 

STURGESS: T he Kellys with thei r dash a nd style 
signified a politica l division. T hey were great 
riders, great marksmen. T here was something that 
was immediately identifiable about them, that 
people could rally towards in their mind . In the 
case of the Anzacs again you have the physical 
qualities : they could shoot and ride, and they 
were heroic. But Whitlam's different: the shots 
come from his mouth and mind, verbal ammuni­
tion. 
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TURNER: Yo u can' t really think only about the 
Kellys . You've got to go back to Ben Hall and 
Darky Gardiner and even back beyond them to 
Jack Dowling, the wild colo nia l boy, and Bold 
J ack Donohue and so on, back to the J 820s. 
There's a constant stream of social protest of a n 
individua l rather than a collective kind that runs 
through public awareness and sympathy. So it 
must be said that - as you say - it's a social 
phenomenon. They are seen essentially as men of 
action, as bushmen, as men who are incomparably 
able to deal with the natural environment, to 
surivive in it and turn it to their own purposes. 
lt 's true that Whitlam's a mmunition is verbal in 
a way that that of others wasn't, though Kelly 
verbalized a great deal - the Jerilderie Letter is 
a very Jong letter. Maybe Whitlam's shots came 
out through the mo uth , but bis magazine is 
knowledge and intelligence, and so me of the 
bullets were pretty hot - and he didn 't ma ke 
many friends when he fired those bullets. 

STURGESS: And yet people are warming to him 
as a ma n of action, in the same way as they 
warmed to the Kellys and the Anzacs? 

TURNER: T think that's true. Where people on 
his side of politics almost revered him in leader­
ship, they warm to him and make a retrospective 
hero of him in defeat. That says something 
about the Australian temperament and the Aus­
tralian culture. 

STURGESS: You 've talked about the Kellys, the 
Anzacs, the downfall of Gough Whitlam - there's 
an element of tragedy that works its way through 
a ll of these things. Writers, poets, artists like 
Sidney Nolan have been attracted to these events 
in certain circumstances. Is there tragic, heroic 
substance here fo r transference to art? 

TURN E R : I would think so. Perhaps the best 
li terary express ion of the Kelly gang is Douglas 
Stewart's verse drama, which really is a very 
acute view of his divided character . Interestingly, 
the intellectual in the drama is not Kelly but 
Joe Byrne, who makes the psychological appre­
ciation of Kelly the essential man of action, the 
leader. Oddly, there isn't anything else in litera­
ture as striking: one good novel by Leonard Mann, 
and a few good poems about the Diggers of the 
first world war, but they haven't yet found tbe 
apotheosis in literature that Stewart creates for 
Kelly. But in painting, certainly. Nolan, who is 



a great mythologist, created a mythology first of 
Kelly, later of the Anzacs, later again of some 
of the explorers. And all of Nolan's paintings of 
these significant, dominating, dramatic historic 
characters have a quality of mythmaking about 
them. Give it another four or five years and it 
wouldn't surprise me in the least if, as the Whit­
lam character acquires a patina, as it were, 
important playwrights, novelists, painters, begin 
to look at the Whitlam government as a kind of 
mythic turning point in Australian history. 

STURGESS: l am struck with the image of Whit­
lam being a kind of Huck Finn in all this -
having the opportunity to stay around to watch 
his own funeral. 

TURNER: I would very much hope that that 
happens. The most delightful circumstance that 
I could think of in that connection would be for 
the painters to paint the mythology of the Whitlam 
years, for the dramatists to write the mythology 
of the Whitlam years, and in both cases for 
Gough Whitlam to be there at the launchings, 
writing the reviews. 

STURGESS: A rare opposition, then, because 
Whitlam throughout his career has been known 
for spiking imagery. 

TURNER: [Laughs.] One of the reasons that 
Whitlam is graceful in defeat is that he has that 
blessed sense of irony in history . Perhaps in re­
flecting on his own mythology he would create a 
new mythology. Gough is not only a man about 
whom myths can be made; he's also a great myth­
maker, in the sense that mythic heroes are created 
out of great figures. Of course the myth means 
that they are writ larger than in real life, but 
that's because that's the way that people w ant 
to see them. People create myths because they 
want heroic figures with whom they can identify; 
and of course the figures come through enlarged 
and aggrandized. 

STURGESS: Did Ned Kelly cast back through 
history to find people on whom he could model 
himself? 

TURNER: Of course. Kelly casts back to the 
heroes of the Irish rebellion against the British, 
and one of the legends about the last night in the 
pub at Glenrowan, before the shoot-out, was that 
they were singing "The Wild Co lonial Boy". 
That's a straight attachment to legend - Jack 
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Dowling beginning his wild career twenty years 
before the Kellys are in the business, and of course 
Kelly has a sense of historic continuity. He has -
as did Whitlam - a sense of himself as an actor 
in an historic situation. Kelly knew that he was 
going to be a figure of history. Whitlam knew 
that he was a figure of history. You can only 
make myths about people who have that kind of 
self-consciousness, who understand themselves as 
histc ric actors. 

STURGESS: Jn fact if we look back to the J eril­
derie Letter we see a paraphrasing of some of 
the rebellio us history that was written beforehand , 
and Kelly taking on in direct identification. 

TURNER : Kelly goes back in the Jerilderie Let­
ter, his major public statement, to two closely 
connected prime sources. One is to the wrongs 
of T reland , the small Irish peasant against the big 
English landlord and the English establishment; 
and the other is straight through to ballads like 
"Moreton Bay", which sing about the experiences 
of Irish convicts under the English colonia l estab­
lishment in convict Australia. There is that sense 
of historical continuity in Kelly - he knew he 
was a man who belonged to a particular part of 
history, and his part of history was the dis­
possessed Lrish peasant, struggling to become a 
small landholder in the Greta-G lenrowan area. 
If you look at research into the close network of 
Kelly sympathisers, and there's some of that 
just recently published, it's quite clear that the 
Kelly sympathisers also belonged to that milieu. 
The world of Kelly is the world of the Irish rebel , 
of the individual hero, of what the English his­
torian Eric Hobsbawm would call the primitive 
rebel, the pre-industrial rebel , like Guiliano the 
Sicilian bandit, or Taras Bulba, the Ukrainian 
bandit, who comes out of a small-ho lding, peasant 
community, and who sees the answer to social 
problems in individual terms, who sees the social 
fight as being an individual fight rather than a 
collective fight. As John Manifold once put it 
in a ballad , "It's a thousand like Ned Kelly who 
will raise the flag of stars". 

STURGESS: Jumping forward , Whitlam of course 
saw himself as part of a consensus leadership. 
Does Whitlam have any of that feeling about 
himself. that he's an individual rebel ? 

TURNER: No, that's not open to people who 
are involved in that kind of politics in Australia 
at the moment. You do get individual rebels in 



Australian politics, but they're not in the parlia­
ments but underground somewhere in the counter­
culture, or Jiving up at Nimbin, Tweed Heads or 
on the Atherton Tablelands. I don't really believe 
these people have dropped out of society. They 
just have a different set of social values, which 
they express in their own kind of way. But indivi­
dual rebeliion is not open to anybody who like 
Whitlain was involved in the mainstream of 
politics, and very good at it. 

STURGESS: This sense you were talking about, 
of Kelly and Whitlam being historical actors, self­
consciously pursuing a historical stance. This is 
true of some of the anti-heroes too; and I'm think­
ing for instance of Sir John Kerr, who obviously 
saw himself in the heroic tradition of stepping 
into history and ordering it to his own circum­
stances. He saw himself as an actor in a par­
ticular historical situation - and yet we don't 
regard him in the same light as Whitlam. 

TURNER: l think that's true. I think Kerr saw 
himself as a person who was playing out an 
historic role, who was intervening in the historic 
process and making his mark on that process -
and, in a sense, that's fair enough, because the 
action that he took (with whatever help from 
his friends, to borrow from the Beatles) did in 
fact very significantly change the course of Aus­
tralian history. But I would be very doubtful 
indeed if Kerr will be seen by the people who 
mythologise our history as a hero figure. (I'm 
rather less certain about the people who write 
our history.} Of the three main actors - Sir 
John Kerr, Malcolm Fraser and Gough Whitlam 
- the one who will emerge as the hero figure for 
the mythologizers will undoubtedly be Whitlam. 

STURGESS: Why do we characterise one in heroi\: 
terms, as striding out into history, taking on all-­
before him and gloriously failing, and the other 
more or less as a comic knockabout figure who 
stepped into history but buried himself doing so. 

TURNER: I think because Sir John Kerr emerges 
from that whole episode as the man with the 
dagger behind the arras. He's the Byzantine 
conspirator; he's the classic assassinator of the 
pattern of Medici Florence, rather than the man 
who stands in the public eye. He's Brutus if you 
like. He's the behind-the-scenes man who pre­
pares his weapons, who sharpens his sword , who 
barbs his arrows or mixes his poisons in secrecy, 
and who then constructs a situation in which he 
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can use them. And that's not a heroic role. I think 
the hero under those circumstances is the victim. 
ln a way it's back to the old theme of the hero 
in defeat. 

STURGESS: l don't know if this fits in with the 
Anzacs and I suppose it doesn't, but certainly with 
regard to Kelly and with regard to Whitlam we 
see very clearly the influence of conservative 
judges on our history, people who have changed 
historical circumstances, who are involved with 
the legal process. In Kelly's case, of course, it 
was Judge Barry, in Whitlam's case it was the 
Governor-General. 

TURNER: It's very hard for a conservative to 
be a hero, because what conservatism is all about 
is preserving existing circumstances, and that's 
not a very daring nor a very heroic stance to 
adopt. The heroes are always the people who want 
to change things. And very often the heroes who 
want to change things are the people who are 
defeated in seeking those changes. If you think 
back through the long tradition of the Labor 
movement - right back to peasant rebellions, 
Jack Cade and so on - you see what I mean. 
You might have to make exceptions in the radical 
movement in terms of people who headed suc­
cessful revolutions like Lenin and Mao Tse-tung, 
but that raises another question of whether their 
revolutions were later on betrayed, but I don't 
think we want to get into that area. The con­
servative movement doesn't have many great 
heroes except military figures who are fighting 
for the Empire. Sir Francis Drake, Lord Nelson, 
the Duke of Wellington and people like that be­
came heroes of conservatism. T he radical move­
ment's heroes are the people who sought change, 
or who headed movements for change and who 
very often were destroyed - or partly destroyed 
themselves. 

STURGESS: Do you think there's some kind of 
danger in this - that through the process of 
mythologizing, we build up these people into an 
importance that they simply don't have? Is a 
figure like John Kerr or Redmond Barry far more 
influential across the broad spread of history 
than somebody like Whitlam? 

TURNER: Barry sent Kelly to the noose after 
he'd been found guilty by the jury. Kerr sent 
Whitlam to the parliamentary noose after he'd 
not been found guilty by anybody - except, of 
course, the Opposition in Parliament, and perhaps 



the public opinion polls at that moment. So if 
you're looking at what actually happened at that 
time, yes. What the mythology is about is not 
what happened at the time but what people want 
to believe in; and what they want to believe in, 
in a sense, conditions the way in which they are 
going to act. So therefore what becomes important 
is not so much the historical reality of the past, 
but the present consequences of the myth which 
is created about those past events. It's not the 
past events which determine what is going to 
happen today, it's the myths about those past 
events, the beliefs about the past events, the kind 
of hero figures who've been plucked out of the 
past so that people may find a guide for their 
actions in the present. That's what's important-,­
about the myths. The relationship between the 
past reality and the present myth is of course 
interesting to historians, but also equally inter­
esting to those of us who are concerned with 
contemporary events are the present consequences 
of what -people believe to be the case about the 
past. 

STURGESS: Isn't there a danger that in ordering 
their lives around myth people will overstate, 
over-react, be let down because of their casting 
back to the past? 

TURNER: No, it's not a danger. It could only 
become a danger if the myths of the past led 
people to believe that they were in some way or 
other invincible. 1 don't think there's any real 
danger of Australian mythology leading people 
to believe they are invincible, or that they are 
going to be carried to victory. If you believe in 
the kinds of value embodied in the mythology of 
Whitlam, for example, this comes out as saying 
"Here was an heroic figure who was trying to do 
his best for the common man but who was de­
feated by the forces of the establishment." That 
myth, then, is used in contemporary circumstances 
as a basis on which people can build a new move­
ment directed towards the goals and ambitions of 
the common man, so the myth is not bad at all 
if you're on that side of politics - as I am. As 

_ an historian I have an intellectual interest in the 
relationship between tbe reality and the myth, 
but as a political activist J support that kind of 
myth because it contributes to values that I per­
sonally share. 

STURGESS: So when Ned Kelly said in the court 
room that he would come back to claim justice, 
when Whitlam on the steps of the Parliament 
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said that no one would save the Governor-General, 
could both have been right? 

TURNER: I don't know - history will judge 
that. But they both felt themselves to be parts 
of an historical process which asserted the rights 
of the common man against the rights of wealth, 
property, prestige, political power and the estab­
lishment. Tf you ask me to judge whether the 
rights of the common man will ever prevail against 
the rights of the establishment, I can on ly reply 
"Let's suck it and see." But I know which side 
I'm on. I don't have any magic prescription for 
success, and l certainly don't have any guarantee 
that my side of politics is going to win in the 
long run. l don't know. 

STURGESS: We've talked about Whitlam as an 
heroic failure, somebody who's striving against 
impossible odds, but if we're to judge the Whitlam 
Government as a whole, as we did with the 
Anzacs, there are a lot who emerged with less 
heroism than Whit lam, people who in the normal 
course of events should have been revered as 
folk heroes. One of those people, of course, is 
Jim Cairns. 

TURNER: I don't think of Whitlam as an heroic 
failure, I think of Whitlam as being heroic in 
defeat. I don't think of his being a failure at 
all. He had enormous successes and enormous 
achievements and in part his defeat was caused 
by the magnitude of his own successes and his 
own achievements because they threatened all 
sorts of established positions in Australian society. 
Cairns is a quite different kind of character, and 
also a figure around which I think mythologies 
will be built. Cairns grew to enormous stature 
in the 1969-72 period because he was almost the 
only man in Australia who could bring together 
the whole of the anti-Vietnam movement, sec­
tions as diverse as disaffected Liberals who were 
moving towards the Australia Party on the right 
wing of the anti-Vietnam movement, and as 
Maoists who really wanted to turn the anti­
Vietnam movement into a revolutionary move­
ment against Australian capitalism, on the far 
left. Jim could pull all those things together and 
could stand as the symbol of a coherent and 
united movement, despite the diversities contained 
within that movement. Jim emerged as a person 
of tremendous stature, but quite different from 
Whitlam. Jim's stature came from his capacity 
to clarify issues - if you like, to simplify issues, 
to make the single issue of the Vietnam involve-



ment alive in the minds of a very wide section 
of the Australian public, and to get them out on 
the streets and into action on that one issue. His 
thinking didn't have the kind of subtlety that 
Whitlam's thinking had, and in a sense it didn't 
have the multi-faceted quality that Whitlam's 
had. In my judgement, when Jim was in leading 
positions in Cabinet as Treasurer and Acting 
Prime Minister he was in a sense a victim of his 
own kindness. He trusted people too easily. He 
was not critical enough of the people around 
him, or of the people who submitted ideas to 
him. He didn't think in complex ways, he was a 
much more simple man than Whitlam. Whitlam 
is a very complex character indeed. But they 
both have a heroic quality. One of the things 
that's very interesting about Cairns is that in his 
dropping out of parliamentary activity, the growth 
of his belief that parliamentary politics is not a 
real way of solving society's problems, hjs move­
ment back to personalist-individualist solutions, 
these lead him back to the kind of individual pro­
test that the bushrangers were all about. Perhaps 
in the long term the kind of ideology that Jim 
now professes will be seen as prefiguring something 
very important in the kind of future towards which 
we are moving, as technology changes the whole 
fabric of society, our attitudes to work, to leisure 
and to individual self-fulfillment as against ful• 
fillment in a work process or in a power structure. 
I've got a guess that Jim will seem to be very 
important in the future in that respect too. But 
his immediate heroism is certainly the heroism of 
the man who could crystallize and bring into 
action one simple, central, overwhelmingly im­
portant issue, like the issue of Vietnam. That 
makes him a different sort of hero, though 1 think 
he's a hero too. 

STURGESS: You don't think that, where Cairns 
is concerned, the concept of hero is beaten down._ 
to a far greater extent than in the case of Whitlam 
- Cairns emerged bruised and bloodied from the 
years of the Whitlarn government, to an extent 
that Whitlam didn't. 

TURNER: Both Cairns and Whitlam have a very 
deep conviction that what they were doing was 
right. Cairns as the leader of a mass movement, 
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Whitlam as the supremely confident, for a time 
successful and imaginative, politician working 
through the parliamentary process - both had 
the capacity to convince a large number of Aus­
tralians that they were right, and to capture their 
imagination for the movements they were heading, 
each in their own ways. They're parallel rather 
than competing figures: both are contributing 
towards the same kind of end in terms of the 
political process, but each is operating in a 
different kind of political environment, with a 
different view of what the political process is all 
about. But both are heroic figures . 

STURGESS: Kelly, Whitlam, Cairns - with these 
we are talking about individuals. But the Anzac 
tradition is lumped together. Are there any indi­
viduals within this tradition that can be singled 
out for special treatment? 

TURNER: I think no. l think the Anzacs were 
probably fighting in the wrong war at the wrong 
time, they were conned into fighting the most 
bloody of all wars in terms of the individual 
soldier, by people whose motives the men in 
the trenches had no way of knowing about: I 
think that we have a collective hero here. The 
heroic figure there is the Digger who comes 
through in the cartoons of the time: Lance Mattin­
son, Cec Hart, Will Dyson, the black-and-white 
artists who were actually drawing the Diggers in 
the trenches at the time. They're not drawing 
officers, or even NCOs - they're drawing the 
private soldier, and he's the heroic figure, the 
undifferentiated figure, with his own attitude to 
the war, his own attitude to life and his own 
attitude to death. "Next thing you'll be wanting 
flowers on your grave! " - it's that kind of atti­
tude. A sardonic acceptance of awful reality. The 
generals aren't the heroes, not even the VC win­
ners are the heroes, though I suppose in a sense 
Albert Jacka emerges as something of a hero 
figure. But the real heroic figure is the common 
soldier of the first AIF. And of course that is 
different. Whitlam and Cairns are both heroes 
in that they symbolise a big popular movement, 
and that places them closer to the Diggers than 
it does to say the bushrangers. 



r··- ---- --- --------- ------ - - ---- · 
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ERIC WESTBROOK F. w. 

It has been said. and supporting evidence is easily 
fo und, that the most difficult character for a 
novelist or a dramatist to create, and sustain, is 
that of a morally and socially good man or 
woman. Such fictional people, meant to be kindly 
and reliable, turn sour under the pen and be­
come infuriating prigs, while truth and decency 
make nausea rise in the reader's throat, to be 
cleared only by a draught of good sharp villainy. 
So also, in writing of 'real ' people, we are often 
aware of the cynic whispering over our shoulder 
that nobody can be so boringly good as that, and 
that if we can add just a modicum of vice or 
bastardry then the portrait will leap more readily 
and interestingly from the page. It is eas ier to 
write about Wagner as a man than to make 
Schubert more than a chubby, short-lived angel. 
The failure to finish one symphony (if it was even 
meant to be finished) can hardly be made into a 
gripping drama of human fallibility . 

Given all that, I am now to write about a man 
who is not only one of Australia's finest living 
painters, but who would be treated with respect 
and admiration if he were not. The envious and 
destructive, who keep in training by daily wo-rk­
outs in pubs or on paper, have found few are~s­
in his achievement or behavior upon which to 
practise their skills, although he has not reached 
middle-age without scars, for what are a few lies 
among enemies? All of which is a little unnerving. 
So why not settle for a few jokey remarks about 
his figure, balanced by some routine observations 
on his rediscovery of the gum tree, and call it a 
day? The reason why I will not do this is perhaps 
perverse, but T find myself, for the first time in 
this series, irritated by, and in disagreement with, 
my brilliant colleague on the opposite page. He 
has given us not a man, but a cleverly designed 
ca ptive balloon floating above a grey and bumpy 
terrain rather curiously scattered with balls of 
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wool stuck on knitting needles as if abandoned 
by a routed and retreating army of maiden aunts. 
So he has spurred me to correct his portrait, 
knowing full well of the risk of making another 
which is just as distorted, if in a different way. 

It seems highly probable that our subject would 
be the first to describe his build as bulky, but the 
last to realise the considerable dignity and un­
deniable presence which sets him apart in a room 
full of handsome and active self-stylists. Seen from 
behind, or at the first undemanding glance in a 
tram, his profession would not announce itself. 
Perhaps an engineer, a woodwork instructor or a 
tuba player, for he has the build of a man able 
to handle difficult and complex tools cleanly and 
with authority. This may be a legacy of the years 
during which he sustained himself as a maker of 
excellent picture-frames. 

Like many who came to maturity in the 
1950s, and who do not wish to chase a generation 
which they can never catch, he is clean-shaven. In 
any case, the face is not one which would sit com­
fortably under a beard or moustache. The crisp 
hair is cut short, and conspicuously fails to meet 
the collar of the white shirt or that of the un­
fashionable tweed sports jacket. 

But it is the face which matters. This has obvi­
ously presided over the making of innumerably 
delicate decisions, and knows the pain when a 
touch of paint or an etched line will not coincide 
exactly with the image lying behind the eyes. It 
has nothing of the release which masks those who 
work on the wilder shores of expressionism. At 
times it is glazed with the strain of success or 
ill-health, and then it folds itself around the eyes 
as though to escape from one or other of these 
burdens. Success has demanded a heavy repay­
ment in social appearances and service on com­
mittees, and these have perhaps been made too 
readily and at too high a rate of interest. And 



yet on a committee decisions are made firmly 
after proper consideration, and the reasons spelled 
out in the light and unexpectedly high voice. As a 
judge or buyer of art objects his choice is often 
unfashionable, but seen in the light of his own 
work sometimes inevitable. 

His own output has been large, with a high 
ratio of success to failure. Perhaps he destroys a 
great deal. In considering the work it is im­
portant to recognise certain events in his back­
ground. Af'.er a period at the National Gallery 
Art School, he worked with George Bell, who 
might be (:aid, like the now almost forgotten 
Englishman Glyn Philpot, R.A ., to have been 
frightened out of the mediocre by the shade of 
Cezanne. If this was so he passed on the fear ~9f 
this god to the best of his students. After Bell 
it was London for six years from 1950. T hese were 
the years of the Euston Road Group and the re­
discovery of Walter Sickert, fo r which, in large 
part, they were responsible. Sickert is obviously 
present in the etchings of tawdry and grotesque 
performers and street 'characters' which were 
made in London from about 1954. The old wan­
derer travelled also as a painter in the aesthetic 
baggage of the young one on the return to Mel­
bourne. But Sickert had to wait in the wings as 
he had done so often before while Cezanne was 
worked out of the system (e.g. "The Charcoal 
Burner" in the National Gallery of Victoria) in a 
group of paintings which are now probably under­
rated. It might be noted here that in Bernard 
Smith's A 1tstralian Painting, first published in 
1962, and reprinted in 1965, the arti st is included 
with Charles Bush, R onald Greenaway and Ellen 
Rubbo on the last-but-one page as having "pro­
duced noteworthy work". None of this work is 
illustrated . 

But the You-yangs are not the Montagne Ste 
Victoire, and Sickert was on hand to help with 
the new materia l. Always helpful , he brought as 
part of the team his own mentors, Whistler and 
the Japanese. A delicious sense of unified surface 
punctuated with superbly placed accents now 
drove out the broken planes of Cezanne, if they 
retained as a bonus the almost agonized touch of 
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the later water colors. Whistler provided a new 
economy in the etchings and, with the Japanese, 
a sense of spacing, which had been lost in Aus­
tralian landscape painting since the Heidelberg 
School. These influences, absorbed almost un­
consciously, produced landscapes the truth and 
integrity of which have been measured on the one 
hand by the Sunday driver who points them out 
to his wife, and on the other in the exhibition in 
which (to initial screams of protest) the National 
Gallery of Victoria mixed them with early 
Streetons. Here was not only the evidence of a 
continuing landscape tradition, but an acknow­
ledgement of the common debt to Asia through 
Whistler. At times the extreme reduction of con­
tent in the landscapes may have resurrected the 
old jibe of " less and less being shown more and 
more beautifully - soon nothing will be shown 
sup::orbly", but always when the edge had been 
reached the richness came back. In more recent 
works the limitation of color which paralleled 
the reduction of forms has been rejected in favor 
of an almost ferocious blaze, which excitingly is 
still to be resolved. 

lt was perhaps inevitable that after so long 
a pictorial, hermit-like existence, in a place where 
no human being or animal intruded , that either 
the arti st or his admirers should suggest that he 
should paint a portrait. There are now several of 
thc:-se, and it seems that portraits will continue to 
fo rm a part - if a limited one - of the output. 
It must be said that they are very curious objects. 
The abrupt, capricious and even perverse drawing 
of early etchings has come back often in the form 
of ~trangely reduced and twisted limbs. The paint 
has a new density which, a longside the nervous 
yet inevitable touch of the best landscapes, looks 
a lmost overworked . With their strange solemnity 
these portraits have a perception which mak~ 
many other Australian 'face pictures' look skit­
tish and trivial. It is too early to make large 
claims for what is at present a small group of 
works, but it is just possible that, as the artist 
comes up to the magic age of sixty, these images 
will be seen to be at least junior members of 
Goya's family. 



DON wATsoN Bibliography of Ian Turner 

UnavoiclabLy, the list of Ian T111'ner's piiblishecl works below cloes not incliide 
man y of his newspaper artitles and reviews ancl his anonymous or 'ghost eel' 
works. To cite j11 st one example, a biographer ,wo nlcl have to cons1ilt the pitblica­
ti ons of the V ·ictorian ALP for m uch of Tnrne·1· ' s poi-itical wri ting since the late 
1960s. I t is likely that in com piling this bibliography w e have overloolcecl some 
m,ajor ai-ticles, ancl readers are invitecl to correct ciny oversights ancl errors. Of 
c01irse, no bibliogmpy coulcl do creclit to the help I an T1irn e1· gave stiiclents ancl 
other writers; but .while it is no meas 11 re of his infl1wnce, it t estifies as eLoq1iently 
as most othe1· r ecords co 11.lcl to the unconimon range of I an T urner's interests 
ancl t o t he extent of his conti-ib ution. to .A. 1istraZ.ian letters ancl A1istro,l,ia.n intel­
lectncil life. It ems by Ian Turner p11bl-ishecl in this i ss1w of Ove1'lancl are not 
inclnclecl in th·is b1:bz1·ography , i11 th e constn1ct-ion of .which L eonie Sanclercock 
gave valuable assistance. 

BOOKS 
I nclirstrial Labow1· and Poli t-ics, The Labo1w 

j_l!Jovement in Eastern Anstralia 1900-1 921. 
ANU Press, Canberra 1965. Revised edition, 
Hale & Iremonger, Sydney 1979. 

Sydney 's H11niing, Heinemann, Melbourne 1967. 
Revised edition, Alpha Books, Sydney 1969. 

The Great D epression (with L. J. Louis, eds.) 
Cassell, Sydney 1968. 

The A11stralimi Dream (ed.), Sun Books, Mel­
bourne 1968. 

Ci1iclel'ella Dressed •in Y ella, Heinemann Educa­
tional Australia, Melbourne 1969. Revised edi­
tion, with June Factor and Wendy Lowenstein, 
Heinemann Educational, Melbourne 1978. 

P et er Lalo1 ·, OUP, Melbourne 1974. (Great Au·s­
tralians series.) 

I n Union •is Strength. A H isto1·y of Trncle Unions 
in A1istrnl1:a 1788-1 974, Nelson, Melbourne 
1976. New edition, Nelson, 1979. 

ARTICLES, CHAPTERS, INTRODUCTIONS, 
REVIEWS 
Th e variet y of Tl!'mer 's w l' ili11y •was such that it 
seem ed impossible to arran ge the bibliogrnphy 
along subject lines withont sp1·eacling the matte•1· 
too unevenly. The c.hronologi cal aJ"rangenient 
may be mi:ldiy inconvenient for those seeking an 
instant reference, bnt it has the -aclvanfoge of 
giving an inclicati o11 of the cle-velopment of 
T11nie1·'s interests. 
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1945 
"The function of a Labor Club", Shop, vol. 1, 
no. 3, 1945. 

1946 
"What is the Labor Club?", Shop, vol. 2, no. 1, 
March, 1946 (with Geoff Serle). 
"Mr. Anderson and the 'Rule of Law'", Shop, 
vol. 2, no. I , 1946. 
"Faith, Hope, Charity and Mr. Jenkin", S hop, 
vol. 2, no. 1, 1946. 
"Anniversary of Spain's Sorrows", S hop, vol. 2, 
no. 4, 1946. 

1947 
"The Growth of Film Documentary", Jl!Ielbon1·n e 
Univ ersity J.l!lagazine, 1947, pp. 82-7. 

1948 
"Communist Policy", Fcirrago, 20 April 1948. 

1954 
Review of The Tracks W e 1'r.av el, edited by 
S. Murray-Smith, R ealist Writ er , no. 8, Dec. 
1953-Jan. 1954, pp. 21-3. 
"The Life and Times of Tom Collins", C01n-
1111rn1:st R eview, no. 150, June 1954, pp. 170-74. 

1955 
"Perspective on History" (Review of N at·ional 
P o1·trm:ts by Vance Palmer; B eneath the S01dh­
ern Cross by Helen Palmer; and The F irst 
I-Innclrecl Y ears by Helen Palmer and Jessie 
McLeod), Overland, no. 3, Autumn 1955, pp. 
20-1. 



1956 
"The Quiet American" (Review of '['he Quiet 
A m erican by Graham Greene}, Overlo,nd, no. 
7, July 1956, p . 31. 
"The Necessity of Freedom : a discussion of 
the novels of James Aldridge", Overlcincl, no. 8, 
Nov. 1956, pp. 21 -4. 

1957 
"Bunyip's not always a joke" (review of The 
Bnnyip at B an iey's E lbow by Brian James), 
Overlcmd, no. 10, Sept. 1957, pp. 33-4. (Re­
printed in S. Murray-Smith (ed .), An Ove·rlancl 
J"Jlf uster, Brisbane 1956, pp. 47-50.) 

1958 
"New Fashions in Australian History" (Review 
article dealing with Ansfra,lia : A Social cmcl 
P oli t iccil I-Iisto1·y, edited by Gordon Greenwood; 
The Austi-alicin Commonwealth by Brian Fitz'­
patrick; and S o1irces of 1-histralian H istory, 
edited by Manning Clark.) Ovedumd, no. 11, 
Jan. 1958, pp. 23-5. 
"The Parable of Voss" (Review of 11 oss by Pat­
rick White) . Overland, no. 12, June 1958, pp. 
36-7. (Reprinted in An Overland Mnster. ) 
"Richard Beynon and 'The Shifting Heart' ", 
Overland, no. 12, June 1958, pp. 16-17. (Inter­
view with Richard Beynon.) 
"The Challenge of the D.L.P.", Ou tlook , vol. 2, 
no. 5, Sept. 1958, pp. 4-8. 
"The Nature and Significance of Labour", Ou t ­
look, vol. 2, no. 6, Nov. 1958, p . 15. 

1959 
"Counter to Stagnation", Ontlook, vol. 3, no. 1, 
Jan. 1959, pp. 8-10. (A comment on John Bur­
ton and the socialist o bjective.) 
"The Life of the Legend", Ove'l"lan cl, no. 16, 
Dec. 1959, pp. 25-30. (Review article dealing 
with The A ustrnl ian L egend by Russel Ward, 
and The Malci11g of t he A. nstrnlicms by A. E. 
Mander.) 

1960 
"The Stagnant Society", Ontloo k, vol. 4, no. 3, 
June 1960, pp. 12-14. 
"Above the Snow-line. The Sociology of C. P. 
Snow", Ove1'lancl, no. 18, Aug. 1960, p. 37-43. 
Review of '!.'he S hop Stewai·ds' 111ovement and 
Tr oi·lcen ·' Co ntrol, by Branko Pribieevie, A us­
trnlian J owrnal of Politics and I-Iido·1·y, vol. 6, 
no. 2, Nov. 1960, pp. 123-24. 
"The Politics of Labor" (Review article discuss­
ing Ra cl ica,l cin cl W orking Class P olit ics by 
Robin Golian ; The A usfralian L abo1· Move­
m ent, edited by Lloyd Churchward ; Catholic 
Action ancl P oli t ,ics, by T om Truman; and 
Trade Unio ns in A ustrnl-ia, by D . W. R awson.) 
Overland, no. 19, Dec. 1960, pp. 39-41. 
"Letter to Joseph Furphy", Overland, no. 19, 
Dec. 1960, p. 47. 
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1961 
"Moscow and Peking - War or Co-existence?" 
A.nstralian Qncwl:erly, vol. 23, no. 1, March 
1961 , pp. 46-59. 
"An Alternative Foreign Policy" , Outlook, vol. 
5, no. 2, April 1961 , pp. 6-13 . 
"Catholics and the Free Society" . (Review of 
Catholics .and the F ree Society by Henry 
Mayer), Overla.ncl, no. 21 , August 1961, pp. 51-2. 
"The Orr Case" (review of Orr by W. H . C. 
Eddy), Ov erland, no. 21 , August 1961. pp. 41-3. 
"Lewis Horton L ooks at Sydney", Ovei-lancl, 
no. 21 , pp. 24-28 . (Photo-journalism by H orton 
with an introduction by Turner.) 
Review of Soviet P ol,icy To·wci1·ci t he Balti c: 
State1S by A. N. Tarulis, Anstral-ian Ou tlook, 
vol. l 5, no. 2, l 962, pp. 208-10. 

1962 
"A Reflection on Violence" (review of 'J. 'he 
S tuart Case by K. S. Inglis), A ustralian B ook 
Rev iew, vol. 1, No. 4, Feb. 1962, p. 51. 
"Ends of Empire : New Guinea H ook", Ou tlook , 
vol. 6, no. 2, April 1962, pp. 3-5. 
"Legend into Myth. A recent book on Sidney 
Nolan". (Review of s ,iclney Nola11, by Kenneth 
Clark, et al.), o ,verlcmd, no-. 23, April, 1962. 
"Socialist Political Tactics 1900-1920", Labuur 
History , no. 2, May 1962, pp. 5-25 . 
Review of The Colonial J"Jlh1 istrel by Hugh 
Anderson, Jhsto1·ical S tudies, vol. 10, no. 38, 
1962, pp. 249-50. 
"Socialists and the A.L.P.", Outlook, vol. 6, 
no. 3, June 1962, pp. 9-11. 
"Aborigines: From Phi!Jip to Hasluck", Ou t ­
look, vol. 6, no. 4, August 1962, pp. 6-9 . 
"Australia - a beginning and an end" (review 
article dealing with A I-Iist01 ·y of A ustralia, 
vol. 1, by Manning Clark; and Anstrnl·ian Civi­
l ization, edited by Peter Coleman), Ov erland, 
no. 24, Sept. 1962, pp. 41-42. 
"The H-Bomb in Australia" , Ou tlook , vol. 6, 
no. I , Dec. 1962, pp. 3-5. (Nuclear bases in 
Australia.) 

1963 
"Colonial Lives" (review of J ournal of a 11 oyaye 
t o New So ut h Wales, by John White; R emark/; 
on a Pa1S1Sage to Bota11y B ay, 1787-1 792, by 
James Scott ; Ou t of the S hadow : '!. 'he Career 
of J ohn P ciscof Fa wlrner by Hugh Anderson ; 
J ohn l{natchbull: f rom Qnai-terclecl,· to Gal­
lows, by Colin Roderick ; and llery Strnnge 
T ale:, : the T11 rbnlen t Times of Sa1n11el ll1a1·s­
clen by Bill Wannan), o ,verlancl, nos. 27-28, 
July-Sept. 1963, pp. 55 -7. 
Review of The One B ig U-nion, 1918-1 923, by 
Tan Bedford , Labour I-Iist o1·y, no. 5, Nov. 1963, 
pp. 65-7. 



1964 
Review of The Pattern of Aiistrali,ein Ciilture 
by A. L. McLeod, A11stralian Book R eview, 
vol. 3, March 1964, pp. 98-9. 
"Conflicting Conceptions of a University", 
Arena, no. 3, Autumn 1964, pp. 4-7. 
"All that Glittered" (review of The Golde11 A ge 
by Geoffrey Serie), Overlancl, no. 29, April 
J 964, pp. 58-9. 
"Aboriginal Bibliography" (review of Bibl1·0-
graphy of t he A ustralian Abur·igi11es mid the 
Nativ e Peovles of t li e Torres Strait to 1959 
by John Greenway), Ovrrlw11d, no. 29, April 
1964, p. 55 . 
"My mother said I never should", A11sfralirm 
Tradition, vol. 1, no. 3, July 1964, pp. 3-6. 
"The two Faces of Censorship", Ontloolr , vol. 
8, no. 4, August 1964, pp. 9-11. 
"The Vanishing Alternative?", Outlook, vol. 3, 
no. 5, Oct. J 964, pp. 6-8. (Australian foreign 
policy.) 
"The Culture of the Intelligentsia", Arena, no. 
5, Spring 1964, pp. 8-12. 
"The Social Setting" , in G. Dutton (ed.), 1'h e 
Lderature of Australia, Penguin , 1964. 

1965 
"Trends in Aboriginal Research- three recent 
books" (review article discussing Australian 
Aboriginal Studies conference papers published 
by the Australian Institute of Aboriginal 
Studies; A ustralian Abor·ig1:nal A rt, edited by 
R. M. Berndt; and Assi1n1:lat1'011,: Part Abor·i­
gines 1:11 Sonth A11stralfo by Fay Gale), Over­
land, no. 31, March 1965, pp. 41-3. 
"I said the Bligh" (review of Who Cansed t he 
Jllfotiny on the B o1tnty ? by Madge Darby), 
A1tstralian B ook R eV1·ew, vol. 4, no. 9, July 
1965, p. 180. 
"The Lonely Hero" (review of N eel K elly: 27 
Paintings by Siclney Nolan, edited by Robert 
Melville}, Overlancl, no. 32, August 1965, pp. 
48-9, 
Review of Harry Hollancl, Militant So ciali;, 
by P. I. O'Farrell , Historical Shtclies, vol. 12, 
no. 45, 1965, p, 139. 
"Who's Establishment?", Dissent, no. 15, Spring 
1965, p. 42 (Knoepfelmacher case). 
" Brownie McGee and Sonny Terry", A11stralia11 
Traclition, vol. 2, no. 3, Nov. 1965. 
"Why Australia is in Vietnam", Unded Asia, 
vol. 17, Nov.-Dec. 1965, pp. 385-87. 
Review of Simply H mnan B eings by E. G. 
Docker, Anstralian J mwnal of Politics and 
H istory, vol. 11 , no. 3, Dec. 1965, pp. 404-05 . 
Symposium on "Power in Australia" (articles 
by Turner, Hugo Wolfsohn and Sol Ence!), 
Arena, no. 6, Summer 1965, pp. 4-7. 
"Intellectuals in Australian Life", Overland, 
no. 33, Dec. 1965, pp. 30-32. 
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"The Split in Australian Communism", in 
I . D. B. Miller and T . H. Rigby, 1'he Disinte­
grating 111.onolith: Pliwalist Trends in the 
Communist vY 01·lcl, A.N.U. Press, 1965. 
"Australian Letters" (with Bruce Beaver), 
Landfall, vol. 19, Dec. 1965, pp. 368-75 . 

1966 
"The Retreat from Reason" (Godzone series 
1). Meanj1'n, vol. 25, no. 2, 1966, pp. 133-43. 
Review of Wayne G., Broehl, Jr. , The JJ,J ally 
J)fag11fres ,- and Arthur H . Lewis, Lament for 
th e Molly Maguii'es , Lab011r ]-£,,;story, no. I 0, 
May 1966, pp. 57-9. 
"Socialist History and the Socialist Historian , 
A rena, no. 11 , Summer 1966, pp. 11 -1 9. 
"Ten Years of Australian Folklore", A11stralian 
Tradition; Part 1, vol. 3, no. 1, March 1966, 
pp. 7-8; Part 2, vol. 3, no. 2, June 1966, pp. 
19-21. 
"Living with Asia", Outlook, vol. 10, no. 1, 
1966, pp. 21-2. (Discussion of Jim Cairns' book.) 
"Norman's Tdols" (review of The Scribblings of 
an Jelle Mincl by Norman Lindsay}, A1istral1'an 
B ook Review, vol. 6, nos. 2 & 3, Dec. 1966-
Jan. 1967, p. 23. 
"Many Lives" (Review of Bnice of Melbonrne 
by Cecil Edwards; Aiistralian Citizen by Rohan 
Rivett; Qantas Rising by Sir Hudson Fysh; 
Anstralian Dem ocrnt by Bruce Mansfield ; 
Dewiel Syme by C. E . Sayers; T hom,as P eel of 
Swan River by Alexandra Hasluck; and The 
Pitcairners by R . B. Nicholson), Overfond, no. 
34, May 1966, pp. 48-9. 

1967 
"The Growth of Melbourne", in P. Troy (ed.), 
Urban R edev elopment in Anstralia, Canberra, 
1967. (Revised version in J . W. McCarty and 
C. B. Schedvin (eds.), A11sfralfon Capi tal CiMes, 
Sydney, 1978.) 
"Monash Students and the N.L.F.", Outlook, 
vol. 11, no. 5, October 1967, p. 24. 
"The Great Australian Game" (review of The 
Coach from the City by Alan O'Toole, and 
D ynamfr Football: A Giiicle to Fitness by 
A W. Willee), Overlcmcl, no. 37, October 1967, 
pp. 47-8. 

1968 
Introduction to A Short H istory of t he Aiis­
tralfrtn Labour Movem ent, by Brian Fitzpatrick, 
3rd edition, Macmillan, 1968. 
"The Pen and the Sword. Soviet Writers and 
Freedom of Expression". Overlancl, no. 38, 
March 1968, pp. 25-6. (Unsigned but written 
by Ian Turner.), 
"The Temperament _ of Generations: The Poli­
tics of Action", M eanjin, vol. 27, no. 1, 1968, 
pp. 106-08. 
"Australian Rules Football and its Language", 
A ustralian Tracl-ition. no. 18, December 1968. 



1969 
··Four Concepts of Democracy", .A.iistralian 
1-tationalist, vol. 1, no. 3, 1969, pp. 7-12. 
··swinging London", OverlC/111,cl, no. 42, Spring 
1969, pp. 29-30. 
"Popular Amusements of the 1850s", .A.iistralia1i 
T radition, no. 2, Dec. 1969. 

1970 
"The Significance of the Russian Revolution", 
in Eugene Kamenka (ed.), '1'he World in R evo­
lntion? Th e U11 i1;ei·si.ty L ectnres, 1970, Can­
berra 1970. 
"Manning Clark: history and the voice of 
prophecy", Ov erland, no. 44, Winter 1970, pp. 
13-20. 
"T owards Respectability" (review of the Aus­
tralian Dictionary of B iography, ed. Douglas 
Pike, vol. 3) Overlan d, no. 45, Autumn 1970, 
p. 51. 
•'The Game" (review of .A. Saliite to t he Great 
M cCarthy by Barry Oakley and T he Royce 
H art S tory ), Overland, no. 45 ,Autumn 1970, 
pp. 45-6. 
"The Vietnam Moratorium", Meanjin, vol. 29, 
Winter 1970, pp. 243-44. 
"Doing the Figures", Nation, 13 June 1970, 
pp. 6-7. 
"Hold it right there?" On tlook, vol. 14, no. 4, 
Aug. 1970, pp. 13-15. (On technology.) 
"The Long Goodbye", Oiitlook, vol. 14, no. 6, 
Dec. 1970, pp. 3-6. (Summarizes 13 years of 
Oiitlook. ) 

1971 
"Humphrey McQueen's .A. N e.w B 1·itannia,", 
H istorical S fo dies, vol. 14, no. 56, April 1971, 
pp. 634-37. 

1972 
"Just how free is free?" (review of T he .A.men ·­
cans, B aby by Frank Moorhouse), B 11lleti11, 
19 Aug. 1972, pp. 46-7. 
"Cool, angry and fascinating" (review of The 
.A.1istralian P eople by Donald Horne), B1illet in , 
11 Nov. 1972, pp. 42-3. 
Introduction to The R emov alists, by David 
Williamson, Sydney 1972. 
"Henry Colden Antill Harrison", in .A.nstra l1:a11 
Dictionary of B iography, vol. 4, p. 353. 

1973 
"A Comment" (on W. F. Mandle's "Games 
People Played ; cricket and football in England 
and Victoria in the late nineteenth century"), 
H istorical S tudies, vol. 15, no. 60, April 1970, 
pp. 576-78. 
"Living with Latfo r", .A.1istralia1i Hnrnanist, 
vol. 11, May 1973, pp. 2-5. (With Bob Bednarz.) 
"Final Siren for Smithy", Nation. R ev·iew, 10-
16 Aug. 1973. (With Chris Hector, on the death 
of Norm Smith.) 
"Playing gentle smiles to get the umpirical nod", 
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N at ion R eview, 7-13 Sept. 1973, p. 1483. 
"Problems of Socialist Strategy", F abian N ews­
lette1·, vol. 10, no. 6, July 1970, pp. 4-5. Re­
printed in Henry Mayer and Helen Nelson, 
leds.) A11stralian P olitics, A T hircl R eade1·, 
Cheshire, Melbourne 1973, pp. 413-14. 

1974 
"Peter Lalor", in Australian Dictionary of 
B iography, vol. 5, pp. 50-54. 
" 1914-1919", in F. K. Crowley (ed.), .A. N ew 
H istory of .A.1istralia, Heinemann, 1974. 
"My long march. With a discussion of Mr. 
David Caute's fellow-travellers", Overland, no. 
59, Spring 1974, pp. 23-40. (Turner's major 
autobiographical piece, turning in part on a 
discussion of The F ellow-Travellers; A P ost­
script to the Enlightenm ent, by David Caute.) 
"A tragedy if Labour history is repeated", 
H eralcl (Melbourne), 24 Aug. 1974. 

1975 
Introduction to A1istralian Graffi ti by Rennie 
Ellis, Sun Books, Melbourne 1975. 
"Swag", Overlancl, no. 60, Autumn 1975, pp. 
66-71. (On the Australia Council.) 
"Artists' Camp, Erith Island : March 1974", 
Overlancl, n.o. 60, Autumn 1975, pp. 41-2. (An 
introduction. to a tape recorded discussion be­
tween Turner, Clif Pugh, Fred Williams and 
Stephen Murray-Smith, 1;bid. , pp. 43-55.) 
Foreword to Mr. X, P oli ce In f orrner, by Brian 
Latch with Bill Hitchings, Melbourne, 1975. 

1976 
" A Course Without a Structure", Stncl?:es in 
H igher E clnccit1:on, vol. 2, no. 1, 1976, pp. 21-
32. (Discussion of an experimental course in 
twentieth century history T urner taught at 
Monash University in 1975.) 
"Suddenly it's Spring", Overland, no. 64, Win­
ter 1976, p. 39. (Poem.) 
"High noon at Yarralumla", Overland, no. 65, 
Dec. 1976, pp. 9-22. (On the Whitlam govern­
ment, built partly on a discussion of a number 
of books on the subject.) 

1977 
"Letter from Ireland", Overland, no. 66, April 
1977, pp. 49-51. 

1978 
"Winners and Losers" introduction to Th e Cl11b 
by David Williamson . Currency Press, Sydney 
1978. 
"Work and Play in Victorian Victoria", Vic­
torian H istorical J onrnal, vol. 49, no. 1, Feb­
ruary 1978, pp. 37-48. 
"The V.F.L. puts its boots in", .A.1istralian, 1-2 
April 1978. (The first of a regular series of 
columns on Australian Rules football , continued 
throughout the football season.) 
"Manning Clark. For and Against" (with Max 
Harris), A ustralian, 25 May 1978. 



"The Coach for a ll seasons" (review of 1'he 
Cocu·h: A S eason w1"tli Ron Barcissi by John 
Powers), A ustrnhan Book R eview, no. 2, July 
1978, pp. 1-4. 
"Swashway Sandblow", Australian Archaeo­
logy, no. 8, Sept. 1978, p. 18. (This poem marks 
the visit of the archaeologists Rhys Jones and 
R on Lampert to Erith Island in Bass Strait in 
January 1978.) 
"Temper democratic, bias Au strali an", Ovci·­
lanrl, no. 72, Oct. 1978, pp. 18-23. (An a nswer 
to his critics on the ideological left.) 
"New Technology: what will be its impact?" 
(transcript of forum discussion), Mmwsh R e­
poi-ter, Nov. 1978. 
Preface to Colonial Craft:; of Victoria: Early 
Settlement to 1921 (catalogue for exhibition in 
the National Gallery), Ministry of the Arts 
(Victoria), pp. 10-1 l. 
"The Bastards from the Bush: some Comments 

on Class and Culture" in E . L. Wheelwright 
and K. Buckley (eds.), Essays in the Political 
E conomy of .Anstralim~ Capitalism, ANZ Book 
Company, Sydney 1978, pp. 167-189. 

1979 
Introduction to I ndiistrial Labom· and Politics 
(revised) htervention, no. 12, April 1979, pp. 
86-94. 
"The Emergence of 'Aussie Rules'", in R . 
Cashman and M. McKernan (eds.), Sport in 
H ·istory, St. L ucia, 1979, pp. 258-71. 
"Australian Nationalism and Australian His­
tory" J onrnal of .Aiistrali-mi Stnclies, no. 4, 
June 1979, pp. 1-11. 
"Frank A nstey", in A'llstr.alia,n Dictionary of 
Bio_qraJ)hy, vol. 7, pp. 79-81. 

An adclend1.1,1n to this bibliogrciphy will be 1)1.t,h ­

lishecl in Overland 79. 

Meaniin 
SJNCE INTERNATIONAL WOMEN'S YEAR .i s the theme of the Spring 

JIIJ eanjin : a look at various facets of the women's movement four years on. What 

emerges is a great diversity, not least in the six statementsi by women artists col­

lected by Janine Burke. Susan Higgins and Jill Matthews describe the wide range 

of feminist publications now available in A ustralia, Anna Gibbs demonstrates the 
growing nexus between structurali sm and feminism in France (endorsed by an 

interview with Michel Tournier, later in the issue) while Jennifer Strauss considers 

androgyny in relation to the poetry of Wright, Harwood and Dobson, and 

Dorothy Hewett talks illumina tingly about herself. And lots more, including 

a moving story by the late Anne Elcler. Plus a splendid piece by Brian Matthews, 

on what it's like to visit Ulster. All in the Spring JJ1 ean-.i1·n, out now. 

$3.50 per issue 

$14.00 annual subscription 

postage included 
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books 

FERVENT AUSTRALIAN NATIONALIST 
Ian Turner 

Colm Kiernan: Calwell: A Personal and Political Bio­
graphy (Nelson, 1978 ) . 

Arthur Calwell was the last of the depression 
generation to play a leading part in Australian 
Labor politics. He had all the strengths and 
weaknesses, all the passions and prejudices of the 
men of his time, and in him they were writ large. 

Calwell was a fervent Australian nationalist. 
With Australia's first Prime Minister, Edmund 
Barton, he believed in " a nation for a continent 
and a continent for a nation" . 

"To no other nation in the world has the oppor­
tunity been granted for the sole possession and 
development of a sea-girt land-mass by a single 
people", he wrote. "To no other nation has it 
been given to write their will and destiny upon 
an empty land of such vast extent as it has been 
to us. " 

Yet it was Calwell who, as Minister for Immi­
gration in the post-war Chifley government, 
created and administered the policy which has 
moved Australia towards becoming a multi­
cultural society. Not that he saw it that way -
he believed that, within a generation, the sons and 
daughters of European migrants would be " ab­
sorbed into the Australian society", would become 
part of a homogeneous culture. 

He did not believe that non-white migrants 
could be absorbed and he found the idea of mis­
cegenaticn, the mixture of races, repulsive. So 
he remained a firm defender of White Australia , 
even after his party had left it behind . 

Calwell described himself as a socialist of the 
Fabian persuasion. Like many Melbourn:ans of 
his generation , his first acquaintance v;ith sosial-
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ism came through the Victorian Socialist Party. 
One of the rising young stars of the V.S .P. was 
John Curtin, in whose wartime government Cal­
well served as Minister for Information. 

Before Caucus elected him to the ministry, 
Calwell was one of Curtin's most bitter critics. 
Curtin's biographer, Lloyd Ross, attributes this to 
frustrated ambition - the Prime Minister had 
opposed Calwell's election to Cabinet. Associate 
Professor Colm Kiernan, in his biography of Cal­
well, takes a more charitable view. The differences 
were ideological, he suggests. Curtin was willing 
to subordinate socialism to the war effort. Calwell 
wanted to press on regardless. Beyond that, Cal­
well led the campaign in Caucus and in the Labor 
Party in 1942 against the Prime Minister's move 
to extend the deployment of Australian conscripts 
to the South West Pacific. He had misread the 
feeling of the party and the nation, and he lost. 
Later, after Curtin's death , Calwell declared him 
to have been Australia 's greatest Prime Minister. 

Calwell's anti-conscriptionism, and his devout 
Catholicism, came from his Irish ancestry . On his 
own account, he was under security surveillance 
during the First World War because of his support 
for the Irish cause. He made a hero of his new 
archbishop, Dr. Daniel Mannix. In 1945, he broke 
all the precedents of his church to issue a public 
statement condemning Rome's appointment of 
Sydney's Archbishop Gilroy as Cardinal over the 
head of Mannix. 

It was this devotion to his church and his arch­
bishop which made the Labor split of 1955 so 
painful to him. He had resisted the attempts of 
the Santamaria organisation to control the labor 
movement from outside, and he was suspicious 
of their obsession with the Communist menace. 
When the split came, he stayed with his party. 



Most of his fellow Catholics in the Victorian 
Labor Party, and the dominant forces in his 
church, went with the D.L.P. To them, Calwell 
was a traitor. "All Celts are bitter people," he 
wrote in his autobiography. " When they become 
divided on issues where both sides feel deeply, 
anything is possible." Calwell was made to suffer 
for his sins. 

His faith was unshaken. When Mannix was 
living his last hours, Calwell went to make his 
peace. He wept at the archbishop's death . And 
when, ten years later, Calwell died, it was Car­
dinal Knox who celebrated the requiem mass for 
the repose of hjs soul. 

If Robert Menzies was Australia's luckiest 
political leader, Arthur Calwell was the un­
luckiest. For him, everything happened too late. 
For nearly twenty years, he was heir apparent to 
the seat of Melbourne, which Dr. Maloney held 
until his death in 1940 at the age of 85. Calwell 
was 63 when he succeeded Dr. Evatt as Federal 
Labor leader in 1960. In 1961 , he ran Menzies 
down to a two-seat majority. In 1963 , Menzies 
upstaged him on state aid to church schools and 
romped home. Then came Vietnam. The 1966 
election was a disaster for Calwell and for Labor. 
By now he was 70, and his day was past. 

Would he have made a good Prime Minister, 
given his fair share of luck? Professor Kiernan 
believes that he would have - because he repre­
sented the old "grass roots populist" Labor tradi­
tion and a style of leadership which repudiated 
the " intellectual vanguardism" of his predecessor, 
Evatt, and his successor, Whitlam. I think not. 
Despite Kiernan's claims, his understanding of 
economic affairs was not deep. He drew no con­
clusions from the social changes created by the 
new technology. His fear of the " permissive· 
society" set him apart from many significant con­
temporary movements. He was not at ease with 
today's communications media. He made enemies 
easily and kept them for a long time. 

Professor Kiernan's picture of Arthur Calwell 
is written from long-standing affection, but it 
accepts the man on his own terms . There is little 
in it of the ambition which drove him through his 
political life, the bitterness of his frustration, the 
anguish of his divided loyalties - little of the 
contradictions in the man which brought him so 
near to greatness, but in the end tore greatness 
from his grasp. 
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TIME RUNS OUT 

Dorothy Hewett 

Jack Beas ley: R ed L etter Days (Australas ian Book. 
:::.oc1ety, $ 1L.Y5 and $5.95). 

" Only the 1·ea1· g nar cl of the trndit ionalists vali­
antly holds on, and f 01· t hein fo1ie is n inning 
out ." - J ack Be:u;ley. 

R ed Letter Days is a highly subjective and at 
times bitchy and bigoted book. It is written, for 
the most part, in an easy conversational style 
marred by that odd clumsiness and overwriting 
inevitable in the self-taught litterateur, but it does 
have genuine insights, a real interest in literature 
and writers, and the kind of personal commitment 
only possible when the writer has lived closely 
inside the skin of the events and personalities 
discussed. 

The sub-title, Notes from inside an era, does 
much to explain the kind of book this is: a bit 
of biography, a bit of literary criticism, a bit of 
recent social history. 

Beasley attempts to cover some of the problems 
in his preface: " this book doesn't quite fit into 
any of the accepted categories ... nor is it written 
from a plane of dispassionate and academic 
impartiality as indeed it could not be. " 

lt is hard to write social history when your 
prejudices are showing, and Beasley's attitudes 
here are synonomous with much of the thinking 
of the simplistic Old Left. 

1 first met Jack Beasley in Redfern during the 
l 949 coal strike, when he was Communist Party 
organizer for the powerful South Sydney area 
(still known then as the Red Belt) in those far off 
palmy days when we dreamed and worked for 
revolution and the dictatorship of the proletariat. 

A stocky, sandy-headed Newcastle working 
class boy out of the steelworks and the water­
front, he was impatient, nervously aggressive and 
highly intelligent, never suffered fools gladly, 
and was always in trouble with the Communist 
Party leadership in Marx House. He led a yo-yo 
existence, now elevated to the hierachy, then back 
to the ranks to rehabilitate himself among the 
Bunnerong Powerhouse workers. 

He was a type sometimes met up with in the 
old Communist Party days. We called them 
worker intellectuals. Sensitive, touchy, great 
readers and political theoreticians, there were 
great gaps in their knowledge and understanding. 



Their lack of any real critical discipline tended to 
create a one-eyed bigotry, and the Communist 
Party itself both helped and hindered their deve­
lopment. lt gave them a philosophical language 
and standpomt to argue from, introduced them 
to ideas and polemic, increased their narrowness 
and bigotry, and encouraged a mean-minded, 
destructive wowserism and self-righteousness. 

Struggling to distance himself from the even ts 
described in his book Beasley discusses all these 
shortcomings, and then falls into many of the 
same traps himself . 

In the most interesting and perceptive section 
of the book Beasley introduces the artist as public 
figure, and the chapter titles here are instructive: 
Writer versus Cult Figure (Alan Marshall ) ; . The 
Hero of my own Life (Frank Hardy) , and A 
Conflict of the Mind (Judah Waten). 

Beasley has taken three left-wing literary cult 
figures (in Marshall's case it could be argued that 
the cult was wider), and has tried to build up 
composite portraits of them, based on his own 
observations and knowledge, plus the evidence he 
finds in their work. Each of these writers is pre­
sented as politically engaged on the Left, and 
(with the possible exception of the later, apostate 
Frank Hardy) are exponents. of the humanist 
values in literature that Beasley admires. 

Yet there is a basic contradiction in his argu­
ment. Politics he claims never harmed the writer, 
and yet each of the writers he has chosen illus­
trate the theory of victim of his own public 
image. Left-wing writers in particular were 
regarded with a weird mixture of adulation, 
jealousy and distrust, probably as a spin-off from 
the crime, praise and punishment syndrome exist­
ing in the Soviet Union. 

So they were also particularly prone to this 
type of schizoid problem. The Doppelgiinger set­
up tended to destroy the writer himself, as he 
struggled to live up or down to the image 
demanded by bis public. 'At least he has a 
public,' was the argument used, but at what cost 
to his creative integrity? 

About this particular schism Beasley shows 
considerable insight, but it is a basic weakness of 
his book that the man who illustrated this pro­
blem most clearly, and was more aware of it than 
any of the other writers discussed, is given no un­
derstanding and very little perception. 

For there is a villain in Red Letter Days, and that 
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v111ain is Frank Hardy. An objective discussion of 
we prootems of Frank Hardy as artist and man, 
p,us a 1rue record ot his very considerao1e iater 
acrnevements, would have given Beasley's oook 
c,1e rocus and. polemic it needed for a real discus­
sion or me problems of the writer as public rigure. 
And a sympathetic study of Hardy's later worK, 
parncutany But the Dead are Many, would have 
revealed an artist struggling to come to terms with 
his own schizophrenia, a schizophrenia shared by 
many who didn 't have the gu ts for an autopsy of 
t11eir own. 

I believe that the violent reaction of many or 
the old left to But the Dead are Many was pre­
cisely because Hardy brought out the old spectres 
from the cupbard under the stairs and set them 
jangling. 

l remember him telling me, in a greasy little 
cafe near the Sydney Communist Party headquar­
ters at 40 Market Street, in the middle 1960s, of 
the book he was going to write, the true story of 
what it had been like to be a Communist for his 
generation and mine. And he had no sooner 
stopped telling me with great seriousness what he 
was going to do that he looked up gloomily; 
"Look at that, Toddy, look at those people pass­
ing out there. If I went up to them and said 
'Who's Billy Borker?' every second bastard'd 
know, but nobody knows Frank Hardy". It was 
during the unprecedented popularity of the 'ocker' 
figure he created on TV, a caricature of a character 
he often played himself. The problem was that he 
was proud of Billy Borker but .. . ah! yes Frank 
Hardy knew a great deal about the divided self. 

Beasley then is at his worst discussing Frank 
Hardy, at his best discussing Alan Marshall, who 
he obviously deeply admires as both man and 
writer. But he does see clearly that Marshall too 
became victim of his public and himself. "The 
person who had most to do with creating the 
mythical cult figure who publicly represents Alan 
Marshall nowadays is Marshall himself." The last 
section on MarshaJl , "Laying the Cult", is one of 
the most human and evocative sections in the 
book. Marshall in hospital, rich in years and 
honors, sat up uncomfortably in bed, the hired 
television set too close for viewing. 

"I've always said that you have to live before 
you can write, and you do, and I did," he tells 
Beasley. "So you live and then you write, and 
when you've written it all out you're finished . 
Writing fucks you." 



Judah Waten, with half a century in the Com­
mumst movement behind him, speaks of ··a recur­
rLng crisis in my mind . . . the choice between 
politics and literature. I would always try to fit 
them together," and Beasley admits that "the 
conflict between his two obsessions has been 
trnrmful to Waten the writer in some way", but 
claims that it has also been of great benefit "by 
enriching his understanding of life and people." 

Beasley sees Alan Marshall as ''one of the last 
great exponents of the Australian democratic 
nterary tradition, the genuinely humanist expres­
sion of our national scene," and discusses his 
close association with John Morrison and Waten, 
" tne two men who, with him, are the only notable 
surviving writers in the Lawson-Furphy tradi­
tion." 

For him/ Can Jump Puddles has all the old­
fashioned virtues because "it is concerned with 
the warmth and splendor of human relationships, 
rather than the modern cliches of self obsession 
and calculated cruelty to others. " 

"Humanism is in eclipse and the writers being 
encouraged today in. the era ushered in by Patrick 
White have no respect at all for the motive 
sources of Alan Marshall's writing." 

In one fell swoop Beasley eliminates from his 
ca non Patrick White, Australia's greatest human­
ist writer, Frank Moorhouse, David Ireland, Barry 
Oakley, Michael Wilding, Peter Mathers and a 
host of others, including Christina Stead. 

He does not seem to realize that time and 
writers cannot stand still, and a more sophisti­
cated public and a different time needs a litera­
ture related to modem life, which includes the 
obsessive self and calculated cruelty, because life 
includes these things. 

The tragic limitations of his point of view 
reflect the reasons why the left-wing writers who 
once made such an impact in Australia have lost 
much of their readership, and the Australasian 
Book Society, which published so many of them 
when publishers were difficult to find , has fallen 
into the doldrums with a shrinking membership, 
internal bickering, and mothball novels. 

Writers and Writing, Scenes from Literary 
Life, is the sub-sub title on Red Letter Days. It 
has an odd museum flavor about it, but it is one 
of the most lively and interesting books published 
by the A. B. S. in a long time. (The other was 
Max Brown's Black Enreka.) We have so little 
contemporary literary history (particularly of the 
Left) that we should be cautiously grateful for it. 
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SPECULATIVE GAINS 

Frank Stilwell 

Leonie Sandercock: The Land Racket: the R eal 
Costs of 1.1roperty Speculation (Silverfish Books , 
Canberra , $4.50 and $10.) 

During the last three years there bas been a spate 
of land scandals in Victoria. Allegations of cor­
rupt practices have been rife. No government has 
toppled as a consequence, but the scandals have 
generated widespread debate on the complex of 
economic, social and political issues associated 
with speculation in land. Is it ethical to derive 
speculative gains from merely holding property? 
Is the quest for such speculative gain an important 
source of inflation? Is it inimical to systematic 
urban and regional planning? Does the direct 
involvement of state instrumentalities in the pro­
cess means that it is the government rather than 
private speculators who are ultimately responsible 
for the problems associated with property 
speculation? 

Leonie Sandercock's previous book Cities for 
S ctle provided a general analysis of class-bias in 
urban planning with particular reference to Syd­
ney, Melbourne and Adelaide. Her new book 
takes up the related but more specific set of 
questions concerned with land scandals and specu­
lation. It demonstrates how the "national hobby" 
of speculating in real property has fuelled the 
inflationary problem and made systematic urban 
planning all but impossible. Herein lies the prob­
lem (and the link with her previous book), because 
it is the urban planning process itself which aids 
the ability of some sections of the population to 
profit from such speculation. By changing the 
zoning regulations concerning any given area of 
land , the planners have a major impact on its price 
and hence on the potential for speculative gains. 
When combined with corrupt practices, such as 
leaking of information about forthcoming zoning 
changes, this situation leads to particularly scan­
dalous outcomes. More ·generally, Sandercock 
argues that the system is inequitable even in the 
absence of corruption. 

The book contains a brief review of the specu­
lative booms of the nineteenth and twentieth 
centuries and a more detailed examination of 
recent Victorian land scandals, particularly at Mt 
Ridley, Mt Dandenong and Geelong. The contrast­
ing situation in South Australia is examined, and 
the activities of the SA Land Commission pre­
sented as some sort of model. (At this stage 
it is useful to read the book in conjunction with 



the more detailed analysis of Labor's Land Com­
mission programme at the Federal level presented 
in Pat Troy's book, Ji .F'air Price.) F ina lly, the 
book examines implications for ALP policy and 
argues the case for "doing away with speculative 
activities (in land and office space) once and for 
a ll by introducing legislation to remove the 
element of private ga in from land transactions". 

The immediate political objective of the book 
- presumably to contribute to the removal of 
the Hamer government from office - has proved 
unsuccessful. Tt may be that significant sections of 
the electorate are not particularly concerned with 
the "land scanda ls" issue and not particularly 
moved to lea rn that public officials are corrupt. 
However, the book clear ly has a more long-run 
objective - to contribute to an understanding of, 
and a reform of, the whole system which makes 
possible the speculative ga ins and the associated 
corrupt practices. 

There is an interesting similarity between 
Sandercock's argument and some debates which 
took place nearly one hundred years ago . Henry 
George's Progress and Poverty was published in 
1879, and he came to A ustralia in 1890 to pub­
licise his view that society should take over the 
land on behalf of the people. He argued that 
rent should be subject to a special tax, since 
it does not represent a return to personal effort. 
Such a tax on land could replace all other taxes. 
Other writers at the time went further and advo­
cated direct nationalisation of land. Such views 
never commanded majority support and , though 
Sandercock's analysis is more sophisticated, it is 
interesting to explore some of the parallels. Two 
will suffice. 

First, there is the effect of home ownership. 
Compared to other countries with comparable 
material prosperity, Australia has a very high 
rate of home ownership, though it has fallen 
significantly in recent years. As homeowners many 
people see themselves as benefiting from acceler­
a ting inflation of property values, and therefore 
oppose any government controls. In fact, as San­
dercock points out, there are no gains to the 
owner-occupier, since any realised capital gains 
must be used in obtaining replacement housing. 
We are not a nation of petit-bourgeois property 
owners: we simply act like it. Thus, just as 
George's visionary policies proved politically in­
effective, so too there is great difficulty in mar­
shalling political action around these sorts of 
programs today. 

Second, there is the paradox associated with 
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govern ment intervention. T he solution advocated 
by Sandercock - and previously by George -
involves the increased involvement of the state 
in land policy. However, it is the very involvement 
of State instrumentalities like the Victorian Hous­
ing Commission which has been closely associated 
with the recent scand als. T he state is simul­
taneously part of the problem and the solution. 
Sandercock sees a way out of this dilemma 
through a more systematic and radical approach 
to land po licy by the ALP. Ultimately. like the 
interrelated problem of environment degradation. 
it requires a transformation in social values. The 
ALP seems most reluctant to take the lead in 
this respect, preferring the conservative route of 
catering to, rather than leading, public opinion. 
Nevertheless, by helping to raise these issues for 
public debate, Sandercock's book makes an im­
portant contri bution. The book shows the marks 
of a hurried preparation, but it is an interesting 
a nd important study in contemporary political 
economy. 

HELEN HODGMAN'S NOVELS 

Jenny McColl 

Helen Hodgman: Blue Skies (Duckworth , $8.95); 
Jack and Jill (Duckworth , $11.95) . 

Helen Hodgman's first novel, Bliie Skie1S, was set 
in her native Tasmania a nd told a simple and 
savage tale of desperation in the suburbs. Her 
second, J ack ancl hll, is Jess single-minded and 
more ambitious, a bitter mix of black comedy and 
bizarre send-up which sometimes over-reaches it­
self, but is always wickedly funny and perceptive. 

It is set in New South Wales back country and 
spans the period from the twenties to the present 
day. Anyone who, in childhood or adolescence, 
fantasised their way through all those glorious 
outback and 'little bush maid' sagas will recognise 
many of the ingredients of this gleefully unreal 
plot, all of them neatly and nastily overdone. 

Jill loses her mother on the opening page (wi th 
Ms Hodgman definitely beginning as she intends 
to continue), is reared by her inarticulate but 
lovi ng dad, Douggie, is fascinated by Jack, the 
wandering swagrnan who stays and becomes 
equally fascinated by her, and triumphs over arid 
envi ronment by winning her way to university 
and then off on the inevitable pilgrimage to 
London and finer things. But she's an Aussie at 
heart and, lured by dreams of steak for breakfast 



and the good and simple life, she returns to 
marry Jack, now appropriately crippled and a 
war hero. 

Two important ingredients of the novel which l 
feel exponents of the school of Mary Grant Bruce 
may have omitted are Jack's untimely rape of the 
adolescent Jill, and her resultant trauma-laden 
dreams, and the way in which the author and Jill 
- surely the sourest and crossest heroine you could 
ever meet - calculatedly use and abuse the much 
vaunted ethics of that school - "the pioneering 
ideal, the spirit of Anzac, the bond of mateship 
and the grand old willingness to give-it-a-go" . 

Barnaby, the tousled, golden-haired little chap 
and his world of brave Dad , homely Mum and 
little furry friend s comes to Jill as the embodiment 
of those ideals. His perfect. world of childhood is 
an infinitely more acceptable version of the truth 
than the reality with which she and her sweaty, 
turgid dreams are involved. He is conceived in 
a London garrett, put down on paper and taken 
home to become her means of escape and her 
raison d'etre. In marrying Jack, she presents a 
suitably noble face to the world, acquires a 'cross' 
to bear and simultaneously punishes him by in­
sisting on a marriage in name only, restoring 
her upper hand . 

We meet Jill next in the sixt~es. Barnaby and 
bis books have done well for Jack and Jill. 
Douggie's old property is adorned with a swim­
ming pool and two hundred yards of electric 
fence. Jill is the "treacly" and famous head of a 
well-marketed Barnaby empire, standing for all 
that is essentially decent in Australian life. Ms 
Hodgman describes this cynically maintained 
homespun enterprise with relish and skill. Clad 
in possum-patterned nighties and tartan alice­
bands, Jill supervises her fan mail and diversifies 
Barnaby promotions with ill-tempered zeal from 
a director's chair with her name emblazoned in 
gold on the back. Jack, only vaguely aware of hi­
role as her 'cross' in life, exists under a true 
Australian matriarchy, and helps the marketing 
drive by whittling away at little wooden Barnabys 
and relevant marsupials. 

With the arrival of Raelene, arch fan of Jill, 
Tolkien and full experience, the author extends 
her attack to the naiveties of the market which 
sustains Jill and her like. 

To outline the rest of this maliciously im­
plausible plot would be to pre-empt Ms Hodg­
man's punch lines for those who have not read 
this highly entertaining novel , save to say that 
Jack finally wins his Jill with his bushman's 
courage, Jill finds her own solution to Vietnam 
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and arranges her own immaculate conception. 
The author has sensibly kept the story to 111 
pages, as the effect of any more might be lethal , 
both to the reader and to the novel itself. Punch 
she does and jab, with devastating aim, but one 
can become a little punch drunk on this flow of 
ruthless mockery. As a succinct satire on human 
absurdities and the cult of the simplistic in Aus­
tralia, the author's masterly and ironic manipu­
lation of cliches and unnerving use of the 
unexpected works well. 

But l suspect Ms Hodgman is after something 
more. A sense of horror, loss and outrage at what 
has become of us pervades this novel, as it does 
her first , Blu e S kie:;. In that, the central character, 
definitely an alien to the values of suburbia, maso­
chistically dumps herself within that deodorised 
world and listlessly waits to die. The implication 
is that nowhere else is much better anyway. Her 
desperate little escapades are fragile and easily 
shattered by the fo rces which are seen to control 
out modern society; the forces whose ancestors 
brutally eliminated the Tasmanian Aboriginals and 
substituted them with garden gnomes. The tragedy 
of this extinct tribe is used throughout to define 
the instinct of the majority to wipe out or 
domesticate the natural in order to preserve its 
safe, non-messy values. 

The central character's final breaking-point 
revenge is nicely apt. Her next door neighbor has 
stolen from her sight the last remaining patch of 
wild scrub in the suburban street, built on it and 
is torturing her front piece of earth in an attempt 
to turn it into the easy-care equivalent of her 
living room carpet. Her pride and joy is her 
electric lawnmower, and it is with this nifty 
household appliance that the central character 
casually dispenses with her. Despite this revenge, 
she is essentially still a victim, kept as she is within 
a primarily realistic framework. The author makes 
Jill of sterner stuff and allows her escape more 
positive success, providing her with a sardonic 
"extravagantly happy ending". 

Blu e S kie:; is the better balanced work, more 
explicit, but less exhilarating. A little more in­
volvement with the central character is allowed 
and consequently, the tragi-comic intent is more 
fully realised. In Jack and Jill, without this in­
centive, it is poss ible, while appreciating the 
accuracy of the barbs, to become as dispassionate 
as Ms Hodgman appears to be. Jill is wonder­
fully idiosyncratic, but a little too skeletal to carry 
the author's burden. Jack attempts it, but retreats 
into caricature. Under her constant, witty on-



slaught, Jack and Jill do come tumbling down 
and lose the fight to Ms Hodgman. 

Despite this, the novel has a mesmerising effect 
and an uncompromising quality which stems from 
the author's considerable ability to spotlight the 
essence of an absurdity and to define a set of 
delusions, current 'alternative' escape routes, for 
which Australia (where that "grand old willingness 
to give-it-a-go" has all but lost its way) provides 
a tertile breeding ground. 

It is a great pity that the present distribution of 
Helen Hodgman's two novels is so limited in this 
country. 

NEW GUINEA BIG MAN 

Ulli Beier 

Andrew Strathern (translator): Ongka: A self acco11111 
by a New Guinea Hig Man (Duckworth, $24 .95 ). 

Eleven years after Kiki: Ten. Thousand Years in. 
a Life Time, here is another vigorous autobio­
graphy by a Papua New Guinea leader. The 
books invite comparison , not only because both 
were transcribed from spoken tapes, but because 
both authors are born story tellers who come 
across as powerful personalities and natural 
leaders of men. The books are valuable, 
not only through what they tell us of the authors' 
lives and characters, but also because of the 
insight they afford us into the cultures from which 
they have sprung. 

Their backgrounds, however, and their manner 
of telling their stories are very different. Kiki 
suffered his first uprooting at the age of five, when 
he was taken from his mother's small hill tribe, 
the Parevavo, to the large coastal village of 
Orokolo. He went on to the white man's school, 
to medical college in Fiji, and to an administrative 
post in Port Moresby. He became a leading 
politician and a fighter for independence. 0ngka 
hardly ever left his people's tribal land , except for 
occasional trips to visit his friends and allies in 
the Jimmi valley, and for one trip to Port 
Moresby. He never went to school, and a ll hi s 
ambitions were lived out within the narrower 
confines of his Kawelka tribe ; but that does not 
make him any less sophisticated than Kiki. In his 
own way, he experienced changes as dramatic as 
those that shaped Kiki 's life. 

Kiki gives us a chronological account of his 
life: he writes a structured autobiography, begin­
ning with his first visual memory and ending with 
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the 1968 elections, which took place just before 
his book went to press. 0ngka's account is more 
sporadic, more impetuous; he picks a theme 
("Games and Tricks" or "War" or "My Personal 
Enemies" ) and then allows his mind to roam . 
The result is a less-structured but a delightfully 
spontaneous book. 

Both men are fighters . But Kiki is essentially 
romantic; Ongka is thoroughly down to earth. 
Kiki is romantic about his traditional culture; 
warmly he describes the Kovave festival and its 
excitement, which are now gone forever. Ongka 
soberly praises the advantages of what he calls 
the "real spades, knives and axes" that were 
introduced by James L. Taylor; he remembers 
only too well the tedium of using wooden digging 
sticks and stone axes . _ 

Kiki knows nostalgia: "Thinking back now, I 
think that we were healthier then, and happier. " 
He feels "cheated", when he remembers that there 
were certain initiations and festivals he was born 
too late to experience. 

Ongka is completely pragmatic: "Oh, before 
we had to cut down trees and build fires, heat 
stones to build our ovens. If it was wet, the food 
was spoiled, we would have to throw tre greens 
away. The stones had to be heated properly, 
otherwise the oven wouldn't work. But now this 
saucepan is here, and all we have to do is fill it 
with water, build a small fire and the water will 
boil to cook our food quickly. " 

Kiki is idealistic, and full of faith about inde­
pendence and what it will bring. Towards the end 
of his book he derives courage and inspiration 
from his old uncle, whose name "Haure" means : 
"I don 't like. " The last paragraphy of Kiki 's book 
reads: 

I can feel the strength of the old man right in 
my blood, and I shall go right to the end of 
the road. And to those who will stand between 
us and independence I will say: Haure! 

0ngka is more skeptical. In his ceremonial speech 
during his big Moka feast he sa id : 

You Members talk of Self-Government, 
You talk of the house of Assembly. 
Will your work go straight 

Or will it go crooked? 

And again he wonders: "So if we hurry all these 
things along and later we find we can't manage 
them, I wonder if we will be a little embarrassed 
or not?" 



But Ongka does not question Independence be­
cause he is conservative. On the contrary, he is 
a very open minded character, willing to test out 
any new idea at once. Ongka questions Indepen­
dence because he questions everything; he takes 
nothing at face value and is as sceptical about 
traditions as about new fangled ideas. He has a 
very original mind ; he always remains himself 
and is never swayed by others. When his first wife 
died, the ritual experts told him that he must stay 
away from the corpse and abandon his house and 
build a new one - to keep her ghost from 
returning. "So the men told me to follow the 
custom now or the ghost would kill me, but I 
wouldn ' t listen to them. 'She was my first wife 
that my father got for me. I was fond of her and 
I'm upset that she's dead, l won' t listen to that 
kind of nonsense, don 't speak about it to me! ' " 

When the "red box" money cult swept through 
the Kawelka villages and everybody rushed to 
make contributions to the cultists, Ongka told 
them: "Be careful not to tell lies; I've slept outside 
in cemetary places, to see if spirits could come 
there, but I didn 't see any. People think they hear 
spirits talking, but it's birds whistling or 
marsupials scuffling about. So don' t lie about it." 

Ongka was always ready to try anything new. 
When the white men arrived he made use of 
them: 

T worked alongside the white men. 
They helped me and I helped myself. 

He became a tultul and luluai and a local govern­
ment councillor. 

He has plenty of charisma, a great ability to 
make friends , to win followers and to lead . He is 
also a stubborn man who has - at different 
times in his life - made lots of enemies. 

His integrity shows even in the manner of tell­
ing the story: without fuss, without embellish­
ments, never trying to justify himself: a wonder­
fully direct account. His language - beautifully 
translated by Andrew Strathern - is precise and 
vivid. The first plane he ever saw appeared to 
him like '' a thunderclap gone mad" . F rightened 
men " recoil like snails do in their shells , when 
someone touches them with a burning stick" , and 
hungry warriors besieged by enemies "pushed 
leaves into their bark belts, to fill out the space 
between their stomachs and their belts." Men 
being too busy with warfare were like " a red 
bird of paradise, which argues that it will outlast 
the tree in which it displays . . . " 

With wonderful economy Ongka can evoke an 

111 I Overland 76-77-1979 

image of peace and plenty, simply by describing 
in one short paragraph a sow and her successive 
litters : 

When the sows came on heat they swiftly put 
them to the boar and so they bred successive 
litters and the numbers built up. The first litters 
grew big and old and their teeth showed 
through and curled up; the next generation 
were big and fat too, with 'water on their 
skins', as we say; the next ones were tied with 
rope and able to hold down their sweet 
potatoes with their feet to eat them; and the 
last litters were now weaned and able to smell 
at their sweet potato and eat it too. About 
three years would have gone by. 

Much of the book is devoted to a description of 
fighting and warfare, of payback killings and 
poisonings. Even though the white man 's adminis­
tration was established when Ongka was still a 
very young man , much of his life was spent in 
such conflicts. He makes no attempt to play down 
the harshness of those times : 

When we fought in earnest, with lethal 
weapons, we went to help our friends also. 
We burnt houses, slashed banana trees , tore 
the aprons off women and raped them, axed 
big pigs, broke down fences , we did everything. 
We carried on until the place was emptied of 
resources . 

Bu t these tales of war and fighting are not 
onl y tales of hatred. For these were times when 
friend s and allies could demonstrate their 
loya lty. They would come to the rescue and 
protect the fighting clan's women and children 
and pigs, if they could. Later the fighters would 
make a feast for them to thank them and to 
cement the friendship; and in their speeches they 
would say: 

You held the ropes of my pigs, 
You cared for my net bags and flasks , 
With the palms of your hands 
You protected mv women 's genitals 
While T was fighting. 
Now I am making this thing clean from myself. 
Take this pork and eat it, 
Now the debt between us is over. 

The death of a warrior was hard to accept and 
impossible to forget. People could not live with 
death unless they could swear to take revenge: 
"it would be the only way to ease their feelings. " 

Ongka is able to tel1 of his own escapes from 



deadly enemies with a tremendous sense of 
humor. Once a group of men had surrounded his 
lavatory house, waiting for him to come out, 
" . . . but they must have thought I was a cloud 
or some mist, or else a fog really did come down 
and obscure the view, anyhow, I passed through 
.. . Eventually they thought I must have hidden 
down the lavatory hole. One of them rushed into 
it and plunged his spear into the hole, expecting 
to hear me yell. Instead all he heard was a plop 
and a splash, and he withdrew his spear covered 
with muck." 

But even the Kawelkas and the Tipukas and 
the Minembi and all the other Hagen tribes 
eventually grew tired of fighting. And they would 
come together and say: "Let us not fight, war is 
a rubbish way of doing things .. . " and , ~ man 
who had escaped a payback for a long time would 
send a message to his enemies, saying: "Your 
man died a long time ago, - but you are still 
upset ... I want to give you something . .. " 
Then they would perform a ritual play, in which 
war would be driven out formally and they could 
all settle down to raise pigs and make pig 
exchanges and build up towards a big Moka. 

Ongka's description of his own big Moka is the 
climax of the book, as it was - undoubtedly -
the climax of his life. Ongka had come to realise 
that he might be the last of a long line of 'big men' . 
He saw the young men drifting to Hagen or 
Moresby: "Our young men wear Jong trousers 
and sun glasses, drink beer. They go to market , 
to town, to white men's places as labourers , and 
there they become headstrong and feckless. " 

But Ongka is not the kind of man who sits and 
weeps for the good old days. "Well , if the old 
ways must go, let's at any rate do something as 
our last big show." 

Self Government and Independence are here, 
and the old ways will disappear, but let us do 
one thing before that happens, so that all the 
groups around and all the white men too will 
say "The Kawelka put on a little show, we 
saw it. " Now the old ways will be shaken off, 
as we shake clods of earth from the stump of 
a tree, and we will take the new ways. Every­
thing's crazy now, so let's just do this one thing 
before it all happens. 

And what a show he put on! His group gave 
forty cassowaries, twenty cattle as extra gifts, and 
purchased twenty commercially raised pigs. And 
"as for our own pigs, how could you possibly 
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count them?" And to top it all, they added a 
gift that had never been given before in a Moka: 
a motor car! 

We must be grateful to Andrew Strathern for 
giving us a beautiful translation of Ongka's 
magnificent ceremonial speech at the Moka; for 
it introduces to us a whole New Guinean art 
form, about which we have known little before: 
oratory. 

This is our last dance. 
I finish with all our old ways 
With feathers of the eagle 
With decorated girdles , 
With bright cordilyne leaves, 
With oil rubbed on the skin. 
Now the old netbag 
ls thrown into the fire, 
Tipped into a hole in the ground 
The netbag of the mothers. 

All my strong things from the past, 
Here at Mbukl , my home, 
1 bury them in the ground. 
The things of the women, 
Of their mothers and grandmothers, 
The things of the men , 
Of their fathers and grandfathers, 
I fini sh them all. 
I finish with a car, 
I finish them with cattle, 
I finish them with purchased pigs, 
l finish them with cassowaries, 
I finish them with our own pigs, 
[ finish them with decorating oil 

Now these gifts I make to you , 
Wrapped as for a funeral. 
Take them to the House of Assembly, 
Where you are a Member. 
If you are strong, 
Later you will make returns to me, 
And I shall eat the returns and become old. 

What you will do I do not know. 
Eat my gifts and go. 

THREE PRESSES, FOUR POETS 

Graham Rowlands 

V. Glen Washburn: Near the Encl of Ill.If Svrrow0 
(Angus and Robertson P oets of the Month , 
Series 4 rnbscription) . 
Lee Ca taldi: Invitation to a Mar:i;i.~t L esbian Pai·tu 
(Wild and vVoolley, $4.95.) 
Geoff Page : Collecting the W eather ( Makar Press , 
Gargoyle Poets' subscription.) 
Billy Jones: Cuv Full of Rivei· ( Makar Press, 
Gargcyle Poets' rnbscription .) 

On the strength of Washburn's book it would be 
impossible for him to write a pompous or pre-



tentious line. Despite the usual casual tone and 
use of American slang, this expatriate American 
poet succeeds with carefully controlled climaxes. 
For instance, the_ first poem opens: 

I mean 
don' t give us that philosophical shit 
about life is a preparation for death 

and proceeds through a Whitmanesque or Gins­
bergian list of inadequate responses to what turns 
out to be the task of telling a twelve year old 
that the boy will soon die. What appears to be a 
~prawling rave pulls the reader up with a jolt. 
•'If America is so Goddamned Good " is the 
poet's response to the assassination of . the K~n­
nedy brothers. The funeral of "Poor Little Rich 
Boy Roger" expresses sentiment that is always ~n 
the verge of smiling, and starts with the fantastic 
assertion that there is a special race of creatures 
whose sole function is to attend funeral s. 

Two excellent poems that appear very different 
in form illustrate Washburn's control of climax 
and revelation. "Life's Like That" is one and a 
half pages of some comparatively long lines; the 
title poem consists of only nine lines with no line 
lonoer than seven words. The reader is not to ld 
the 

0

subject of the longer poem until the last line. 
This is the impressive last stanza - lines that 
send the reader back to the ear lier stanzas : 

Three months pregnant to the very instant 
and inside her belly bulge 
still warm and wet from this morning's jostle 
the embryo got joggled just right 
a few million cells were re-ordered 
and as she fell an almost visible flashing 
sudden warping of the world 
the universe shrugged 
whole fabrics fo r just a cat's blink shuffled 
and exactly 4,321 hours later 
when he was born 
they called him Michaelangelo 

The opening lines of the boo k gi~e no hint ~f 
this kind of poem ; nor of the restrained dramatic 
tale of the superb title poem: 

Fourteen manuscripts 
of Buddha were discovered 
Jast year in Ceylon 

A blind one armed monk 
found them hidden away there 
in a mountain cave 
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Because of the cold 
he used them to build a fire 
He slept warm that night 

It is a pity, however, that Washburn also 
writes "clever" poems - forced and artificial. 
"Marlborouoh" has Ern Malley forcing women 

0 • 

into oral rape. An easy laugh! "Conversation 
Piece" is an unmotivated cannibalistic fantasy. 
"Somebody" is a silly poem intentionally about 
nothing. Although "A Holiday Tour" is well 
constructed, it is a dramatic monologue by an 
unnamed monster acting as tourguide - a sort 
of poetic ghost train ride and about as frightening. 
Washburn can do without these "clever" poems; 
he has plenty of others. 

Cataldi 's book is twice as long as the average 
local co llection of the past five years. Half its 
lrnm:h it would have been a good first work. 0 , . 

Unfortunately, it never regains the strengths of 
its first and title section. 

Appeal lies in the poet's humor. intellig~~ce, 
bitter-sweet lyricism and mixture of the pol1t1cal 
and the personal in treatment of lesbianism. Most 
cf the good poems contain rhyme, singing like 
Dylan's songs. Usually the word s are simple and 
easy to read, while the opening poem, "H istory", 
which is about younger and older lesbians, is 
amusing because the poet refuses to take the 
[:::riousness too seriously. 

Cata ldi excels at love-loss lyrics. "Remember­
ino Hobart" combines loss of a woman with loss 
ot° landscape. Another relationship is recreated 
through evocative images of New Orleans in 
"Pictures". There are other poems where the 
~pecifically lesbian nature of the relationship is 
stress~d from the first line. While the lyrics are 
mercifully unclogged with jaw-breaking ideo­
logical abstractions, it must be said nevertheless 
that there is more dope at Cataldi's party than 
Marxism. (Henry Lawson said nearly a century 
ago that alcohol was stronger than trade union­
ism.) While Dransfield 's genius makes it difficult 
for anyone else to be extravagantly acclaimed for 
drug poems, the "Kingsdown" section of "Th~ee 
Pieces for Patriots" and "Oblivion" are effective 
half-nostalgic, half-critical accounts of dope. 

It is regrettable that most of the rest of Cataldi 's 
book is characterized by the opposite of the above 
- long poems where ponderous climatic me~a­
physics alternate with banalities posing as _in­

sights. The lines lack rhyme and rhythm, being 
almost as tedious and fo rmless as the lists of 
items in the interlarded prose. Her "Fairy Tales" 



are trite and easy inversions of fairy tales that 
would have been more effective in the original. 
"The Poem in the Classroom" should have quoted 
"Jerusalem" and the rest should have been 
silence. This book could have gained from a 
more conscientious editor. 

Page perfected the art of the well -made, insightful 
poem in his earlier volumes that mainly dealt 
with Australian subjects. Here he continues the 
same art with European subjects. Perhaps he has 
started to tire of the chosen constraints of his 
art. Perhaps the New Writing has made inroads 
into his sense of the possible. Whatever the cause, 
it is regrettable that the poet's new direction into 
mood pieces based on Apollinaire's and Henri 
Rousseau's art lack the drive of his other writing. 

The accomplished quality of Page's well-made 
poems is clear in "Olive Trees" where only the 
victors win the right to remember their dead, in 
"Inscription at Villers-Bretonneux" where a Mel­
bourne clerk must have allowed through an un­
patriotic headstone inscription, and in "Closed 
Circle" where the closed circle of the guided tour 
through Versailles' Hall of Victory is ironic 
commentary on the celebrated (and omitted) 
battles, and in "The Catacomb": 

From the moment 
of impact 
the liner wi II be 

a cathedral of 
iron forever. 

These poems display vivid imagery that works 
through to apt endings. 

The first two Apollinaire-Rousseau poems are 

floating fund 

mildly amusing in an urbane eighteenth century 
English mode. Regrettably the rest of them show 
Page working beyond his range. His forte has 
always been the significant detail, the ironic 
juxtaposition. At his best he is nothing if not 
tough-minded. In the second half of his latest 
collection, however, he becomes insipid with his 
repetitive, picturesque and largely rural nostalgia. 
Moreover his poetic impulse has always stemmed 
from life; not from art. Only cultivated souls well 
versed in French art and literature could possibly 
be interested in these poems - even if they were 
masterpieces. l s not the audience for poetry 
sufficiently limited already? 

Jones' book deserves attention because of the 
stance of the poet. Despite echoes of Keats, 
Wordsworth and Whitman, Jones nevertheless 
commands respect for his honest expression of 
ecstasy and Hindu/ Buddhist metaphysic when he 
merges with the universe. And that tends to be 
all the time. It is easy to accuse him of a lack 
of any sense of human history. But apparently 
history has only managed to dismiss him as a 
bum, a loner, a nothing. It is a poignant and , as 
will be seen, ironic admission-a final proof of 
his integrity. One comes away from this volume 
unconvinced by the guru-poet's beliefs but totally 
believing in the poet. 

There are three poems in the book that are 
eminently successful literary works of art. In the 
long "Riverbank . . . Extracts" where the poet 
carefully observes and becomes a blade of grass, 
a frog, a mud turtle and so on, and in "Zero to 
Infinity" and "Mu Tea" the poet wants to take 
the universe into himself; he ends by losing 
himself in the universe. 

Once again, Overland must thank those subscribers who regularly add a little extra to their renewal 
cheques, as well as those whose donations arrive quite unexpectedly. With increasing costs, these dona­
tions are absolutely necessary to our survival, and we welcome them for themselves and as evidence 
that we are still giving our readers writing that they prize beyond its market value. The following 
are the most recent donors: 
$32 KS ; $20 R&JM ; $12 DC, CS, A&DC, PB, RC, DB. GT; $8 BR, DP; $7 WW, KS, H&GD, BR, MS, FB. 
RH ; $6 G KS ; $5 FS; $4 LB, AP; $2 KF, TB, CW, MP, DC, SD, DG, LF, DA, GJ, JE. PS, LD. JR, EA. KS. 
GM, ED, KMcE, DK, HF, E R, MD, KT, TS, PA, CB. DW. MR; $1 DW. Total: $279. 
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Overland Authors 
A new book publishing program presenting the work of Australia's 

most exciting poets of today 

Now available 

ERIC BEACH: A PHOTO OF SOME PEOPLE IN A FOOTBALL STADIUM 
FRANK KELLAWAY: MARE'S NEST 
PETER STANSFIELD: POEMS OF LOVE AND MARRIAGE 

Snperbly proclncecl 

Design and typography by Vane Lindesay. 
60 pp., 2 colour illustrated cover and illustrated title page. 

$3.00 each. $8.00 for complete set. 40 % trade discount. 

POST FREE 
Order now from 
Overland Press, c/ o Eastend Booksellers, 309 Exhibition Street, Melbourne 

THE PRESS PEOPLE TALK ABO UT: 'LEADING TH E FIELD - TH t · A/.ilo: ·STRANGE NAME' LE.If .\{) ' CA('T/O.\': 'TH E BEST' .\ /,-1/.i/ C SA .\/ .Hrl/.i.4/./ .\T· 
~ RDOUS LITLR~ TURE: ' WHAT DO YO U MEAN YES AND NO''' - THt· PCB! I C: 'THESE AR~ THE L AST TITL ES FROM RIGMAROI E BUT WATCH ci: 
~ oC . c~ 

~ Heard of Televison? Wireless? Then you'll be interested in ""' "' 
~ z = 

0 
7 

The Rigmarole of the Hours Tradition 
Australia's leading publisher of innovative writing 

TH E HEAD OF VITUS BERI NG 
Konrad Bayer translated by Walter 
Billeter $3. 75 · 
'The quest ion is w hether one wants to 

mak e literature fo r entertainm ent .. . or 

whethe r o ne wants to show so met hing in 

lit era ture. ope n up new kn ow ledge. tak e a 

step. not forward followi ng a prog ress 

gone mad e. but into the darkness wh ich in 

truth surro und s all of us a t t he end of the 

meta ph ysica l age. Ko nrad Baye r has 

a 11empted to take s uch a step.· ~ Helmw 
Hei.,·senhut rel 

THE BLUEGUM SMOKES 
A LONG CIGAR ... 
John Anderson. Illustrated. 
$3.00 
'De mo nstrat es the writer\ kee n 

perceptio n of natural beauty. 

Anderson's verse is infiltrated by a 

sardonic wit t hat is the crux of it s 

o rigi na li ty.' - The i\frlhoume 

Times 
Comme nded in both the 

Anne Elder Award and the .4 .\ A 
Book A 1,·ard. 

ETCETERA Robert Kenny $3.50 
' Reminiscences of th is sort ha ve 

ge ne rally been ex pressed in lyrical 

poetry ... rarely in prose . But 

Kenny pu lls it o ff wi th a very nice. 

Oat speak in g voice. · ~ A BC Radio 

' Ken ny is o ne of the few prose 

writers (in Austra lia) gen uine ly 

interested in litera ry expe ri-

me nta ti o n ... · - Contempu 
' Bu ilds up su btl y detailed picture . 
.. of li ving in Australia . · 

A.'en Bolron. A1agic Sam 

Also avai la ble: DOW N UN DER. a com ic novel by Kris Hemensley $4.00: STA LI N ODE SEQ UENCE. Osip 
Mandelshtam trans. by J oh n Rile y $3.00 : THE EYE'S C IRCLE. Katherine Gallagher (2nd editio n) $3.00: 

ITALY by Anna Co;:;ani $3.50: GAMES by Kri s Hemensley $3.90. Rigmarole has also published wo rk by J ennife r · 

Maide n. Gerard Lee, Laurie Dugga n. Pau l Ce lan and others. 

Availa ble from the publis her (prices incl ude pos tage within Australia) 

P.O. Box 54, Clifton Hill 3068, Victoria 
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TheComalco 
I • • a um1n1um , 

•-- .' ;,,. ·•-·,~ 

Too good to throw away. 
Aluminium cans are a valuable 

source of metal. And turning used cans 
into fresh aluminium requires only 5 % of 
the energy used in producing the original 
metal. 

Last year, 80 million aluminium 
cans were recycled throughout 
Australia . .. l ,800 tonnes in all, 
representing over $500,000 cash 
for can collectors. 

Almost 60 million of these 
cans were returned through Comalco 's 
long-established network of Buy-Back 
Centres . 

Comalco has 70 Centres, in 
Sydney, Melbourne, Brisbane, Adelaide, 
Launceston and country areas . Any of 
them will confirm that the Comalco 
aluminium can is too good to throw 
away. 

For more information 
write to Comalco Limited, 9 5 Collins 
Street, Melbourne, 3000 or 
168 Kent Street, Sydney, 2000. 

~COMALCO 
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